Being the Flow: What It Is
Being the flow is the state of being in harmonious accord with all that is contingent on my experience.  Being the flow is the state of experiencing my own flow in confluence with all that flows about and through me.

A dramatic description of being the flow is Boston Celtics Bill Russell’s account of his most treasured moments on the basketball floor:

Every so often a Celtic game would heat up so that it became more than a physical or even mental game, and would be magical. That feeling is difficult to describe, and I certainly never talked about it when I was playing. When it happened, I could feel my play rise to a new level. It came rarely, and would last anywhere from five minutes to a whole quarter or more. Three or four plays were not enough to get it going. It would surround not only me and the other Celtics, but also the players on the other team and even the referees.

At that specific level, all sorts of odd things happened. The game would be in a heat of competition, and yet somehow I wouldn't feel competitive – which is a miracle in itself.  I'd be putting out the maximum effort, straining, coughing up parts of my lungs as we ran, and yet I never felt the pain. The game would move so quickly that every fake, cut and pass would be surprising, and yet nothing could surprise me. It was almost as if we were playing is slow motion.  During those spells, I could almost sense how the next play would develop and where the next show would be taken.  Even before the other team brought the ball into bounds, I could feel it so keenly that I'd want to shout to my teammates, "It's coming there!" – except that I knew everything would change if I did.  My premonitions would be consistently correct and I always felt then that I not only knew all the Celtics by heart, but also all the opposing players, and that they all knew me.  There have been many times in my career when I felt moved or joyful, but these were the moments when I had chills pulsing up and down my spine.

Sometimes the feeling would last all the way to the end of the game, and when that happened I never cared who won. I can honestly say that those few times were the only ones when I did not care. I don't mean that I was a good sport about it – that I'd played my best and had nothing to be ashamed of. On the five or ten occasions when the game ended at that special level, I literally did not care who had won. If we lost, I'd still be as free and high as a sky hawk.  –Bill Russell, Second Wind
About the time that Russell wrote this description, someone else wrote a book entitled The Sweet Spot in Time.  This book was about those moments in life where everything just “clicks.”  One example from the book was taken from baseball.  In baseball, the sweet spot in time is when your bat hits the ball at exactly the right point at exactly the right moment to be sent sailing out of the ballpark.

Being the flow is about dwelling in your own sweet spot in time.  It means being in the flow of all that is contingent on one’s experience, being in the flow of the whole of one’s experience rather than being constrained by the flow of some part of it.  Every moment not lived in the flow of the whole is a moment of captivity by some part of the whole.

Being in the flow of the wholeness of all that is, is dirt simple.  One day as I was contemplating a handful of dirt, I thought about all the things that dirt turns into as well as all that turns into dirt.  I later wrote the following re-minder of that experience.

     When I behold a rock 

     I also see the soil that the rock shall one day be,

     the ground of lifekind's future offspring.
     When I contemplate the air

     I imagine the trillions of other creatures

     who also have been, are, and will be

     breathing it to life.
     When I observe the planet's waters

     I remember that my body,

     like the substance of all other earthly creatures,

     consists mostly of this ever-flowing 

     re-life-cycling liquid.
     When I gaze at human fabrications,

     I marvel at the fact 

     that almost all of them are made

     from substances that formerly had life.

     Nearly everything that passes through my hands

     has either been a part of something living

     or one day will be.
     I sometimes contemplate the things that come to hand, 

     to remember or to speculate about

     their once-upon-a-time and future life.

     Former lifekind fuels my car,

     clothes my body,

     heats my home,

     while lifekind yet to be

     lies dormant in nearly all that I cast off.
     Nothing in my world is fully dead.

     Like the rain, life falls in one place 

     to rise elsewhere in another.

     And wherever I see life that is no longer or not yet,

     I glimpse my own immortality.

Though being the flow is dirt simple, it is more dramatically evidenced as water simple.

Row, row, row your boat, gently down the stream, etc.

How many folks here have ever done white water rafting?  Did you just passively float?

