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THE FEEL-OSOPHY OF JESUS

~Opening Our Transpersonal Heart~

There is in each of us a God-shaped vacuum that only God can fill.

-Blaise Pascal

Jesus’ philosophy illumines a two-fold path of self-realized God-consciousness: a path of inner individuation (“…as thou hast believed, so be it done unto you.” – Matthew 8:13), which leads to mindful self-dominion and causal self-mastery as the self-realized presence of God; and a path of outreaching inclusivity (“Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself.” – Matthew 22:39), which leads to mindful communality. Ernest Holmes presents Jesus’ views on attaining self-dominion and mastery via the path of inner individuation. Like New Thought generally, however, he places less emphasis on the communal aspect of Jesus’ philosophy (herein termed the “feel-osophy” of Jesus), which by whatever name represents the path of outreaching inclusivity. [For semantic simplicity, these path names will most often appear hereafter without the designations “inner” and “outreaching.”]
The path of inclusivity is the bridge from self-realized individuality to the communality of beings thus self-realized. Accordingly, one can walk the path of inclusivity no more effectively than one is already walking the path of individuation – hence the commandment to love one’s neighbor as oneself. Hence also that while individuation and inclusivity may seem to represent two distinct paths, they are actually the two-fold way of walking Spirit’s single path of fully remembering who we are. Only as we master the dual unity of Spirit’s single path do we attain fully God-conscious self-realization; and only as we then reach outward from this realization do we consummate the ultimate union of our individuated being with all-embracive inclusivity.
Mindful self-dominion and causal self-mastery . . . inner individuation . . . outreaching inclusivity . . . communality . . . dual unity . . . fully God-consciousness self-realization – such abstract concepts of the intellect, however brilliantly they might inform us, do little to move the feeling nature of our being that we most commonly associate with “having heart.” This is because the genius of the personalizing intellect is to inform rather than to move the transpersonalizing heart, even as the genius of the heart is to inform rather than to move the intellect. 
Neither intellect nor heart is wise enough to command the other from its own purview, nor is either wise enough to proceed in the absence of the other’s purview. Intellect and heart work best in tandem, for it is only at the intersection of informing intellect and informing heart – which is the axis of Spirit’s self-knowingness – that wise movement originates. Hence, in a paraphrase of Einstein’s proclamation – “Science without religion is lame. Religion without science is blind.” – our intellect is crippled in absence of the guidance of our heart, and our heart is visionless in absence of the guidance of our intellect. 
The intellect’s role of informing the heart was acknowledged in Ernest Holmes’ statement, “…let the intellect decide to what the emotions are to respond.” In turn, the heart’s role of informing the intellect is that of correspondingly deciding to what our thinking is to respond. Only from a realization of their mutual harmony (i.e., of making this harmony real in our own experience) do we actualize the full potentials of their mutual giving of form to (i.e., in-forming of) our experience.
Intellect brings formative logic to the heart’s unorganized substance, while the heart lends its unorganized substance to the intellect’s formative logic. Harmonizing this polarity is accomplished by feeling with one’s intellect while thinking with one’s heart. Such harmony of feeling and thinking, and how it is attained, is the subject of this document.
What follows is often poetic, lyrical, or allegorical, in recognition of Pascal’s famous remark, “The heart has its reasons that reason knows nothing of.” It is by poetic, lyrical, allegorical and other modes of communicative artistry that the intuitive reasoning of the heart is most effectively portrayed in formations that the logically reasoning intellect can comprehend.
The Path of Individuation
There shall be a new church founded on moral science; at first cold and naked, a babe in a manger again, the algebra and mathematics of ethical law. The church of men to come, without shawms or psaltery or sackbut; but it will have heaven and earth for its beams and rafters; science for symbol and illustration; it will fast enough gather beauty, music, picture, poetry. It shall send man home to his central solitude. The nameless power, the super-personal heart - he shall repose alone on that.  He needs only his own verdict.
-Ralph Waldo Emerson
The “new church founded on moral science” that Emerson prophesied in the mid-nineteenth century emerged soon afterward as the spiritual philosophy and movement called “New Thought.” And because Emerson’s metaphysical perspectives were among its most formative influences, New Thought’s paradigm is self-fulfilling of his prophecy.

The “new church”, as Emerson predicted, emerged as a proponent of spiritual law, which mediates the “nameless power” of which he wrote. By virtue of this power’s nature, it calls us to the “central solitude” of which Emerson likewise wrote, the inner vigil that grounds us in the homestead of our being. Such grounding in the residence of our soul is prerequisite to our spiritual unfoldment, for only in seclusion with the Spirit of all being may we access the path of our own being’s individuation, which is the only path from which one may command the realm of effects as specified 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 in which I myself determine.

Spiritual solitude – seclusion with Spirit on the path of inner individuation – is prerequisite to our attainment of such command of the realm of effects, for contrary to a superficial view of New Thought held by some of its devotees, causal self-mastery is not about commanding specific effects. Rather than manipulating particular effects by picking, choosing, augmenting, diminishing, adding, eliminating, or otherwise “fixing” them, causal self-mastery commands our relationship to the realm of all effects. 
Steiner’s “ruler within myself” – the command post from which self-mastery reigns – resides in the spiritual homestead of one’s individual being, which is accessed only as one’s individuality is embedded in the universality of Spirit. The consequent experience of “central solitude” within Spirit’s universality is distilled in the Grateful Dead’s song, “Ripple”:
If my words did glow with the gold of sunshine,

and my tunes were played on the harp unstrung,

would you hear my voice come through the music,

would you hold it near, as it were your own?

It's a hand-me-down, the thoughts are broken,

perhaps they're better left unsung.

Well I don't know, don't really care,

let there be songs, to fill the air.
Ripple in still water,

when there is no pebble tossed,

nor wind to blow.

Reach out your hand if your cup be empty,

if your cup be full, may it be again.

Let it be known there is a fountain

that was not made by the hand of man.

There is a road, no simple highway,

between the dawn and the dark of night.

If you should go, no one may follow,

this path is for your steps alone.

You who choose to lead must follow,

and if you fall, you fall alone.

If you should stand, then who's to guide you?

If I knew your way, I would take you home.
Ripple in still water,

when there is no pebble tossed,

nor wind to blow.

The path of individuation is the path of uniquely being one’s very own ripple effect within the realm of all effects. This is the essence of causal self-mastery. To be one’s own self-mastered ripple effect in the world, or not to be such – that is the question. 
I first encountered this question when, at the age of six, I first observed the effect of dropping pebbles in still water as I stood on a bridge across the placid water of a slow-moving stream that flowed beneath a gravel road. I noticed how, when multiple pieces of gravel were tossed simultaneously, their ripples passed right through rather than opposed one another. I also observed the motion of the water bugs that were skittering across the surface of the stream. Their respective ripples likewise accommodated rather than opposed one another. I wistfully thought, “If only people made their waves like that.” 
I then remembered that the reason I had begun dropping pieces of gravel in the stream was to “bomb” the water bugs. World War 2 was underway, and imagining the bugs as ships and myself as a bombardier came readily to mind. I immediately apologized to the water bugs for being the way I wished that people were not. Ever since that experience I have endeavored to make my own waves while encountering those of others, just as water bugs do.
The operative command post from which such self-mastered being ripples forth is deep within the homestead of one’s central solitude. In short: just like a pebble dropped into still water, if you would have peace in the world of your experience, ripple outward from inward peace into the realm of effects. If you would be joyful in the world of your experience, ripple outward from inward joy into the realm of effects. If you would be abundant in the world of your experience, ripple outward from inward abundance into the realm of effects. And if you would likewise have inclusivity in the world of your experience, ripple outward from inward inclusivity into the realm of effects. Whatever one desires to be, to have, or to do, causal self-mastery thereof is accomplished only by outwardly rippling from within the substance of that inner desire. And such mastery may be established only by rippling outward from the central solitude of the stillness of one’s own being.
Courting Our Central Solitude
Only when one is connected to one’s own core is one connected to others.

