Metaphysical Malpractice in CWM
Howdy y’all.

My name has been changed to protect the innocent, and I’m a recovering adult. How I came by my adulteration is a longer story than you care to hear about why I’m the miserable awfulholic that stands here in front of your skeptical eyeballs this evening. So I’ll cut right to its latest episode that went somethin’ like this:
 [Keep it Simple]

I’d like to take credit for composing that song, which was written by a Boulder, Colorado urban cowboy named Chuck Pyle. Although I’ve tweaked it a bit while ownin’ its truth for my own life journey as well, the song’s original genius is his.

Well before I go on I hope y’ll let me introduce myself so’s you don’t get bugged by the nature of my game. What you’re actually lookin’ at here is a full-blown, genuine, 100 per cent, bona fide alter ego. Egos seldom get more altered than the one you see before you, though at least one exception I’ve heard about is the priest who altered his ego by having a sex change to be a nun instead. She was the world’s first transistor . . . and her alter ego got so charged up that she became a circuit . . . rider.

In my role as an alter ego, I’m a walkin’, talkin’ representation of what them Jungian therapist types call a “shadow consciousness”, also known as our “inner ghost.” You are lookin’ smack dab at the ghost of the shadowy ego that dressed me up like this. I guess you could say that he’s my alter ego. He’s one of them otherwise well-meanin’ so-called “metaphysical” ministers who preaches from the altar of his ego, tellin’ folks all about peace, luuuv and prosperity while leavin’ me to metaphizzle with his unresolved issues of loss, lack and abandonment . . . and without havin’ a whole lot else goin’ for me except this metaphysical malpractice suit . . . which he so generously bought for me at Evel Kneivel’s semi-annual auction sale.
This suit is a two time hand-me-down that originally hung out in the same closet as Liberace . . . before he handed it down to Buck Owens, who hee-hawed about in it until he took pity on Evel Kneivel’s desperate need for a jump suit whose colors matched his blood type. It ended up on auction when he got tired of breakin’ it in. I managed to get the blood stains out – but its still a bit yellowed with I trust is tobacco stains.
Howsomever . . . (I just love that fancy word for “but”) . . . howsomever, I do want you folks to know that in spite of how I may look to y’all, I actually have the body of a 20-year-old – right out there in the back of my pick-up truck.

As for the feller whose consciousness I’m shadowin’ – well, if you think I’ve got a shtick, you should hear his shtick sometime. He’s a man of dubious extinction . . . who when bad things happen to good people and the poor good folks come to him for comfort, he up and tells ‘em all about how there ain’t no accidents and everyone is in their perfect place and every pile of doo-doo has a pony in it somewhere if you’ll just look hard enough. Yet even he ain’t immune from bad happenings. Just last Sunday morning as he was primping for church he noticed in the bathroom mirror that his white turtleneck clerical collar has a double chin.
I one asked him how come it is, in a world that’s so goldurned wonderful, that ambulances are never in a hurry . . . when I’m stuck behind one when I’m in a hurry.