Mere going with the flow is passive.  If I cease being the flow of me while subject to some other flow, I am merely floating.  Being the flow is active, not passive.

Being the flow means being my own flow, even while I am amidst contingent flows, in a manner that respects the integrity of all concerned.

How many folks here have ever operated a sail boat?  Do you just set a course and lock the rudder?  Of course not.  Air currents change, just as water currents do.  One has to accommodate all of the changes in one’s contingent flows to fully be one’s own flow.  On a sailboat, I am continually rocking in the wind, while stabilized by the sailboat’s keel.  Sailing is the art of constantly advancing one’s objective while caught between a rock and a hard place, the art of being one’s own flow while being also in the flow of all one’s contingencies, and being so in a manner that respects the integrity of all concerned.

The Buddhist, Thich Nhat Hahn has coined a term for being in the flow of wholeness, which is ultimately the flow of universal contingency.  He calls such being “interbeing”:

If you are a poet, you will see clearly that there is a cloud floating in this sheet of paper. Without a cloud, there will be no rain; without rain, the trees cannot grow; and without trees, we cannot make paper. The cloud is essential for the paper to exist. If the cloud is not here, the sheet of paper cannot be here either. So we can say that the cloud and the paper inter-are. Interbeing is a word that is not in the dictionary yet, but if we combine the prefix "inter-" with the verb "to be," we have a new verb, inter-be. Without a cloud we cannot have paper, so we can say that the cloud and the sheet of paper inter-are.

If we look into this sheet of paper even more deeply, we can see the sunshine in it. If the sunshine is not there, the forest cannot grow. In fact, nothing can grow. Even we cannot grow without sunshine. And so, we know that the sunshine is also in this sheet of paper. The paper and the sunshine inter-are. And if we continue to look, we can see the logger who cut the tree and brought it to the mill to be transformed into paper. And we see the wheat. We know the logger cannot exist without his daily bread, and therefore the wheat that became his bread is also in this sheet of paper. And the logger's father and mother are in it too. When we look in this way, we see that without all these things, this sheet of paper cannot exist.

Looking even more deeply, we can see we are in it too. This is not difficult to see, because when we look at a sheet of paper, the sheet of paper is part of our perception. Your mind is in here and mine is also. So we can say that everything is in here with this sheet of paper. You cannot point out one thing that is not here—time, space, the earth, the rain, minerals, the soil, the sunshine, the cloud, the river, the heat. Everything coexists with this sheet of paper. That is why I think the word inter-be should be in the dictionary. "To be" is to inter-be. You cannot be just by yourself alone. You have to be with every other thing. This sheet of paper is, because everything else is.

Suppose we try to return one of the elements to its source. Suppose we return the sunshine to the sun. Do you think that the sheet of paper will be possible? No, without sunshine nothing can be. And if we return the logger to the mother, then we have no sheet of paper either. The fact is that this sheet of paper is made up only of "non-paper elements." And if we return these non-paper elements to their sources, then there can be no paper at all. Without "non-paper elements," like mind, logger, sunshine and so on there will be no paper. As thin as this sheet of paper is, it contains everything in the universe in it.   —Thich Nhat Hanh, The Heart of Understanding
This raises an obvious question: How does one inter-be?

Stay tuned.

Being the Flow: The Way It Works
Review last week . . . flowing vs. floating.

In order to be one’s own flow amidst the other flows of one’s contingencies, one must practice the principle of least action, which is also sometimes called the principle of least effort.  Least action is a principle of physics as well as metaphysics, and evidenced by the ultimate “building blocks” of the universe, the tiny “packets” of light-energy that we call “photons.”  Light particles invariably travel via the shortest distance between two points.  We don’t know why they do so, that’s just the way it is, which is why we dignify the fact as a “principle.” 

Some people endeavor to explain the principle of least action by saying that light takes the shortest route because it follows the path of least resistance.  Yet we no more understand why this is so than we understand the why of least action.  Further descriptions of a mystery do not succeed in eliminating the mystery

It also happens that the shortest distance between two points for a traveling light particle invariably turns out to be a curved line.  Though this fact boggles the minds of straight-shooting linear thinkers, the fact nevertheless remains.  Photons run in a circular motion.  Why?  Because.