And for me, the core, the inner spring, can best be refound through solitude.
–Anne Morrow Lindbergh

Deliberate courtship of one’s central solitude is prerequisite to walking the path of individuation, to thereby attain inner self-dominion and causal self-mastery. Whether via meditation, contemplation, silent contemplative walks in Nature, yoga, dzogchen – via whatever means one courts access to one’s central solitude within Spirit’s universal aptitude, some means of regular access is prerequisite to rippling outward from the core of one’s own 
unique individuation of Spirit. And all such access is ultimately solitary access, for only in central solitude does one attain entry to the homestead of all being wherein one’s own being resides.
The necessity of courting solitude is conveyed in Eva Bell Werber’s introduction to her allegoric book, The Journey with the Master:
Spirit came to my Soul and said, “Let us go on a journey together.” There was nothing in all the universe but my Soul and Sprit. The night was crystal clear, the sky was studded with a million stars, and the air carried a fragrance as if all the flowers on the earth had released their perfume for our pleasure. I laughed aloud from pure joy as Spirit and I went into the night. There was no pavement beneath our feet, we walked on air that was a gossamer road stretched out before us, and we sang together all the songs of ages long since past.

As we journeyed on, my mind said to me, “Let us stop here at the house of our friends and take them with us on our happy journey,” so we stopped at the house, and the friends came out and joined us; but somehow the music did not ring so clearly, and the odor from the flowers seemed more faint.

Then it was that the friend said, “Let us stop here and take these other friends with us.” We did so and the other friends were singing also, but the music lacked the sweet harmony of that which we, as Soul and Spirit, sang alone together. As we all journeyed on, a fog settled over the night, and the stars were lost behind the silken veil; the perfume from the flowers came from so far away that we soon lost it altogether, and the air became heavy and hard to tread.

The friends we had gathered with us pulled at my garment, saying, “Come, go our way, it is a good way to go.” As I turned to go with them, I saw through the fog a dim light. It was the lighted candle of Spirit, the light within the Soul which forever burns, waiting for us to find it. 
Then did a great awakening come to me, and I quickly tore off the clinging hands and stood forth, free.

The lighted candle of Spirit then became the light of a glorious sunrise, the fog lifted and a world of beauty lay before me. Again Spirit spoke to my Soul, saying, “When you journey forth with Me, you must journey alone, for it is only as you disentangle yourself from the outward form of earth things that you can make the journey from Sense to Soul. Until you have made this journey, alone with Me, you are not fit to guide others on the path.”

I awoke and a great peace was upon me. I knew that in the still watches of the night, Spirit had taught my Soul a great lesson.

The “great lesson” thus portrayed by Eva Bell Werber is quintessentially formulated in the Buddha’s axiom, “You cannot walk the path until you are the path,” a perspective that Mohandas Gandhi reiterated in his commandment, “Be the difference you wish to see in the world.” Again: if you would have peace (and/or anything else) in the world of your experience, ripple outward from your own peace, etc. into the realm of effects. Only as one first makes the journey of peace alone with Spirit, can one guide others in their journey to such peace within. Since one can give the world only what one already has, it is likewise only as inner peace is realized inclusively by all concerned that mutual peace can prevail among them. Peace cannot be “made” in the outer world because all such peacemaking merely aggravates the piece-making tendencies of troubled consciousness. Hence the concluding verses of a post World War II song entitled “Talking Atomic Blues”, which further impressed my youthful consciousness with the necessity of rippling in still water:
Now the answer to it all ain't military datum
like who gets there firstest with the mostest atoms,
no, the people of the world must decide their fate,
they've gotta get together or disintegrate.

I hold this truth to be self-evident,
that all men may be cremated equal.
Yes, it's up to the people 'cause the atom don't care,
you can't fence me in 'cause I'm just like air,
and I don't care about any politics,
or who got what into whatever fix.
All I wanta do is sit around
and have my nucleus bombarded by neutrons.
Now the moral is this just as plain as day,
that Old Man Atom is here to stay,
I'm gonna stick around and that's for true,
but ah, dearly beloved, are you?
So listen folks, this is my thesis:
peace in the world or the world in pieces.
It is not as if the capacity to ripple from the stillness of our being is an alien practice that has to be acquired. Our capacity for such expression of good will is innate within our being, where it awaits our remembrance and development thereof as mindful ability. This capacity is born into us as our initial beholding pattern, which is described in a Zen couplet: 

When you come we welcome,

when you go we do not pursue.

The capacity for expression of welcoming and non-pursuing good will is demonstrated by ever newborn human infant. For example, during the first few weeks of my life whenever someone’s finger was put in either of my hands – regardless of the person’s color, race, creed, gender, ethnic origin, size, appearance – I gently clasped it with my own fingers. I didn’t grab for it, nor did I obsessively clutch, cling or otherwise persist in possessively holding on. I exerted no control over the finger, nor any impedance of its departure. 
Such are the innate “rules of engagement” of my original beholding pattern:

· welcome all who come; 

· pursue none who go. 

And such, indeed, are everyone’s initial rules of engagement, for it is thus that each of us initially be-held every person’s presence, with no inclination to “have” them by holding on. Nor did we fear being “had” by them. No matter whose finger was given, or which of their fingers was given, we were unconditionally accepting thereof, and we unconditionally surrendered to its passage in perfect synchrony with its departure.

This instinctively built-in finger reflex is the prototype of the human handshake. Its welcoming and non-pursuing rules of engagement are the original default setting for everyone’s relationship with everyone else. Each newborn baby is a beneficial presence, in utter ignorance of its being in a world of commodities and commotion, a being that harmlessly accommodates the presence of all others by allowing passage that is free of prejudicial distinction or controlling imposition. 
Therefore: Enlightenment consists in mindfully reclaiming our innate rules of engagement and exercising them once again, though now no longer in the bliss of newborn ignorance, rather from the knowing of perception cleansed by our attainment of inner self-dominion and causal self-mastery.
We do not know our own souls, let alone the souls of others. Human beings do not go hand in hand the whole stretch of the way. There is a virgin forest in each; a snowfield where even the print of birds’ feet is unknown. Here we go alone, and like it better so. Always to have sympathy, always to be accompanied, always to be understood would be intolerable. –Virginia Woolfe, On Being Ill, p. 11
Since the path of perception-cleansing individuation is unique to the solitary steps of each one of us alone, it is accessed only as our own being intersects with the homestead of all being. This intersection is at once the most individual yet inclusive of all homecomings. The 
nature of this homecoming was conveyed to me in allegoric form three decades ago as I was contemplatively courting my own central solitude. 
For reasons to be shared later, I have entitled this allegory “The Heroine’s Journey.” 
The pilgrim was on her way.

Although the path was deeply worn, she traveled it alone. Sooner or later everybody from whence she came would travel this path – but each would travel it unaccompanied.