That’s when I discovered that he’s got the perfect metaphysical exit strategy. It turns out that when folks ask him to explain the discrepancy between his rosy picture of the universe and the miserable self-portrait of their lives . . . well, he just shrugs his shoulders and says, “Don’t ask me, I’m in sales, not management.” Talk about your weapon of mass distraction! And in the meantime I’m left to roam the backroads of his mind field . . . where I’m stuck with resurrectin’ nothin’ but old corny jokes while waitin’ in vain for good things to start happenin’ to . . . bad people.
Bein’ a minister and all, he purports to have some special revelations. Well, I’m not without some special revelations of my own. For instance, it was recently revealed to me by an epileptic friend of mine how to tell the difference between . . . As every little school boy oughta know . . .  Just like the ego I’m up here altering, I also have a way of addressin’ the harder facts of life with language that stays clean.)
Well, the bottom line of all his metaphyzzling is that I just ain’t as dumb . . . as he looks. I’m just as full of good ideas as he is. For instance, one might think it was him that came up with the idea of brand-naming an insurance firm with the tag line “Insure now with Divine Providence” And as soon as they develop the paranormal technology that allows us all to be remote viewers, just like the way we’ve all become remote listeners, I’ve already brand-named the first network: Squint. And in the meantime I’m working on a new diaper that holds up to ten times as much recycled water as the current leading brand – to be marketed as Absorbing Junior. I got thtat idea when I learned that marijuana soaks up ten times its weight in excess reality.
Yet I must give him credit for at least having the decency to give me an appropriate name, even though it was only his way of confessin’ what it is he has to give me so that he can show up lookin’ and talkin’ and actin’ the way I do. He named me “Ample Leeway” . . . and has the further decency to allow me all the leeway I need to play out his shadow consciousness at large. I’m his periodical mental enema as it were. You could also say that I’m his official nobody . . . and the way I’m dressed tells you that being his official nobody suits me just fine. My duds are the mark of a perfectionist who has no desire to be a somebody in a world where its generally known that nobody’s perfect.
I ain’t complainin’ unduly, however, ‘cause things could be a whole lot worse. Fer instance, there’s this catholic 
I also ain’t complainin’ unduly, even though I am my hosting ego’s animus. An animus, by the way, which is what them Jungians call the masculine sideshow of his shadow consciousness – and by the way my host ego also has a feminine shadow consciousness, the other sideshow that them Jungians call his anima. Her mental enema’s show up as a wigged-out altered ego named . . . Unduly Awesome.
How our host ego ended up being wedded to the two of us at his inner altar is quite forgivable once you know the circumstances of our birth. We were conceived during the Valentine season of 1936, in what in those days was the customary socially incorrect fashion. You’ll get the picture I’m hintin’ at from this song I’ve written about it . . .

I got my start in life in the back seat of an automobile,

And my life since then has been one long trip downhill,
Givin’ me them I ain’t responsible ‘cause someone’s doin’ it . . . to me blues.

Now y’all know from your depressin’ high school history lessons that 1936 was an even more depressin’ time for folks who was bein’ born. In those days you could go uptown, downtown, across town, or anywhere outside of town – and there it was, just like the straw from the scarecrow in the Wizard of Oz after he’d been monkeyed with . . . nothin’ but depression all over.
Of course some places were more depressed than other places, and I was fortunate to have been born in northern Illinois. To the southwest of my coming out party – which is where they cut my life-line, smacked my butt, and saddled me with an instant $10,000 per capita share of the national debt already when I was still jobless and not yet savvy enough to apply for welfare – to the southwest in Oklahoma things was so knee-deeply depressin’ that they was churnin’ up dust storms. Talk about a bowl of cherries bein’ totally desiccated. Well, that there desiccation so impressed a dry-drunk Oakie named Carson Robison that he was inspired to write the greatest depression song of all time, called “Life Gets Teejus” – a talkin’ blues song that was so likewise inspirin’ to the whole country that he had everybody wonderin’, six whole decades years before Jack Nicholson asked the question, “What if this is as good as it gets?”

[Life Gets Teejus]

Well all that depression was enough to make my recently outed inner child just let it all go in hopes of reincarnatin’ into a better life, so that he actually did come within a hair’s breath of his last one from a whoppin’ case of the whoopin’ cough. Howsomever, its just as well that he didn’t succeed, because reincarnation ain’t the comeback its cracked up to be . . . and that’s accordin’ to another rather depressin’ account that was written for a get-together of cowboy poets, and eventually got recorded by Michael Martin Murphy.
[Reincarnation]
On a heavier note, have you ever noticed how country musicians are plagues with L.L.A.S.? . . . which is short for “loss, lack, and abandonment syndrome,” which is sometimes also known as A.I.A.S, “ain’t it awful syndrome” and E.L.S, “extreme loneliness syndrome”. That’s why you get so many songs like 
· I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here

· If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You 

One of the saddest songs of abandonment – and I do mean that in more ways than one – was recorded way back in the 1950’s by Red Sovine: 

· The Salt in My Eggs this Mornin’ Was Tears.