The name we have given to circular motion is “angular momentum,” though the fact that we have a name for it likewise produces no final explanation.  The evidence of angular momentum surfaces whenever there is an automobile collision.  Vehicles that were formerly going straight are suddenly spinning.

The spinning of an ice skater also portrays the fact of angular momentum.  The closer the skater’s arms are held to the body, the faster the spin.  Why?  Because, as any knowledgeable physicist can tell you, the energy of angular momentum is thus “stored.”  And why is it thus stored?  Again, after enlightenment, the mystery.

Once upon a time there was a single photon whose angular momentum was so self-contained that it stored the entire energy budget of what we now call the universe.  That photon was so full of itself that it exploded, and did so with such a big bang that the universe has been spinning forth therefrom ever since.  

Light is the origin of all else in the universe, and all things in the universe are embodiments of its energy.  Those who account for the creation of the universe in religious terms have likewise asserted that its origin was en-lightened.  God was so full of himself that he expanded his being into all that we now call the universe, so that now all things are full of God.

Insofar as light is associated with the creation of our universe, the principle of least action may be considered the original creative principle.  Our most creative acts are those that require the least action.  

I was once inspired to describe the practice of this principle as follows:

Be, 

as water is, 

without friction.

Flow around the edges

of those within your path.

Surround within your ever-moving depths

those who come to rest there—

enfold them,

while never for a moment holding on.

Accept whatever distance 

others are moved within your flow.

Be with them gently

as far as they allow your strength to take them,

and fill with your own being

the remaining space when they are left behind.

When dropping down life's rapids,

froth and bubble into fragments if you must,

knowing that the one of you now many

will just as many times be one again.

And when you've gone as far as you can go,

quietly await your next beginning.
Our most creative acts are those that require the least action.  Being one’s own flow is as simple as walking down the street.  Ernest Holmes cited the principle of least action when he observed that “we walk by falling forward.”  We have all learned that falling in any other direction than forward on our feet is a costly expenditure of energy, unless we have been trained in the art of falling in a martial art such as Aikido.

Examples abound concerning the application of the principle of least action.  One of my favorite examples is the one by which I first became aware of how one may practice the principle of least action by being one’s own flow amidst the flow of one’s contingencies.  Edgar Allen Poe’s story of “The Maelstrom” [capsulize the story] describes how a shipwrecked sailor discovered, by positioning his body at a certain angle to a giant whirlpool’s flow, that the current slowly moved him toward the whirlpool’s outer perimeter rather than to its center, thus averting his otherwise certain death.

Another example of applying the principle of least action was demonstrated by the eventually successful removal of a wheel from the axle to which it was stuck [summarize the circumstance].  After many fruitless attempts to detach the wheel from the axle, the axle was knocked out of the wheel with a single blow of a sledge hammer.

A more homely example of applying the principle of least action occurred the other evening when Heidy gave me a bottle that would not open.  According to my previous experience with the principle in such cases, I knew that this was one of those occasions where much effort to unscrew the lid would also be fruitless . . . and not only because the jar was filled with a vegetable.  I embraced the lid with a fully relaxed hand, and then by almost imperceptible incremental applications of my own angular momentum arrived at the point where the lid suddenly ceased to resist my energy.  Once again, the principle of least action called for a low energy budge-it.

The same principle applies to setting a car in motion when its wheels are on an icy surface.  Gunning the motor merely accelerates what physicists call the inertia of rest.  Our folksy intuition of the inertia of rest is called “getting nowhere fast.”   It is precisely when we find ourselves getting nowhere fast that practicing the principle of least action is called for.

Another folksy intuition of the principle of least action is the story of “The Tortoise and the Hare,” the superiority of persistence over insistence.  