The path evidenced a countless myriad of footprints, none of which was pointed toward the pilgrim.  All feet that had trod this path had sought the same destination. Nor, apparently, had anyone been moved to return. Though legend had it that there was another path leading in the opposite direction, nobody knew where it was – which perhaps is why it was named “The Path of Forgetting Who You Are.”
This path was named “The Path of Remembering Who You Are.”  To conclude a successful journey on this path, the pilgrim had been instructed, one must remember two things above all: at the end of the path is a great waterfall, and the waterfall becomes unreachable if one leaves the path or reverses one’s direction – for in either case the path will disappear. In fact, the pilgrim had been told that it was best not even to cast a backward glance. And under no circumstances should she look down upon the path behind her.

It was especially important not to glance backward when she reached a location on the path called The Point of Ultimate Decision. She had no idea how to identify this point, but she had been assured that she would recognize it when she got there.

The pilgrim frowned as she recalled that the purpose of her journey was to remember something long forgotten. "I can't even remember why I'm taking this path," she realized. "I remember the instructions, but I've forgotten the reason." As she thought further, it occurred to her that she couldn't even remember who had given her the instructions.

Her frown continued, as did her footsteps, until another thought brought her to a sudden halt.  "I don't even remember how long I've been on this path.” Pondering her journey thus far, she reckoned “it does seem like I have come a long way." As she was about to turn around to estimate the distance she had come, she remembered the warning against looking back. With that, she resumed her forward pace.
"Here I am," she mused, "going to a place I know anothing about, not remembering why I am going, nor how long I've been on the way. And this is called" – she laughed – "The Path of Remembering.  I wonder when I will start remembering?"

As her trip continued, her thoughts lingered with the last question. The only thing she knew about the journey she was on is that it led one to a waterfall.
A waterfall?  Why would she be going to a waterfall?  What could be so special about a waterfall?  She had seen many waterfalls before, none of which had particularly fascinated her. So why would she be on such a long journey to see a waterfall?

Or was it a long journey?  It now occurred to her that the journey could not be very long. She had no food with her, and no warm clothing against the chill of night. Yet she wasn't hungry.  In fact, she couldn't even remember what being hungry was like. Nor could she remember much else about her life preceding this journey. And as for the chill of night, she had yet to encounter either dark or cold. Nor was there any hint of darkness or of coldness in the air. The countryside through which the path was leading her was as bright and warm as mid-day, although no source of light or heat was apparent.
Yet the pilgrim felt strangely warmed as she walked onward, adding her footprints to those of the many who had preceded herm while her thoughts turned once again to the waterfall presumably ahead. What was so special about this waterfall?  Why would she be going to see it if she didn't even know why she was doing so?

"You do know why," she said to herself. "You just don't remember why." This thought so perplexed her that she stopped once again. She felt as if the thought had come to her rather than from her. The more she considered it the more certain she was that it was so. "Perhaps," she puzzled, "perhaps I am on this path so that I will remember about the waterfall." This, too, seemed very true. So she resumed her walk yet again.
Now her thinking turned to wondering how she knew about the waterfall.  "I must have been told about it," she concluded, "because I’m quite certain I’ve never been there before. But what was I told?" She vaguely recollected that the waterfall was the source of  . . . .
The recollection would not complete, but it did bring her to another standstill.  "I'm sure nobody ever told me that," the pilgrim frowned in perplexity.  "It's like knowing something because I know it rather than because I've been told."  At length she shook her head, and moved onward.

In time the countryside began a gentle upward slope. In the far distance the pilgrim could see a solid bank of white clouds, as wide as the horizon. No, she corrected herself after a moment's gazing, it was not many clouds. It was a single cloud, the largest she had ever seen, larger than she had ever imagined a cloud could be.  What could occasion such an enormous cloud?

The climb seemed to last for hours, yet the pilgrim experienced no fatigue. The mid-day brightness of the countryside remained constant. The pilgrim understood none of this, but she scarcely gave it a second thought because her attention was now focused on something else she had noticed . . . a whispering sound, very faint and very familiar, that came from the direction in which she was traveling.
"What is so familiar about that sound?" the pilgrim wondered. She knew it to be a sound she had heard before. It was like . . . like . . . like a breath . . . like the sound of . . .  of someone softly exhaling.  But it was also unlike a breath, because a breath reverses itself. This sound was like an exhalation that knows not of cessation. 

The idea of a never-ending outward breath brought a chuckle from the pilgrim. "What an odd idea," she thought. "A breath that forever exhales.  Why would I imagine that?"

For some reason the idea lingered with her, but not the way that a bothersome idea would stay.  It was somehow a familiar idea – actually a comforting idea –even though it made no sense to the pilgrim, who vaguely sensed it wasn’t quite correct. And so she welcomed it. "It's like having a long lost friend," it occurred to her, as she once again stopped walking.  
The sound had stirred a familiar sense of belonging within her, one that she had not felt since . . . since . . . .  Again her recollection would not resolve to completion.

Standing quite still, the pilgrim contemplated the sound. It was now much louder than the sound of breathing. And its constancy was like that of . . . of . . . well of course! It was like a waterfall!  She was nearing her destination.  
“The waterfall must be on the other side of this slope,” she realized, and was suddenly eager to complete her journey.  She ran and ran and it seemed like she ran for miles and miles and there was still so far to go but the running didn't tire her because she was so eager to get to the top of the slope and so she kept on running, running, running – and all at once there it was!

The slope summitted quite abruptly, where the pilgrim found herself on a narrow ridge from which the path descended toward the most gigantic spectacle she had ever seen! In the far distance, descending from a cloud as wide as the world and disappearing into a mist-laden valley below, was a curtain of water that also filled the entire width of her vision – and seemed certainly to extend beyond her vision in either direction.

The pilgrim stared in unutterable astonishment. Wide-eyed with mouth agape in wonderment, she stared at the immense waterfall. The cloud from which it descended was several miles high, and the waterfall was still so far away that the field of her vision from this vantage point must be . . . how wide?  Fifty miles?  One hundred miles? 
"How can this be?" she wondered.  "Right there is enough water to fill every ocean, every lake, every river, every stream, every pond, every . . .” her thought trailed off in sheer inability to fathom the dimensions of what she saw. Where was the water falling from?  The cloud obscured any determination of that. And where was it going? The blanket of mist at the base of the waterfall likewise prevented such a determination.
“How could anyone even get near such a waterfall?” she wondered.  And, for the first time, she questioned her sensibility for taking this journey. "Why did I come here?" she chided herself while looking at the downward path to the waterfall.  "I can't get close to it without a raincoat."

And then she laughed, loud and long.  The thought of a raincoat providing protection from so much water seemed hilariously ridiculous. Yet as her laughter subsided, her questioning resumed.

She wondered why she had come to see the waterfall.  It didn't make sense at all, when she considered her choices. Unless she turned back, her only other alternatives were to stay there and gaze at the waterfall, or to descend into the valley ahead and . . . and what?  She could thing of no sensible reason why anyone would continue on the path’s downward slope, which led only into the mist.  And, if one did, what after that?  Who could be – and how? – in such a place?  Who would even want to be in such a place?
Turning back seemed to be the only sensible option. She knew that it was livable where she came from, even though she had forgotten what made it so and why. Yet when she thought about returning, she sensed a deep feeling of disappointment. This trip had been very important to her.  Something exceedingly wonderful was supposed to take place at its conclusuion. Why was it not happening, she wondered.