And then there’s this country music recovery song: 

· The Only Time I’m Sober’s When You’re Gone

There is, of course, the occasional lighter note:
· I Love You So Much that it Almost Makes Me Puke

And the all-time greatest in-your-face abandonment song is this one:

· Here’s a Quarter, Call Someone Who Cares.

In case you haven’t noticed by now, country music melody lines are about as consistent as their metaphysical malpractice.
L.L.A.S. – loss, lack, and abandonment – is a direct outgrowth of what scientific types call “cosmology,” which took a downward turn early in the last century.
Paradigm shift
Earth sucks.
And that’s how country music became the sucksology of loss, lack, and abandonment, the sincerely heart-felt belief in which is known as “sucksosophy”. All of which inspired me one day to write the sucksiest country song that anyone ever heard . . . the gosh-awfullest thing that I could come up with, which goes like this:
[My Heart is a Beggar]
In all due respect to my sponsor, the ego that has given me the ample leeway to produce this shadowy side-show, I would like to close with a song that’s worthy of his best shot at standing tall. I wrote it for him four decades ago when his heart stopped being a beggar and his psyche got relief.

End with “Misery”
********************

Howdy y’all.

My name is Ample Leeway and I’m a recovering awfulholic. The first awfulholic was a yodeling cowboy named Jimmie Rodgers, who has become known as “the father of country music.” By the 1920’s he’d had sufficient experience in the school of hard knocks that he developed a severe case of L.L.A.S. Those letters stand for “loss, lack, and abandonment syndrome,” which is also known as A.I.A.S, “ain’t it awful syndrome” and E.L.S, “extreme loneliness syndrome”. The source of this loneliness may be attributable to the fact that no one has ever been identified as the mother of country music.

Rodgers wrote and recorded many songs about loss, lack, and abandonment from 1927-1932, which became so popular that they brought on the Great Depression. Jimmie was known as the “singing brakeman” because that was his job on the railroad before he began layin’ his own tracks for the Victor recording company. He was also billed as “The Blue Yodeler” because in the middle of lots of his songs he’d (do blue yodel).

I haven’t always been Ample Leeway, and I won’t be for very long even now. I’m the alter ego of a reverend named “Noel McInnis” who wouldn’t be seen dead showing up like this. From where I stand right now he is my alter ego, and he hangs out at an altar of another color. And from where he stands, as his alter ego – that would be me – became increasingly inflated, he named me what he had to give himself in order to be able to show up like this, Ample Leeway. 

You see, he’s one of them so-called “metaphysical” ministers, which is a high-falutin’ way of sayin’ he’s one of them “positive thinker” types. I wouldn’t want to be in his shoes any more than he wants to be in mine, because people keep bringing their bad news to him so he can explain why, if God is so good, their bad news happened. Bad news doesn’t bother me, cause that’s what country music is mostly about.  Of course it doesn’t him that much any more since he’s come up with the perfect answer to questions about bad news: “Don’t ask me. I’m in sales, not management.”
DV8ING
I’m also the alter ego of a minister named Noel McInnis who wouldn’t be seen dead in this getup because he’s a metaphysical practioner

I first became susceptible to country music’s loss, lack, and abandonment syndrome when I was four years old. It happened one afternoon in 1941 when I was bein’ curious with the radio dial, makin’ small moves in order to hear every station like the little girl in the movie “Contact” and happened to tune into a country music station from another part of the country. I’d never heard it before, because it wasn’t part of the northern Illinois culture I was growing up in. I was immediately imprinted by the first country song I heard, and was cryin’ like a baby in a minute because the song was about this fella who’d lost his pretty little blue eyes. Of course, what with bein’ only four years old and all, I had no idea that the fella was talkin’ about his gal-friend. I thought he’d misplaced his eyes and gone blind – and that’s enough to make anyone cry.
My gramma came so see what I was so upset about, and she picked me up, sat in a rocking chair, held me in her lap with my head against her bosom sayin’ “there, there.” And what with her bein’ flat-chested an’ all, had I not been only four years old and blinded by tears I mighta asked “where, where.” In any event, I listened to that music every afternoon from then on, and when I started cryin’ my grandmother would pick me up and comfort me sayin, “I don’t know why in tarnation you wanna listen to that stuff.” She never asked or made me to stop listenin’, just comforted me when I did, and that was how I first learned what unconditional love is all about.
Before I became a recovering awfulholic
I’ve been (specializing, wallowing) for the past some sixty years in the ain’t-it-awfulism of country music, and I’ve mastered the subtleties of its metaphysical malpractice. Which is why I’m wearing this metaphysical malpractice suit.