On two occasions in the Science of Mind textbook, Ernest Holmes quoted the bible of the least-action principle, the Tao Te Ching: “To the [person] who can perfectly practice inaction, all things are possible.”  Holmes’ own perfection of the practice of inaction is exemplified in what he called “Spiritual Mind Treatment,” which, most simply stated, amounts to knowing the truth.  What one truly knows, whether it be accurate or not, is invariably the author of one’s experience.

One of the most effective Religious Science practitioners known to me once had a client who wanted her to treat for a perfect life partner.  Her practice being in Los Angeles, she fathomed her client’s true knowing with a series of questions:

“Is it likely that such a life partner actually exists?”  “Yes”

“Is it likely that such a life partner exists somewhere in Southern California?”  “Yes”

“Is it likely that such a life partner exists in the Los Angeles area?”  “Yes.”

“Is it likely that such a life partner exists in those parts of the Los Angeles area that you frequent?”  “Yes.”

“Is it likely, given this life partner’s perfection, that she, too, is looking for her perfect male counterpart?”  “Yes.”

“Is it likely that your twin yearnings have the power to attract one another’s attention and intention?”  “Yes.”

Her treatment was for the least action essential to the desired outcome, that the two mutually-suited life partners would recognize one another’s existence.  Within a few months the perfectly suited couple was engaged.  

One’s application of the principle of least action can be as simple as trusting the Law of Attraction.

On one other occasion, I described the application of the principle of least action as follows:

I am

something new under the sun,

happening as no one else is happening--

a unique gift of the Universe,

a one-of-a-kind blessing to the Earth.

I seek

to fully know the gift I am,

to utterly express the blessing that I am.

I yearn

to share and serve with those who know about themselves

what I know about myself:

           I am here to be of consequence, 

           to be more than my parents' child,

           mere outcome of the latest in a series of matings

           between persons almost all of whom I never knew,

           and none of whom I can ever know

           as well as I already know myself.

           I am here to be of consequence,

           to be more than a reaction or response

           to other people and institutions

           whose self-appointed or established purpose

           is to shape, direct, instruct or otherwise conform me 

           to a pre-existing set of expectations.

           I am here to be of consequence,

           to be more than an extension 

           of prevailing trends and fashions,

           of teachings, preachments and ideologies,

           of wisdom handed down,

           of reasons handed over,

           of meanings that last only for a season.

           I am here to be of consequence,

           to be more than the caretaker

           of the things that I possess,

           the thoughts that I profess,

           and the feelings that I express.

           More than all of these,

           I am here to be my own consequence,

           to be all that became possible 

           when the universe chose to be itself

           as me.

Being one’s own flow is as simple – or as difficult – as is one’s exercise of being one’s own consequence.

Being the Flow: What It Does
How many people here have had a bad hair day?  “You look like you’re facing a strong wind.”  “I am.”  That’s called positive resistance.  Sailing into the wind is impossible without positive resistance.

Being the flow does not mean offering no resistance.  That is floating.

Being the Flow: How to Use It
I was not born to go with the flow.  I was born to flow with the go.

Going with the flow means conforming to a flow that is other than my own, as if my being is directed from “out there.”  

Flowing with the go means consciously giving direction to my life from “in here,” giving direction to my flow in alignment with all else that flows around, about, toward, into, within, through and from me.

Song:  I Love My Shirt

Do you have a shirt that you really love,

One that you feel so groovy in?

You don't even mind if it starts to fade.

That only makes it nicer still.

I love my shirt, I love my shirt,

My shirt is so comfortably lovely.

I love my shirt, I love my shirt,

My shirt is so comfortably lovely.

Do you have some jeans that you really love,

Ones that you feel so groovy in?

You don't even mind if they start to fray.

That only makes them nicer still.

I love my jeans, I love my jeans,

My jeans are so comfortably lovely.

I love my jeans, I love my jeans,

My jeans are so comfortably lovely.

***   (Bridge)
Do you have some shoes that you really love,

Ones that you feel so flashy in?

You don't even mind if they start to get some holes in.

That only makes them nicer still.

I love my shoes, I love my shoes,

My shoes are so comfortably lovely.

I love my shoes, I love my shoes,

My shoes are so comfortably lovely.