"The trip isn't ended yet," she said to herself, startled by the certainty of its declaration.
Yet why would anyone go on from here?

The pilgrim gazed at the waterfall again, and forgot her disappointment.  She was again aware of a sense of familiarity and belonging, as if this place was not new to her.  But surely she could not have been here before and forgotten it – or now be standing here and still not be able to remember.  And yet she felt like she was in a very . . . what was the word? . . . homelike place.

"How ridiculous," she shook her head.  "Home in a waterfall?  Home is back where I came from.  And that's where I really belong right now."

Still, she did not turn.  The waterfall continued to fasten her attention.  For the first time since topping the slope, she again contemplated the nature of its sound.  Even at a distance, one would expect to hear a roaring, thundering noise from so much water falling such a distance.  But there was no roar.  The sound was actually quite soothing. Though now much louder than a breath, it was still suggestive of an unending exhalation. And it was as if the waterfall made only the sound of falling, with no sound of impact.

"But of course it's hitting the ground," the pilgrim affirmed. "It can't just fall forever without landing somewhere and filling it up. There must be a place to which it falls." Yet were it hitting the ground, she realized, there would be some vibration in the earth beneath her feet.  

"I'll never know what it's all about," she thought with sudden determination, "because I'm not going any further." She started to turn around, but as she did so she felt a horrible rush of hunger and fatigue . . . and also for the first time on the journey, she sensed a lateness in the day.  
Also, quite unaccountably, she recalled the legend of The Path of Forgetting. Given how little she now remembered of her life prior to this journey, she wondered why so much forgetting had also taken place on what was reputed to be The Path of Remembering. “Perhaps,” she mused, “forgetting each path’s point of departure is essential to one’s arrival at its destination.”
As soon as she had again looked ahead, the sensations of hunger, fatigue, and impending darkness had instantly vanished. Once again – this time as a test – she began to turn, and the 
sensations immediately resumed. It even faintly occurred to her that she should return as soon as possible to where she could get food, shelter, and rest.

"But why run for food and shelter?  Why rest?" she thought, as she yet again looked straight ahead. "I feel no need for such things . . . except when I begin to look backward."  

She gazed again at the panorama of falling water.  "There's something almost magical about this place," she mused.  "As long as I look ahead, everything feels just perfect. I sure can't say that about the place I came from . . . even though I also can’t remember why that’s the case.”
As she thought about whatever she had left behind she realized, "No, I don't really want to go back."  Yet she did feel a longing to look back just one last time. And even though she clearly remembered being advised against doing so, she couldn't imagine what harm a backward look could possibly do, as long as she did not look downward upon the path. And for that matter, what could go wrong even if she did look down?

Her thought of the path behind reminded her of the many footprints of others who had previously made the same journey, none of which footprints had reversed themselves. That settled it. They must have discovered the wonderful something she had been anticipating ever since her beginning of this journey.
So she stood there silently a while longer, as yet unable either to move forward.  The reminder that others must have done so, as evidenced by their footprints, was sufficient to keep her from going back, though it provided no impetus for her own continued forward motion.  She was still without a reason of her own for continuing on the journey’s descending path.
It was then that she noticed a peculiarity of the path just ahead of her.  It showed no evidence of footprints at all, even though the path was soft.  Her own steps would certainly make a noticeable impression. She cautiously took one step forward and then back to verify this certainty, and sure enough her foot had prominently printed itself  in path.  Her next steps were also cautious, until she wondered out loud, "Why are there no other footprints on this path?"
It was in that moment that she finally heard the waterfall’s sound for what it truly was. It was the sound, not of an exhalation, rather of an inhalation. With this realization came – at last! – her remembrance of why she had come. All further wondering ceased. No more “why’s” crossed her mind as she ran in complete abandonment toward the waterfall, and continued running until she was completely enfolded within its mist, and fully within the Mystery to which she utterly belonged.
******************

It was well that the pilgrim had not looked backward from The Point of Ultimate Decision.  The path behind would have evidenced many footprints, all of them leading in the direction from which she had come . . . the footsteps of all who had taken The Path of Forgetting Who You Are, and had yet to be moved to return.

Who my intellect thinks I am is its conception of the leftover residue of what it has otherwise forgotten. Who my heart knows I am is its perception of the purview of what it has never forgotten.
The Challenge of Our Central Solitude
Once what you are living and what you are doing has for you meaning, it is irrelevant whether you are happy or unhappy. You are content. You are not alone in your spirit. You belong.

-Sir Laurens van der Post

The challenge of individuation is that each human individual lives in a world of 6.4 billion other individuals, of which there are expected to be 10 billion by the year 2025 barring unforeseen – yet easily foreseeable – catastrophes such as a global disease pandemic, nuclear winter, and/or the imminent onset of another ice age due to global warming. An adequate 
response to this challenge requires our mastery of another dynamic of being that is likewise associated with water, the dynamic of flow. 

My encounter of the water bugs had also been my first encounter of a stream of water, which occurred subsequent to my divorced mother’s marriage to a farmer. Since my stepfather was a tenant farmer, I was (in my experience) uprooted from small-town life and cast into a lonely wilderness several miles from any town. Being thus suddenly bereft of my daily playmates, I felt lonely and abandoned, and it was quite possibly the burden of such feelings that initially moved me to “bomb” the water bugs. 

Another consequence of my water bug experience was that, for the first time, I had felt utterly at peace in the forced solitude of my new life in farming country. Therefore, whenever I felt out of sorts I revisited the stream to lift my spirits. Throughout my childhood and adult life I continued this habit of hanging out near flowing water whenever I was feeling in extremis. No matter where I have lived, there has always been at least a nearby river if not a stream that I could consult. 
Two further occasions of such consultation were especially profound. The first occurred during an impending homeless situation, shortly after I had parted from my first wife and our children. Unfortunately, this was also the occasion of having my employment terminated as the director of a non-profit educational foundation. I had no idea where I would be going, whom I would be with, or what I would be doing next in support of my livelihood. I was living in the foundation’s office, which was located in a fully functional house. The reception area was the house’s living room, which was furnished accordingly, complete with the couch that was now serving also as my bed. If my livelihood were not likewise being withdrawn, I could have continued to live a rent-free lifestyle in my office household.
My soon-to-be-terminated employment had taken me to St. Catherine’s School, a convent-related elementary school in rural Kentucky, where I conducted an environmental education workshop for the nuns who were teaching there. During a late afternoon break in the workshop, which was to resume in the evening, I took advantage of the school’s rural environment by walking along a creek in the wooded countryside. I thoroughly imbibed the atmosphere of the warm, hazy, autumnally splendorous afternoon, whose riot of leafy colors and smells eased me from the distraction of my “Dear God, now what?” angst. 

As if in response to my “Dear God” query, my attention was drawn to a place in the stream where its water slid over a rock with a gentle gurgling sound. When I stopped to contemplate this tiny spectacle, the outer babbling induced me to surrender to the immediacy of the moment, and cease the inner babbling of my uncertainty. In my surrendered state I heard the gurgle quite literally to me  what felt like a long-forgotten song, whose message erased my sense of separation and despair.  
I returned to the workshop with the three verses, which I shared with those in attendance. A few days later, while sleeping on the office couch from which I would soon be displaced, I was abruptly awakened by a pre-dawn stream of words that I felt urged to put on paper, with the subject/object of my creekside encounter as its title, “The Gurgle”:
I touched the endless thread of time one day

while sitting in the middle of a stream.