This outfit is a three-time hand-me-down. It originally came out of Liberace’s closet . . . and became the possession of Buck Owens, who hee-hawed himself around in it for many years . . . until learned that Evil Kneivel needed a jump suit in . . . which the color of his blood would be less noticeable. So I didn’t get it until Evil Kneivel got tired of breaking it in. It ended up with me when the Evil one put it on auction at the annual Bloody Sweaty Teary outfitting jamboree.
Like I said, my name is Ample Leeway. I’m the alter ego of a reverend named “Noel Frederick McInnis” who wouldn’t be seen dead showing up like this. From my perspective he is my alter ego. And from each of our perspectives the other hangs out at an altar of another color. Anyway, as his alter ego became increasingly inflated, he named me what he had to give me to show up like this, Ample Leeway.    

The right reverend Noel is a minister of the spiritual philosophy known as “New Thought”, which is the metaphysics of positive mental practice in daily life. He’s also the son of a classical musician. So it’s pretty plain to see how it is that he has to distance himself from me, since I’m so-to-speak a minister of metaphysical malpractice in country music. Rather than being a right reverend of the metaphysics of peace, prosperity, and expanded consciousness, I’m a left reverend – meanin’ that I concern myself with metaphysics of loss, lack, and abandonment – in short, of metaphysics of being left . . .  usually by your sweetheart, but sometimes by your dog and your pick-up truck as well.
Here’s a classic example of what I mean about the metaphysics of being left. It’s a full compendium of the loss, lack, and abandonment for which country music is so famous. It’s called “Booger Red’s Blues,” and it’s about this Georgia dirt-farm cotton-picker who got his nickname, Booger Red, because red was the color of his neck and because . . . well, let’s just say that once the cotton was all picked he had a rather disgusting way of becoming metaphysically . . . introspective. 

 [Bugger Red’s Blues]

You see, the Rev. Noel and I represent the two kinds of people that exist in the world, those who believe in gravity and those who don’t. I represent the folks that don’t believe in gravity, and if you ask us the rather obvious question,“so what keeps you from falling off the planet?” we’ll tell you what it is that really keeps us here: life sucks! And nowhere is the understanding that life sucks better represented than in country music – as, for instance, in such heart melt-downing songs of loss, lack, and abandonment as one that was recorded by Waylon Jennings:
I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here

That’s enough to set anyone t’ wailin’ . . . and so is this one:
If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You 

One of the saddest stories of abandonment in country music was sung by Red Sovine:
The Salt in My Eggs this Mornin’ Was Tears 

And then there’s this close runner up in the metaphysics of abandonment:
The Only Time I’m Sober Is When You’re Gone
Not, of course, that there aren’t also some positive country songs. For example, there’s
I Love You So Much that it Almost Makes Me Puke

Perhaps the all-time greatest in-your-face song of abandonment is this one:
Here’s a Quarter, Call Someone Who Cares.
In case you haven’t noticed by now, country music melody lines are about as consistent as their metaphysical malpractice. 
The technical term for the metaphysics of loss, lack, and abandonment is “sucksology”, and the belief in loss, lack, and abandonment is “sucksosophy”. And as a left reverend of the metaphysics of loss, lack, and abandonment, this makes me a certified sucksologist. 
When I was writing up the notes for this shtick my computer’s word-correction feature suggested that instead of “sucksologist” I use term “sexologist” – but that misses the whole point about what suckologists are lacking . . . with, of course, one possible exception – and country music doesn’t go there, because that’s a whole other rap.