***Bridge:
When I take them to the cleaners, 

I can't wait to get them home again.

Yes, I take them to the cleaners.

I'd rather wash them in a stream.

I'd rather wash them in a stream.

Know what I mean?
Flowing with the go is the art of being the flow, which is the state of being in harmonious accord with the world that I experience.  This does not mean that the world that I experience must be harmonious with me.  That will seldom if ever happen.  When “I have a wonderful feeling, everything’s going my way” it is only because I am the one who is flowing with the goings on about me.

Being the flow consists of my being in harmony with everything else, including outer discord.  I can be in harmonious relationship to discord, even when I experience that discord being unharmonious with me.  This is because of the self-empowering nature of my experience of the world, with reference to the world that I experience.  The world that I experience surrounds me.  My experience of the world is within me.  When I am fully self-empowered, there does not have to be discord in my experience of the world even when it is rife in the world that I experience.

Discord exists only in the world that I experience, and does not have to exist in my experience of the world so that I also live discordantly.  Though the world that I experience persists in appearing to me as discordant, it is only because so many people live according to discordant perceptions.  The secret of a harmonious relationship with the world that I experience is to be able to perceive any discord for what and as it is, while not responding discordantly from my experience of the world.

In order to enjoy a harmonious relationship with my world, one that does not amplify its discord, I am required always to remember two things.

· I am never “out there” in “the world.”  I am always “in here,” within the world of my experience, rather than out there in the world that I am experiencing.

· I can never know the world “out there.”  I can only know the world of my experience, and will never know my outer world’s experience of itself.

Harmonious relationship to discord in the world that I experience is best described in a statement by Rudolph Steiner:

If it depends on something other than myself whether I should get angry or not, I am not master of myself. . . .  I have not yet found the ruler within myself.  
I must develop the faculty of letting the impressions of the outer world approach me only in the way which I myself determine.

Being the flow means being conscious of and as my inner ruler.  Being the flow is the art of being “in here,” within my experience of the world, rather than being “out there” in the world that I experience.  Being in here within my experience of the world is very different from going with the flow.   Going with the flow is passively floating in the world that I experience, allowing the outer world to approach me according to its way.  Flowing with the go is actively voting in the world, allowing the world to approach me according to my way.

Everything we need to know about being the flow is in contained in one of the simplest songs ever written.

Row, row, row your boat, gently down the stream,

Merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily, life is but a dream.

The key to understanding this song is in the last phrase: life is but a dream.  

[I don’t know lady, it’s your dream.]

The stream of my life flows according to the dream of my life.  The stream of my life does one of two things:  My life either flows in the direction that I give to it, or it floats in the direction that I give my life to.

So-called “going with the flow” is a resigned acceptance of conditions, floating down the stream according to my outer world’s direction.  Being the flow is a designed acceptance of conditions, rowing down the stream according to my inner direction.

I can flow through life by rowing along, or I can float through life by going along.  What rows along flows along, in accord with its being.  What goes along flows a-wrong, in compromise of its being.

Song:  I Love My Shirt

Do you have a shirt that you really love,

One that you feel so groovy in?

You don't even mind if it starts to fade.

That only makes it nicer still.

I love my shirt, I love my shirt,

My shirt is so comfortably lovely.

I love my shirt, I love my shirt,

My shirt is so comfortably lovely.

Do you have some jeans that you really love,

Ones that you feel so groovy in?

You don't even mind if they start to fray.

That only makes them nicer still.

I love my jeans, I love my jeans,

My jeans are so comfortably lovely.

I love my jeans, I love my jeans,

My jeans are so comfortably lovely.

***   (Bridge)
Do you have some shoes that you really love,

Ones that you feel so flashy in?

You don't even mind if they start to get some holes in.

That only makes them nicer still.

I love my shoes, I love my shoes,

My shoes are so comfortably lovely.

I love my shoes, I love my shoes,

My shoes are so comfortably lovely.

***Bridge:
When I take them to the cleaners, 

I can't wait to get them home again.

Yes, I take them to the cleaners.