I had been enjoying the autumn countryside,

marveling at how gracefully the day

was ebbing into twilight,

and the summer into winter's time.

I, too, faced a coming darkness,

a cold time in the journey of my soul.

A leisurely walk along the stream had loosed my mind

of churning over memories of doings and events

whose working out now tumbled me

toward the dreaded valley of the shadow.

My attention had been drawn

from past mistakes and future dread

to an island just my size,

a rock that was parting the waters of a wide place in the stream.

The presence of that stationary island made me wonder

where the flowing waters tended:

whence were they falling,

and where would they arise to fall again?

The water made a gurgling sound

as invisible as a candle's flame is silent,

and I recalled a clear, dark night in early childhood

when I first realized that the burning of a star

is like the Earth beneath my feet,

becoming grass becoming cows becoming milk

becoming me becoming . . .

I made my way into the stream,

sat on the island just my size,

and fixed my eyes upon the place

where water was being tumbled over a rock

that rested next to mine.

I watched the gurgle for some time,

only to find it timeless—

it was just there,

in contrast to the ever-moving water that sustained it.

Gurgles are timeless as long as water is on time,

ceaselessly flowing back to where it comes from.

I stuck my finger in the gurgle,

and modified its timeless tune somewhat,

but for no longer than the duration of one finger.

Like the water, I was passing through.

Yet something in me yearned to stay there with the gurgle,

so I replaced my finger with a large stone.

Now the tune was altered for the duration of a rock—

more enduring than my finger

but less presumptuous than a pyramid.

As I contemplated leaving, never to return,

I wondered if the gurgle would ever be visited

by the same water twice.

And then I heard an invisible silence,

that was gurgling deep within:

Don't ask me where I'm going, no one can really say;

though I've already been there, I'm always on the way.

My journey's never finished as onward I ascend,

from end of my beginning to beginning of my end.

Don't ask me where I come from, the answer's near and far,

as recent as this moment, as distant as a star.

My here is made of elsewhere that elsewhere flows through me,

some ashes from a far-off sun, destination: galaxy.

Don't ask how long I'll be here, we'll never really know.

The only thing eternal is the now through which we flow.

If you look downstream to see what's passed, or behind for future's clue,

you'll miss the beat the heavens keep as they go dancing through.
My other occasion of profound insight into the dynamic of flow took place a few years later. I was still between wifetimes, and was once again facing impending homelessness (this time in Aspen, Colorado), and again indulging the angst of not knowing where I was going, whom I would be with, or what I would next be doing. So I hiked to a mountainside creek that alternately lazes and tumbles into the Roaring Fork River a mile or so south of downtown Aspen, where I was temporarily resident in a small motel.

I was impressed by the stark contrast between the turbulent and calm stretches in the creek, which seemed so characteristic of my own life’s path. White water . . . still water . . . white water . . . still water . . . . Honoring an urge to sit down and put pencil to paper, I literally consulted the creek for advice. I asked it, "If you were literate, what would you tell me?" In a few minutes I had the following answer:
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.

One’s challenge in the central solitude of individuality is to be an all-inclusive individual – to be one’s own flow amidst the myriad flows of others. To be one’s own flow is quite different from so-called “going with the flow,” for as Terry McBride reminds us, “The only thing that goes with the flow is a dead fish.”
In other words, the challenge of one’s central solitude, as always, is that of being the path that one presumes to walk, by walking it with both one’s intellect and heart wide open.
To paraphrase President Clinton’s comment about his encounter with marijuana, many of us encounter the individuating exhalation of Spirit . . . yet refrain from its inhalation. 

It is only as we stand in central solitude at the intersection of our individual intellect and Spirit’s transpersonal heart that we are able to ripple outward the latter’s inclusivity into the world of effects.

Spiritual solitude – seclusion with Spirit on the path of inner individuation – is prerequisite to our attainment of such command of the realm of effects, for contrary to a superficial view of New Thought held by some of its devotees, causal self-mastery is not about commanding specific effects. Rather than manipulating particular effects by picking, choosing, augmenting, diminishing, adding, eliminating, or otherwise “fixing” them, causal self-mastery commands our relationship to the realm of all effects. 

The Challenge of Our Central Solitude
Once what you are living and what you are doing has for you meaning, it is irrelevant whether you are happy or unhappy. You are content. You are not alone in your spirit. You belong.

-Sir Laurens van der Post

To paraphrase President Clinton’s comment about his encounter with marijuana, many of us encounter the individuating exhalation of Spirit . . . yet refrain from its inhalation. 
It is only as we stand in central solitude at the intersection of our individual intellect and Spirit’s transpersonal heart that we are able to ripple outward the latter’s inclusivity into the world of effects.
[more to come]

Only as New Thought complements its intent to demonstrate “the nameless power” with equivalent intent to open “the super-personal heart” do its proponents come fully into the expression of their spiritual nature, in keeping with Buddha’s proclamation that “You cannot walk the path until you are the path.” 
The path to which New Thought points – and at most can only point, since it is we who in heeding its pointers thereby become the path thus appointed – is the practice of embodying and exemplifying both the power and the presence of God-consciousness. Historically, the person most widely credited for having mastered this twin practice is Jesus, who exemplified the power of God-consciousness in his demonstration of self-dominion (service to self), and the presence of God-consciousness in his demonstration of inclusivity (service to all). 
Thus far, New Thought’s demonstration of Godly power (self-dominion) has taken precedence to its demonstration of Godly presence (inclusivity). This disparity will continue until its practitioners give equal time to both modes of demonstration. To our New Thought demonstrations of individuality, we must add commensurate demonstrations of community. Such demonstrations will follow only from the opening of what Emerson called “the super-personal heart,” and what shall be hereinafter designated as “our transpersonal heart.”
Since it is with our hearts rather than our heads that we most commonly associate interpersonal connectedness, it is with the feeling aspect of “mind” rather than its thinking aspect that we most mindfully practice the presence of God. Ernest Holmes acknowledged this relationship between feeling and thought when he wrote, “…let the intellect decide to what the emotions are to respond.” Just as Jesus time and again chose to respond to the feelings in his heart for all concerned, so are we called upon to “go and do likewise.”
In short: we are called to the practice of open-heart spirituality.
Open-Heart Spirituality
When you come we welcome,

when you go we do not pursue.

–Zen saying
Open-heart spirituality is the spirituality of good will, which is born into us as our initial beholding pattern. The essence of this good will is described in the above couplet, and is demonstrated by the presence of every newborn human infant.
For example, for the first few weeks of my life whenever someone’s finger was put in either of my hands – regardless of the person’s color, race, creed, gender, ethnic origin, size, appearance – I gently clasped it with my own fingers. I didn’t grab for it, nor did I obsessively clutch, cling or otherwise persist in possessively holding on. I exerted no control over the finger, nor any impedance of its departure. 

Such are the innate “rules of engagement” of my original beholding pattern:
· welcome all who come; 

· pursue none who go. 

Such, indeed, are everyone’s initial rules of engagement. Thus did all of us initially be-hold every person’s presence, with no inclination to “have” them by holding on. Nor did we fear being “had” by them. No matter whose finger was given or which of their fingers was given, we were unconditionally accepting thereof, and unconditionally surrendered to its passage in synchrony with its departure.

