The Story of "Flow"
One afternoon in the mid-1970’s, during a time of great angst in my life, I was walking along a creek that flows into the Roaring Fork River south of Aspen, Colorado. I was impressed by the stark contrast between the turbulent and calm stretches in the stream – so characteristic of my own life’s path. 
Honoring an urge to sit down and put pencil to paper, I literally consulted the creek for advice. I asked the creek, "If you were literate, what would you tell me?"
In just a few minutes, I had "Flow" for my answer. 
Receiving this poem so profoundly transformed my circumstantial perspective that I was inspired to share it with the world. To my chagrin, neither mainstream nor "new age" greeting card companies were interested in it. So I printed my own cards and wall-hangings featuring "Flow."  Thus far I have given away or sold 10,000 copies of the poem, lamenting all along that it wasn’t getting the widespread attention that I envisioned for it.
Over the past 25 years I have heard from hundreds of persons whose agony and grief in the face of an inconsolable sense of loss for loved ones, their own or a loved one’s catastrophic illness, or their own or another's impending death, was greatly eased by their experience of hearing or reading the poem. My favorite account concerns a woman whose unsatisfying life was dramatically transformed by her reading of the poem, and who also proved that even my meager efforts were succeeding in getting the poem around the world.
I learned of her from Ray Gatchalian, an officer in the Oakland, California fire department, who was brought to my attention when he recited the poem at a eulogy held for those who died in the October 1991 Oakland fire. Ray, who has been regularly reciting "Flow" at public events in the U.S. and abroad since he received a copy in 1985, was introduced to the poem while traveling in Peru as a Kellogg Fellow. There he learned of a former Los Angeles account executive who had left that life behind to create, deep in the jungle, a home for abandoned children that she found on the streets of Iquitos. 
Ray and others in his group made the trip to her orphanage, which was a few hours up a tributary of the Amazon river. The home that she and her orphaned children had created was utterly basic, having neither electricity or running water. Though the woman’s knowledge of Spanish was limited, she communicated with the children quite effectively. Ray was so struck by the contrast between her current and former life that he asked her how she was able to turn her back on civilization and find contentment in such rudimentary circumstances. She said she didn’t really know how to explain it, other than to hand him a piece of paper, on which was written the poem, "Flow." 
I am willing to do whatever it takes to provide copies of the "Flow" poem to  every hospice, hospital emergency room, catastrophic care unit, terminal care facility, and all other places of medical as well as psychological care. Therefore, I encourage people to freely reproduce the poem on behalf of this and comparable purposes. I am also eager to license its reproduction in all manner of artistic formats. 
I wish to hear from anyone who can facilitate the poem's representation, publication, distribution, and dissemination. I also appreciate receiving accounts of how the poem has assisted others amidst the "froth and bubble" of their own life circumstances.
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