I'd rather wash them in a stream.

I'd rather wash them in a stream.

Know what I mean?
To repeat, going with the flow is a resigned acceptance of conditions.  Being the flow is a designed acceptance of conditions.  In order to design my acceptance of a condition, I have to do two things: accept that the condition is what and as it is, and then turn from the condition.  I have to face the condition before I can turn from it.

I can’t turn from a condition that I haven’t accepted for what and as it is.  Conditions that I don’t face have a way of staying in my face.  Yet turning from the condition doesn’t mean turning from what is there.  It means turning from what isn’t there and facing what is there instead.  As long as I am looking at what is lacking, there is no way for me to see what is not lacking.  And as long as I keep looking at what is lacking, my unhappiness is all that I can see.

I used to do a whole lot of frettin'

about the way my life didn't work for me,

I didn't know how to be happy

'cause I paid so much attention

to the way that I rathered things would be.

Instead of seeing blessings, I kept an inventory

of everything I lacked to make me free,

yet whenever I stopped looking at what wasn't there

my happiness was all that I could see.

I was into pleasing those who wished me to be otherwise

instead of those who like me as I am,

and I got so busy fixing what others thought was broken

that what worked already wasn't worth a damn. 

I couldn't find the good in me while seeing what was missing,

and so my life became a sham,

yet whenever I stopped looking at what wasn't there

my happiness was all that I could see.

So I let go of my fretting about what isn't so,

and my rathering that life came differently,

I'm no longer pleasing others by trying to fit their pictures

or by fixing what already works for me.

I no longer give my energy to things that used to bother me,

it's so easy just to let them be,

'cause whenever I stop looking at what isn't there

my happiness is all that I can see.

The Chinese word for crisis combines two other words: danger and opportunity.  Effective response to crisis consists of acknowledging the danger and facing the opportunity.  This is the effective response to every challenge: acknowledge the challenge while facing the opportunity.

Being effective is doing the right thing.  Being efficient is doing the thing right.  To be effective in response to a challenge – to do the right thing – I must acknowledge the challenge while facing the opportunity.  To be efficient in response to a challenge – to do the thing right – I must turn from the condition.  

E.H.:

In treatment, we turn entirely away from the condition, because as long as we look at it, we cannot overcome it.  By thinking on a condition, we tend to animate it with the life of our thought, and thereby it is perpetuated and animated.  (SOM 164/3)

Turn entirely from the condition, or limited situation, to its opposite, to the realization of health, happiness and harmony. . . .  Never look at that which you do not wish to experience.  (SOM 184/1,2)

Ernest Holmes maintained that health, happiness and harmony are our natural, Divine heritage.  Therefore, an unhealthy condition calls for a healthy response, an unhappy situation calls for a happy response, a disharmonious circumstance calls for a harmonious response.  So long as I respond according to the state of the world that I experience, I have forsaken my inner ruler.  There is no health, happiness or harmony for me in the world “out there.”  The only health, happiness and harmony I can ever know is the health, happiness and harmony of my own response to the world.  My health, happiness and harmony reside always and only “in here,” in the world of my own being.

So I let go of my fretting about what isn't so,

and my rathering that life came differently,

I'm no longer pleasing others by trying to fit their pictures

or by fixing what already works for me.

I no longer give my energy to things that used to bother me,

it's so easy just to let them be,

'cause whenever I stop looking at what isn't there

my happiness is all that I can see.

As I give myself some slack from my perception of lack, my life ceases to seem a-whack.
The word “intelligence” is derived from the Latin verb, intelligo, which means “to choose between.”   My intellect is the aspect of my mental function that chooses what I react and respond to, as well as how I react and respond.  My intellect makes these choices by assessing my current circumstances in the context of my accumulated experience in accordance with my present condition.  (Three c’s = my now experience.)  

Emotionality: Misc
Willpower: Directive power of the mind.  Directs and concentrates (focuses) my attention.

193-4, Glossary (Imagination)

A correlation between electronic “high tech” and emotional “high touch.”

 Emotionality motivates, via passion.