This instinctively built-in finger reflex is the prototype of the human handshake. Its welcoming and non-pursuing rules of engagement are the default setting for everyone’s relationship with others. Every newborn baby is a beneficial presence, in utter ignorance of its being in a world of commodities and commotion, a being that harmlessly accommodates the presence of all others by allowing passage that is free of prejudicial distinction or controlling imposition. Enlightenment consists in mindfully reclaiming the open-heart spirituality of our innate rules of engagement and exercising them once again, though now no longer in the bliss of our newborn ignorance, rather in the knowing of cleansed perception. We attain open-heart spirituality by mindfully recovering it.
Open-heart spirituality makes us includable. 
The shortest recovery story ever told was shared in 13 words by Swami Satchidananda: “We started out fine. Then we got de-fined. Now we are getting re-fined.” 

· “We started out fine.” Each of us is an innately endowed beneficial presence whose nature is unconditionally trusting.

· “Then we got de-fined.” Each of us was invited to forsake our innate beneficence

· “Now we are getting re-fined.” Each of us is presently in recovery of our beneficial presence. 

“We started out fine,” yet shortly after birth we got defined in terms of the gross physicality of this world. We underwent a perceptual makeover that is demeaning of all concerned. We assumed the grabby and crabby ways of clinging to the things of this world as well as to our hard feelings, just as we were taught to do by those who preceded us: our parents, older siblings, relatives, neighbors, and the adult world generally. It takes just a few years for this so-called cultural sophistication (a.k.a. “acculturation”) to make over our initial disposition. We are, as the song in the musical South Pacific notes, “carefully taught” to hate.

Poet Christopher Morley poignantly portrayed this perceptual makeover as follows:

The greatest poem ever known

Is one all poets have outgrown:

The poetry innate, untold,

Of being only four years old.

Still young enough to be a part

Of Nature's great impulsive heart,

Born comrade of bird, beast and tree

And unselfconscious as the bee--

And yet with lovely reason skilled

Each day new paradise to build,

Elate explorer of each sense,

Without dismay, without pretense!

In your unstained, transparent eyes

There is no conscience, no surprise:

Life's queer conundrums you accept,

Your strange divinity still kept.

Being, that now absorbs you, all

Harmonious, unit, integral,

Will shred into perplexing bits --

Oh, contradiction of the wits!

And Life, that sets all things in rhyme,

May make you poet, too, in time--

But there were days, O tender elf,

When you were poetry itself.
In our transition from non-reasoning infancy to presumably “reasonable” adulthood, we acquire an acculturated sense of self whose grabbiness and crabbiness we attribute to “human nature.”  Not until the mid-twentieth century advent of the so-called “psychology of being” did we begin to acknowledge the self-fabricated nature of our uglier dispositions as projected distortions of our instinctive beneficial presence. As noted by the well-known pioneer of that psychology, Abraham Maslow:

I find children, up to the time they are spoiled and flattened by the culture, [to be] nicer, better, more attractive human beings than their elders . . . The ‘taming and transforming’ that they undergo seems to hurt rather than help. It was not for nothing that a famous psychologist once defined adults as ‘deteriorated children.’

Those human impulses which have seemed throughout our history to be deepest, to be most instinctive and unchangeable, to be most widely spread throughout mankind, i.e., the impulse to hate, to be jealous, to be hostile, to be greedy, to be egoistic and selfish are now being discovered more and more clearly to be acquired and are not instinctive. They are almost certainly neurotic and sick reactions to bad situations, more specifically to frustrations of our truly basic and instinct-like needs and impulses.
In short: as we (presumably) mature, our childlike nature becomes adult-erated.

The purpose of New Thought metaphysical practice is to mindfully recover our default setting of trust and good will, by releasing our accumulated ignorance, misperception, and acquired ill will. For this purpose, New Thought is among the greatest recovery programs ever devised. Its purpose is the recovery of our enlightenment.

THE PHILOSOPHY OF JESUS

~A New Way of Being~
Xxxxx
-Xxxx
Jesus called all who would hear his message to a radical new way of being, and at the conclusion of his earthly ministry he issued “The Great Commission,” urging his disciples to make his call to a new way of being known throughout the world. New Thought is a timely vehicle both for realizing Jesus’ new way of being and for carrying out his commission, for the New Thought perspective is custom-tailored to today’s emerging comprehension of field theory as an all-inclusive planetary and cosmic paradigm. In the nineteenth century, when atomistic theories (i.e., theories of individuality) were the emerging scientific paradigm, New Thought was an idea whose time had come. Today, with theories of omni-inclusivity as science’s unfolding paradigm, our time is one whose ultimate idea has come: the collective realization of New Thought’s all-embracing field theory of one-mindedness.
The full extent of New Thought’s field of dreams has been acknowledged by John Edgerton, president of the International New Thought Alliance: "New Thought not only builds new and better bodies and better conditions, but it should build new and better character, new and better service and, as an inevitable result, a new and better civilization."  The “should” refers to New Thought’s not-yet-tapped collective transformational potential, which awaits our comprehension of New Thought metaphysics as a foundation for creating a world of service that works for the benefit of all. It is time for us to cease thinking so exclusively in terms of what New Thought can do for us as individuals, and to think in addition of what we collectively can do for – and with – New Thought.
Highly pertinent to our realization of New Thought’s collective potentials is a statement by runeologist Ralph Blum: “A shift of a few degrees at the beginning of any voyage will mean a vastly different position far out at sea.” This also pertains shifting our course when we already are at sea. A change of direction in mid-ocean leads to a vastly different destination.
Such a change of trajectory is now required if we are to alter humanity’s present course in an increasingly shiftless world that with every passing year works for fewer and fewer of its citizens, and to direct ourselves instead toward a world that works for all concerned – for all of lifekind and all of Godkind, as well as for all of humankind. The enlarged perspective required for our collective self-empowerment, in service to the well-being of Godkind overall, is a radical shift of perspective in both our individual and shared consciousness. We require a shift of willingness, a shift that empowers us to be a beneficial presence to all that is. As Buddha advised – and as both he and Jesus demonstrated – “You cannot walk the path until you are the path.” And as the voice for God has promised in A Course in Miracles, it takes only a “little willingness” on our part to be a Godlike path that works for each and all.   
The philosophy of Jesus is a firm foundation and curriculum for a radical shift of willingness that secures our destined journey toward a world that works for the kindom of all life. May we therefore boldly proclaim, “Bless the appearances, full speed ahead,” and empower ourselves with the radical willingness to be God’s way of letting shift happen.
An Overview of Jesus’ Philosophy: Having the Faith of God
One’s outlook depends on the one who is looking out.

-from The Gospel of Yet to Be Common Sense
 The essence of Jesus’ philosophy is portrayed in Ernest Holmes’ commentary (in the Science of Mind textbook) on the inability of Jesus’ disciples to demonstrate a healing:
When Jesus explained to his disciples that they had failed to heal because of lack of faith, they protested that they did have faith in God. Jesus explained to them that this was insufficient; they must have the faith of God. The faith of God is very different from a faith in God. The faith of God IS God, and somewhere along the line of our spiritual evolution this transition will gradually take place, where we shall cease having a faith IN and shall have the faith OF. Always in such degree as this happens, a demonstration takes place. We must believe because God is belief; the physical Universe is built out of belief—faith, belief, acceptance, conviction. [SOM 317/3] (SOM, 317:3/318:4)

Jesus’ philosophy of God-conscious faith is premised on its self-ordering and self-activating nature – meaning that there cannot be God and something else, only God as all that is. Among the premises of Jesus’ philosophy are these:
· God-consciousness and God’s faith are the only consciousness and faith that is, and are the omni-local cause of all that is.
· What is true of God-consciousness is equally true of God’s faith, because God’s faith is God-consciousness vested in action. Both are beneficent (all-providing), eternal (never-ending), infinite (nowhere absent), whole (unbroken), complete (nothing left out), perfect (all-inclusive), and unfinished (never finalized).