The other side of the coin

Play country music backwards

Change the way you look at things

[Hello Love]

How many of ya’ll here recognize this guitar riff? (I Walk the Line)

Now here’s the thing about the reverend who’s gives me the ample leeway to show up like this. The line I talk ain’t always befittin’ a minister of his persuasion:

I keep my pants up with a piece of twine, I keep my arms wide open all the time, I’m always ready for experience sublime, because you're mine, please pull the twine.
I think you’re gettin’ the bigger picture here about alter egos that serve at different alters. There’s not a real great ministerial future for a reverend who goes around singin’ stuff like that. 

It was about four decades ago that Jim Reeves recorded the most ain’t-it-gosh-awful song of abandonment ever written, called “The Blue Side of Lonesome”:

You called me to tell me you’re sorry, etc.

I was so inspired by that song that I was determined to write a song that’s equally ain’t-it-gosh-awful. It’s called, “My Heart Was a Beggar, but Your Heart Was a Thief.”
Etc.

There’s at least one song that constitutes a complete compendium of the abandonment for which country music is so famous. It’s called “Booger Red’s Blues,” and it’s about this Georgia dirt-farm cotton-picker who got his nickname, Booger Red, because red was the color of his neck and because . . . well, let’s just say that once the cotton was all picked he got a bit introspective. 
Etc.

How many of y’all got the stomach fer a cowboy’s perspective on reincarnation?

Etc.

I always sign off with an appropriate song of departure from the norm, about a feller whose inner committee failed to having a meetin’ of the mind:
Etc.

In closing I would just like to add that I’m available for parties, jamborees, fairs, conventions, shotgun weddings, and close gatherings of the absurd kind that some folks call “abductions”.

I thankee

[Standing ovation story?]
[Encore: Life Gets Tee-jus?]
· I’m here this (morning/afternoon/evening) to edify y’all on the fine seductive art of metaphysical malpractice in country music.

· For the past 65 years, I’ve been educating myself in the fine seductive art of metaphysical malpractice in country music.

I am not to be confused to Rev. Noel McInnis, who wouldn’t be seen dead in this here outfit. I am Rev. Noel’s alter ego – highly inflated, I might add. ‘Course you could say that Rev. Noel is my alter ego, but he’d insist that my altar is the famous altar of another color. I showed up during a close encounter in his psyche of the most unusual kind, and when he realized I was here to stay he gave me a name. He named me after what he has to give me in order to show up this way: Ample Leeway.

My name is Ample Leeway and I specialize in the fine seductive art of metaphysical malpractice in country music, the metaphysics of loss, lack, and abandonment, which shows up in heartmelt songs like [singing] “I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here”

Or like in my signature song of departure [singing], “If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You.”

I wear it for protection – primarily yours, so you don’t take my country music too seriously. I wear it for our protection against all of the consciousness of loss, lack, and abandonment that hangs out in country music. You know, in songs like
I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here

If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You 
The Salt in My Eggs this Mornin’ Was Tears 

The Only Time I’m Sober’s When You’re Gone
I Love You So Much I Could Puke

In case you haven’t noticed, country music tunes are about as consistent as their metaphysics.

How many of ya’ll here recognize this guitar riff? (I Walk the Line)
Now here’s the thing about walkin’ the line. I ain’t really Rev. Noel Frederick McInnis, I’m his alter ego. ‘Course I could just as easily say that Rev. McInnis is my altar ego, but that’s an altar of another color.

Y’ see, Rev. McInnis is the son of a classical musician, and – well – let’s just say that his family expected him to walk a different line. Then he growed up to be a minister and everybody expected him to talk a different line. I mean, there’s not a great ministerial future for a guy who goes around singin’ stuff like this: 

I keep my pants up with a piece of twine, I keep my arms wide open all the time, I’m always ready for experience sublime, because you're mine, please pull the twine.
I think you’re gettin’ the bigger picture here.
It all began when Rev. Noel was four years old. By then his mother had divorced his father because of some ways in which his father wasn’t actually all that classical. For instance, if he’d been a country musician he could’a been the one who wrote the song, “It’s Cheatin’ Time Again.” 