Emotions are the state of mind in which I process my feelings.  Emotions cannot be understood until I first understand what feelings are.  Feelings are the energy of sensation, the sensation of touching or being touched.  My intellect has been trained to perceive the energy of sensation as my “connection” to the universe.  And so it is, though not as commonly understood.

Ernest Holmes observed correctly in the Science of Mind textbook that “no two physical particles really touch each other, no two electrons.  They are all [distanced] from each other by a space which is [proportionate] to the space between the planetary bodies, and they never once touch each other....”

“Touch” is a physical sensation, not a material fact, and thus not a physical connection.  Touch is a sense of relatedness rather the fact of connectedness.  Materially speaking, there are no connections in the universe, only relationships.  It is impossible for any particle of so-called “matter” to actually touch another particle without the utter disintegration of all particles involved.  Such fatal attractions actually exist, between matter and anti-matter.

I feel touched whenever I sense my relatedness to or with something else.  I am lightly touched lby the things that I feel related to.  Since I am ultimately related to everything in the universe, most of the universe touches me so lightly that I am unaware of its existence.  Yet I am touched deeply by something that I feel related with.  The sensation of depth that accompanies my relationship with something is actually an intuition of my greater relationship with all that is.

The basic difference between so-called Venusian women and Martian men is that women tend to make love with men, while men tend to make love to women.  Women tend to be empathic, in relationship with the world.  Women have a greater tendency to identify with feelings as they are.  Men tend to be sympathetic, in relationship to the world.  Men have a greater tendency to identify with feelings as they would like to have their feelings be.

The difference between these two relationships to feeling is determined by differences in of emotional process, of the way that women and men process their feelings.

As much as some people in the New Thought movement would like to ignore Jesus, there is no way to do so.  Jesus touched those around him so profoundly that his touch has reached 2 billion persons on the planet today, one-third of the world’s population.  

Emotion is the energy of Spirit seeking the path of least resistance to its constructive expression in me, through me and as me.

Is it okay to install while they are running?

CS Rep:

What programs are running ma’am?

Customer:

Let me see....I have PASTHURT.EXE, LOWESTEEM.EXE, GRUDGE.EXE,

and RESENTMENT.COM running right now.

CS Rep:

No problem. LOVE will automatically erase PASTHURT.EXE from your

current operating system. It may remain in your permanent memory, but

it will no longer disrupt other programs. LOVE will eventually

overwrite LOWESTEEM.EXE with a module of its own called HIGHESTEEM.EXE.

However, you have to completely turn off GRUDGE.EXE and RESENTMENT.

COM. Those programs prevent LOVE from being properly installed.

Can you turn those off ma’am?

Customer:

I don’t know how to turn them off. Can you tell me how?

CS Rep:

My pleasure. Go to your Start menu and invoke FORGIVENESS.EXE.

Do this as many times as necessary until GRUDGE.EXE and

RESENTMENT.COM have been completely erased.

Customer:

Okay, I’m done. LOVE has started installing itself

automatically. Is that normal?

CS Rep:

Yes it is. You should receive a message that says it will

reinstall for the life of your HEART. Do you see that message?

Customer:

Yes I do. Is it completely installed?

CS Rep:

Yes, but remember that you have only the base program. You need

to begin connecting to other HEART’s in order to get the upgrades.

Customer:

Oops...I have an error message already. What should I do?

CS Rep:

What does the message say?

Customer:

It says “ERROR 412 - PROGRAM NOT RUN ON INTERNAL

COMPONENTS”. What does that mean?

CS Rep:

Don’t worry ma’am, that’s a common problem. It means that the

LOVE program is set up to run on external HEARTS but has not yet been

run on your HEART. It is one of those complicated programming things,

but in non-technical terms it means you have to “LOVE” your own machine

before it can “LOVE” others.

Customer:

So what should I do?

CS Rep:

Can you find the directory called “SELF-ACCEPTANCE”?

Customer: Yes, I have it.

CS Rep: Excellent, you are getting good at this.

Customer: Thank you.