· All consciousness is Godly, even though it is not always Godlike in our expression thereof, which depends on how we invest it.
· God-consciousness is God’s gift to us. How we invest it, and what we thereby cause it to do, is our gift to God.
· As the ground-state of all being, God-consciousness is the omnipresent inner homestead of our own being. As acknowledged by Ernest Holmes:
The Power already exists, the Law is already operating, the Divine Presence has never left us, God is still in His heaven, and His kingdom is already within us.” [PJ 11/19]
· Each of us equally incarnates God-consciousness, even though it is not identically invested by and operative in any two persons.
· God-consciousness and the faith thereof self-causal, self-actualizing, and self-operating.
· The self-referential nature of God-consciousness is self-consistent in all aspects of its expression: self-knowing, self-reliant, self-originating, self-motivating, self-exercising, self-organizing, self-manifesting, self-evolving, self-becoming, and self-controlling. 
· All control is Godly control whose locus of dominion is within. Thus all initiative is from within, and all dominion is self-dominion.
· The activity of our believing is causally more powerful than the content of our beliefs.
· Because God-consciousness and faith are self-activating, we do not “make” them work for us. They work as us according to the manner and willingness with which we allow them to work within and through us.
· God-consciousness serves all concerned most beneficially as we raise our allowance of Godlike faith.
· Because God-consciousness and God’s faith are the only consciousness and faith that is, so-called “expansion” of our consciousness and faith is accomplished by expanding into the Godly state of being that pre-exists our own expression thereof. 

· We are here to be a beneficial presence on and to the Earth.

The Ever-Present Origin and Ultimate Goodness of Godly Faith
When your imagination awakens, then you begin to realize that one of the great loyalties in life is faithfulness to your own originality. And that anything that contains you, or limits you, or is too small for that originality is too small for the great force and sacrament of your life. 
–John O’Donohue, The Divine Imagination

Jesus’ philosophy is founded on God-consciousness and the faith thereof as the omnipresent and forever ongoing originator of all that is. The Bible’s opening proclamation, “In the beginning, God…” means in every beginning, God. It is thus that we each have our own beginning in the image and likeness of God-consciousness and that we are thereby endowed with the ever-present power of God’s image-ination, which ongoingly origin-alizes all new and renewed beginnings. 
God-consciousness is the one and only beginning of all creation, and is present at every moment within each of us as the originator of all that is yet to unfold in our experience. Every beginning is an unfoldment of God’s eternal beginningness, which manifests in our own beginnings right here and now. We are new in every moment, because every moment begins our next expression of God’s impression upon us, through us, and as us.
Since all being has its eternal homestead in the pre-existent ground-state of God-conscious faith, our own being is initially predisposed to self-express in a Godlike manner. Given that all consciousness, faith, and being is Godly, its Godlikeness is endowed within us all as our foundational state of being. Nonetheless, as evidenced in Jesus advice to his disciples, it is only as we predispose our state of mind to be congruent with the Godlikeness of our state of  being that correspondingly Godlike conditions can manifest through us. 
Whatever is Godlike is synonymous with good-like. “Goodness” is Godlike faith made manifest. Accordingly, the terms “good” and “right” signify whatever serves the wellbeing of Godlike wholeness – which we may manifest, for instance, as a world that works for all – while “bad”/”evil” and “wrong” signify whatever is contrary to the well-being of the whole.

Ernest Holmes distinguished between ill-being and wellbeing in his perspective on sin and righteousness (a.k.a. “virtue”):
There is no sin but a mistake, and no punishment but an inevitable consequence. . . . We are not punished for our sins but by them.  Sin is its own punishment and righteousness is its own reward. [SOM 110/4-111/2]
There comes to each the logical and exact result of his own receptivity. To each, life brings the reward of his own visioning…. The reward of merit is an objective outcome of merit itself and not a thing superimposed by any Divine Mandate. Each man is rewarded not for virtue but through virtue. [SOM 442/1]
This principle was cited even more succinctly by secular philosopher Robert Ingersoll: 
In nature there are neither rewards nor punishments – there are consequences.
Because God-consciousness and God’s faith are the only consciousness and faith that exist, well-being and ill-being are consequentially both Godly. Yet even though well-being is also Godlike as well, this is not so with ill-being. The Godlike predisposition of God-conscious faith manifests only in Godlike action, in the absence of which the consequence is non-Godlike ill-being. 
Thus the radical value of Jesus’ philosophy is 1) its cultivation of Godlike states of mind in creatures who are God-endowed with mindfully causal power to choose well-being, and 2) its support of our employ that power to serve God’s kindom overall.  

Reordering (and Re-reordering) the Godly State of Our Union
If we would bring a new order of Life, Light, and Liberty into our lives we must commence by bringing a new order into our thought, not by the force of personal will, but by union with the Divine Spirit, which in the expression of its inherent love and beauty, makes all things new.  -Thomas Troward