Not that his mother didn’t have a clue, of course, given the way that Rev. Noel turned up in her womb, an arrival that I wrote a little blues song about.
I ain’t responsible

My own conception weren’t all that immaculate either. It began when Rev. Noel was four years old. He and his mother, they were livin’ with her parents, so that while she worked full-time as a secretary he could be a full-time consternation to his granmma – especially after my conception, which happened around four o’clock one afternoon in Rev. Noel’s fourth year when he was playin’ around on a radio dial and discovered a country music station.

Instant imprint! I mean, he was so transported by that music that in less than a country smile he was sittin’ on the floor in front of that radio with his mouth hangin’ wide open . . .bawlin’ his little eyes out. Which was appropriate, because the very first country song he was hearin’ was about a fella who had lost his pretty blue eyes. What with bein’ only four and all, of course, he had no idea that the fella was talkin’ about his gal-friend. And the thought that here was a guy feeling so bad because he was blind – well, it’d make a grown man cry.
So pretty soon his gramma came so see what I was so upset about, and she picked me up, sat in a rocking chair, held me in her lap with my head against her bosom sayin’ “there, there.” And what with her bein’ flat-chested an’ all, if I wasn’t blinded by tears I mighta asked “where, where.”
So after that Rev. Noel tuned into that same country music station every afternoon at four, and pretty soon I was crawled into his gramma’s lap and bawling my eyes out while she rocked me saying “there, there” . . . and also one other thing that I remember. Sooner or later during every one of these therapy sessions she’d say “I don’t see why in tarnation you listen to this stuff.” But she just accepted that come four o’clock every afternoon that’s the way it was with me. That was Rev. Noel’s first memory of experiencing unconditional love. 
Well, Rev. Noel went ahead and growed up a-knowin’ that country music wasn’t all that kosher for the kid of a classical musician, and so he created this alter ego who could fully appreciate the stuff. And his alter ego inflated over the years to the point it was finally so big that he had to give it a name. 
So he named me after what he had to give me in order to be able to show up .like this, which is how I’ve become known as Ample Leeway.

Now what we’re gonna do next, so that I don’t just stand up here lookin’ pretty while the rest of y’all gawk at me, is that we’re gonna do some warm-alongs – ya know, loosen up our voices a bit.

Y’all’ve heard this all-time classic country tune before:

Hum “Lone Prairie”, etc.

Now this next warm-along ain’t exactly country, so we’ll just do somethin’ like what they did on another musical radio show when Rev. McInnis was a kid that was named “The Hit Parade” and sponsored by Lucky Strike Cigarettes, and we’ll call this next number a lucky strike-out extra.  
There once was a sow . . .

Now y’all know where to come in on the followin’ verses in order to loosen up your nasal passages and larnyx’s – or your larynx’s as city folks calls ‘em.

One day one of those three little pigs . . .

O.K. Now here’s the song you’re gonnna sing along with me. I wrote it in 1960 while I was in the Army in an endeavor to cash in on country music like that other guy we know about. My objective was to write the saddest country song I could come up with, and I succeeded beyond my wildest dreams. It’s the saddest attempt to write a country song y’ll ever hear.
We’re gonna put the words up the screen fer ya’ll to sing along, and ya needn’t bother ‘bout the fact that y’all don’t know the tune because its like so many other country songs, which once y’v heard the first few notes ya know from then on right where the melody line is gonna go next.

My heart was a beggar

I thankee.

[Standing ovation story?]
Changing Sponsors

Metaphysics is too serious to be taken seriously.

Target thoughts (aimed at) and sponsor thoughts (aimed from).  Zen and archery.

Chapter 11

Fifth race

Country music – sponsor thought is loss.