CS Rep:

You’re welcome. Click on the following files and then copy them

to the “MYHEART” directory: FORGIVESELF.DOC,

SELFESTEEM.TXT, REALIZEWORTH.TXT, and GOODNESS.DOC. The system

will overwrite any conflicting files and begin patching any

faulty programming. Also, you need to delete SELFCRITIC.EXE

from all directories, and then empty your recycle bin

afterwards to make sure it is completely gone and never comes back.

Customer:

Got it. Hey! My HEART is filling up with really neat files. SMILE.MPG

is playing on my monitor right now and it shows that WARMTH.COM,

PEACE.EXE, and CONTENTMENT.COM are copying themselves all

over My HEART!

CS Rep:

Then LOVE is installed and running. You should be able to handle

It from here. One more thing before I go...

Customer: Yes?

CS Rep:

LOVE is freeware. Be sure to give it and its various modules to

everybody you meet. They will in turn share it with other people and

they will return some really neat modules back to you.

Customer: I will. Thank you for your help 

Honest criticism is hard to take, particularly from a relative, a friend, an acquaintance, or a stranger. -Franklin P. Jones

A woman came out of her house and saw 3 old men with long white beards   sitting in her front yard.  She did not recognize them.  She said “I don’t think I know you, but you must be hungry. Please come in and have something to eat.”

“Is the man of the house home?”, they asked.

“No”, she said.  “He’s out.”

“Then we cannot come in.”, they replied.

In the evening when her husband came home, she told him what had happened.

“Go tell them I am home and invite them in!”

The woman went out and invited the men in.

“We do not go into a House together,” they replied.

“Why is that?” she wanted to know.

One of the old men explained: “His name is Wealth,” he said pointing to one of his friends, and said pointing to another one, “He is Success, and I am Love.”  Then he added, “Now go in and discuss with your husband which one of us you want in your home.”

The woman went in and told her husband what was said.  Her husband was overjoyed.  

“How nice!!”, he said.  “Since that is the case, let us invite Wealth.  Let him come and fill our home with wealth!”

His wife disagreed.  “My dear, why don’t we invite Success?”

Their daughter-in-law was listening from the other corner of the house.  She jumped in with her own suggestion: “Would it not be better to invite Love?

Our home will then be filled with love!”

“Let us heed our daughter-in-law’s advice,” said the husband to his wife. “Go out and invite Love to be our guest.”

The woman went out and asked the 3 old men, “Which one of you is Love? Please come in and be our guest.”

Love got up and started walking toward the house.  The other 2 also got up and followed him.

Surprised, the lady asked Wealth and Success: “I only invited Love, Why are you coming in?”

The old men replied together: “If you had invited Wealth or Success, the other two of us would’ve stayed out, but since you invited Love, wherever He goes, we go with him.  Wherever there is Love, there is also Wealth and Success!!!!!!”

I’d rather see a sermon

than hear one any day;

I’d rather one should walk with me

than merely tell the way.

The eye’s a better pupil

and more willing than the ear,

Fine counsel is confusing,

but example’s always clear;

And the best of all preachers

are the men who live their creeds,

For to see good put in action

is what everybody needs.

I soon can learn to do it

if you’ll let me see it done;

I can watch your hands in action,

but your tongue too fast may run.

And the lecture you deliver

may be very wise and true,

But I’d rather get my lessons

by observing what you do;

For I might misunderstand you

and the high advice you give,

But there’s no misunderstanding

how you act and how you live. – Edgar Guest

On my way to visit a sick person in the parish, a little red car sped around my pickup.  The driver pointed to my back left wheel.  Just at that moment, I realized the tire was going flat.

I pulled into a driveway and got out of the truck to look at the tire.  All of a sudden, the red car zipped into the driveway.  A young man got out.  “Sister,” he said, “get back in the truck.  I’ll fix the tire.”

As he changed the tire, I talked with him.  “You remember me,” he said.  “Mike Sinn.  You visited me in the hospital.”

It occurred to me that this was probably the first time that Grace was saved by Sinn.