Inherent in Jesus’ statement, “By their fruits ye shall know them,” is his discernment that outcomes of faith are ordered primarily by the predisposing inner context of one’s believing, rather than by the outwardly professed content of one’s belief. From Jesus’ perspective, belief functions primarily as a verb – i.e., as the activity of believing – rather than as a noun that signifies merely that which our belief is vested in. Rather than the content of our belief, it is the mental/emotional context that in-forms (gives form to) our believing which imparts causal order to our experience. Hence Ernest Holmes’ statement: “It must be that all persons, in their approach to Reality, receive results – not because of what they believe in, but because of their belief.” [SOM 156/2] 
It is the contextual states of our being and mind, rather than the contents thereof, that most powerfully manifest the intentionality of our thought. For example, our state of Godly being ordains our self-experience to be that of a beneficial presence of Godlike love and beauty. Yet such experience is not forthcoming when we assert our state of mind’s free willingness in ways that contrarily reorder our God-intended experience of love and beauty to be an experience instead of non-Godlike hate and ugliness. As a consequence of such reordering, belief in Godly love is eclipsed when believing comes from a hateful state of mind, and belief in Godly beauty likewise is eclipsed when believing comes from an uglifying state of mind.  
Thus are the preordering tendencies of our Godlike state of being subject to reordering by any non-Godlike willingness in our state of mind. Our state of mind reorders the tendencies of our state of being whenever we are willing to indulge in non-Godlike believing. For example, believing that we are poor is more powerful than any willful contrary assertion of sufficiency as our belief’s static content. The activating context of one’s willingness always trumps any contrary content of personal willfulness.  
As believing activates the dynamic mental/emotional context of one’s mindset, the active context of our believing is more powerfully creative than is the static content of our belief. Accordingly, our belief’s static content is unable to direct its activating context where the latter cannot go. As a consequence, what I pray for become receivable only when it is congruent with the mind-state I pray from. This is why praying for something from a contrary mindset is approximately as ineffective as is the spraying of deodorant on garbage. It takes far more than an endeavored change of ambience or appearance to establish the “new order of thought” prescribed by Thomas Troward. 
To cite another specific example of how the dynamic context of believing trumps the static contents of belief: When I pray for financial abundance from a consciousness of financial lack, my prayer manifests a more abundant experience of financial lack. I succeed only in manifesting what I pray from, while the content that I pray for fails to materialize in my experience. My prayers cannot invoke an experience of the outer world that is contrary to the inner mind-state from which they are issued, because nothing can show up in my awareness that does not mirror the state of mind from which I prayerfully self-order my experience. Thus it is that I am can experience only that for which I have the requisite mental and emotional conviction. 
Since my prayers’ outcomes always and only mirror my predisposing mind-set, my state of mind is analogous to an automatic pilot. Its inner come-from is my prayer’s intentional aim, which is far more causally powerful than my praying’s targeted outcome. The objective for  which I pray, therefore, can be realized only as my state of mind’s aim is aligned with my prayer’s objective as the latter’s predisposing mental/emotional equivalent.  
Because each of us incarnates the image and likeness of God-conscious faith, it is the way that we express our faith that is further incarnated in the image and likeness of our life experience. In other words, to express God’s faith authentically is to emulate God’s self-consistency – to be the mindfully realized beneficial presence, power, and activity of God. Such is the manifesting power of what some call “practicing the presence of God,” of what Troward called “union with Divine Spirit,” and of what the original definition (in the 16th century) of the word “synergy” signified as “the doctrine that the human will co-operates with Divine grace in the work of regeneration.”
Thus the good news concerning our ability to reorder the beneficent Godlike power that we have vested instead in non-Godlike outcomes, is that we also can draw upon that very same power to reverse our reordering, and to regenerate our beneficial presence, beginning right now, by vesting it in a life of service to a world that works for all.
Talking to Ourselves
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 in which I myself determine. –Rudolph Steiner
Ultimately, all dependency is self-dependency, and all dominion is self-dominion. When we accept the propositions 1) that self-knowing and self-activating God-conscious faith is the only faith that is, and 2) that we are created in the image and likeness of God’s faith, it follows 3) that all of our own knowing is self-knowing, and all of our own activity is self-activating. As Holmes asserted: 

…it will forever remain true that our reactions to life are in our own mind, what we see is in our own eye, and what we experience is our own creation. [PJ 8/11] 

A logical corollary of our incarnation of God-conscious faith is Socrates’ commandment to “know thyself.” This commandment is a prescription for our mindful recognition that the only causal knowing available to us is self-knowing, and that our self-knowing is correspondingly self-causal of how we order our experience of the world. From this it further follows 4) that concerning anything presumed to be other than oneself, we can know nothing of it beyond our own consciousness thereof. As poet Percy Bysshe Shelley said, “The eye sees only what it brings to the seeing.” And so it is as well for the “I” of all beholding. Hence Holmes’ prescription to address our own awareness:
Talk to yourself, not to the world. There is no one to talk to but yourself for all experience takes place within. Conditions are the reflections of our meditations and nothing else. There is but One Mind, that Mind is our mind now. It never thinks confusion, knows what It wishes and how to accomplish what It desires. It [already] is what It desires. [SOM 291/2]
This endorsement of Emerson’s proclamation that “a single mind is common to all individual men” bears witness to an ultimate implication of our one-mindedness: all experience is local to whoever is having the experience. Thus none of us has the power to embody someone 
else’s experience, nor to impart our own experience to another. Nor can one’s judgment of another’s experience be other than a pre-judgment of oneself.
All talk is ultimately self-talk, whether or not this operational consequence of our localization of universal mind is apparent to us. This self-addressing dynamic is psychological as well as metaphysical, as acknowledged in Ronald D. Laing’s book, The Politics of Experience:
We can see other people's behavior, but not their experience.... The other person's behavior is an experience of mine. My behavior is an experience of the other.... I see you and you see me. I experience you and you experience me. I see your behavior. But I do not and never have and never will see your experience of me. Just as you cannot see my experience of you... Your experience of me is invisible to me and my experience of you is invisible to you. 
I cannot experience your experience. You cannot experience my experience. We are both invisible beings. All beings are invisible to one another. Experience is being's invisibility to being. Experience used to be called the Soul. Experience as invisibility of being to being is at the same time more evident than anything. Only experience is evident. Experience is the only evidence. [POE xx/x-x]
Not only is experience our sole evidence, the evidence thus revealed embodies our presumptions, assumptions, opinions, attitudes, etc. – all of the outlooks that shape the perceptual mental lens through which our mindset projects its corresponding outcomes. Thus the outcome of our faith is Godlike only when we allow the outlook of God’s faith to have us. Only with God’s outlook are we fully congruent with the beneficial presence of our Godly nature.
Such radical congruence is the foundation of Jesus’ philosophy: “Seek ye first the kingdom of heaven, and all these things shall be added unto you.” Since whatever we may desire is literally what the word “desire” suggests (i.e., “from the father”), any additives that we desire are available to us only as we access first of all the Source to which they are added. 
In other words: “Seek ye first to have the faith of the causal realm, and whatever you then invest that faith in shall be caused thereby to manifest accordingly in the realm of effects.” In light of this commandment, having the faith of God is operationally defined as “the mindfully realized embodiment and demonstration of God-like faith.”
Walking as Ourselves
Seek out that particular mental attitude which makes you feel most deeply and vitally alive, along with which comes the inner voice which says, "This is the real me," and when you have found that attitude, follow it. -William James
As reported in Exodus 3:4, when Moses asked for God’s name, God replied, “I am that I am.” Yet an accurate translation of the original scriptural account reveals a far more dynamic God: “I am that which I am becoming.” Since God therefore includes that which is yet to unfold, and is therefore eternally unfinished, neither God nor God’s creation is knowable beyond the accumulated tendencies that inform any current moment. And so it likewise is with ourselves, who exist in the image and likeness of an unfinished Creator. Hence the ongoing evolutionary unfoldment from within of all that is yet to be.
Jesus’ philosophy calls us to the ongoing unfoldment of our endowed Godlike potentials, which we authenticate as we align our state of mind with the Godlike aspects of our state of being. Thus the intention of this course is for us to do just that – to facilitate our mindful reciprocation of the gift of Godlike faith by our willingness to express it in authentically Godlike ways. 
********************

Jesus seeded humanity’s consciousness with his radical new way of being in the world, which empowers us to be beneficially present in the world, yet without being of it. As we, like Jesus, aspire to mindfully emulate the faith of God, we shall accordingly manifest the beneficial presence of what Walter Starcke calls “The Third Appearance” – the emergence from within ourselves of “the mind that was in Christ.” As we collectively unfold our self-embodiment of God-consciousness in a Godlike manner and on a planetary scale, we shall thereby fulfill Ernest Holmes’ vision of humankind’s ultimate destiny:
The future man shall be so far above

The race that walks the earth today he would

Appear among us as a god; yet he

Will be the common man; nor will there be

Such selfish aims as now divide mankind;

Illusion of false values will dissolve

into their native nothingness and things

Ephemeral and transient of this earth

Shall pass away, and by the second birth,

The field of consciousness shall so expand

All sons of earth shall reach the Promised Land.
          -The Voice Celestial, p. xx
