The Five Perennial Questions You Meet on Earth

My name is Noel McInnis, and I’m a recovering adult. I am making this CD to share with other adults what I have learned about the process of recovery from adult-eration. I’ve invited (some) (a few) (a couple of) friends to be present with me here in the studio this morning so that I feel like I am addressing an immediate live audience as well as a planetary live audience. 

What I have to say is a planetary matter, which is why I am saying it on a CD that can go all over the planet. And I am saying it in the light of a statement by the CD’s producer, Mark Olmstead, who when asked why he was so devoted to peace on Earth and good will toward men replied, “If human beings could ever learn how to simply live together on this planet without killing each other, perhaps we'd be able to be here long enough to figure out what the other 90% of our brains are for.”

Most of us have heard that we human beings use only about 10 percent of our mental capacity. We are also told that we may use an even lesser percentage of our genetic capacity. Each of us is loaded with what genetic experts are presently calling “junk DNA”, DNA that serves no discernable purpose. It has not yet occurred to these experts that our unused DNA may represent latent capacities not yet activated.

My own hypothesis concurs with Mark Olmstead’s. As we recover from our thralldom to the adult-erated condition of the capacities we have already developed, we will find out what our untapped capacities are for.

Mark and I are far from being the only folks who see the human experience from this perspective. For instance, Albert Schweitzer said nearly a century ago, “In the hearts of people today there is a deep longing for peace. When the true spirit of peace is thoroughly dominant, it becomes an inner experience with unlimited possibilities. Only when this really happens – when the spirit of peace awakens and takes possession of men's hearts, can humanity be saved from perishing."

Fortunately, a marvelous recovery program from our adult-eration is built into our planetary experience. The program consists of five perennial questions that confront each one of us in the course of our Earthly journey. By addressing these five perennial questions effectively, we may indeed discover what the other 90% of our cranial and genetic capacities are for.

I will myself address the five perennial questions, along with five effective responses to those questions, after briefly reviewing my recovery from the adult-eration of my own capacities that took place as I was growing up. What I am presently recovering from is my blameful unforgiveness of past grievances. Only by releasing myself from imprisonment by my past – and especially from my unforgiveness thereof, which is the most intensely binding of all attachments to my past – can I free myself for the full realization of my as-yet-untapped possibilities in the present.

Although I was born with the potential to become all that I most deeply feel myself called to be, while I was growing presumably “up” I let myself down, by settling for the fulfillment of mere fractions of my potential. This, too, requires my forgiveness, lest I languish in postponed self-realization.

There is much in each of us that yearns for realization. As John Denver once asserted, “Each of us is the dwelling place of incredible opportunities.” His assessment accorded with that of one of our country’s founding fathers, Benjamin Franklin, who was in the throng that gathered to observe the first successful launching of a hot-air balloon by the Montgolfier brothers in France. When Franklin overheard a skeptic’s comment, “Of what good is a balloon?” he countered, “Of what good is a newborn baby?”

Each newborn baby represents magnificent good: a potential solution to one or more of the problems that plague our “grown up” consciousness. Yet regardless of the head start in magnificent potential that each of us embodies at our birth, we tend to grow up as strangers to our possibilities. This is reflected in psychologist Abraham Maslow’s estimate that “ninety-eight percent of us die before we taste the nectar of our magnificence.” 

Maslow accounted for the death rate of our potentials as follows:

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.

Like almost everyone, as I was growing up I was conditioned to make myself at home with the adult world’s discontents and to celebrate my oneness with all others in the spirit of ain’t it awfulism.” The academic terms for this conditioning process are “socialization” or “enculturation.” So what I am now in recovery from is the adult-eration that attended my socialization and enculturation.

In addition to being born to realize magnificent possibilities, I was also born to be a beneficial presence. Indeed, I was born as a beneficial presence. My nature at birth was instinctively forgiving, for in the beginning there was no unforgiveness in me. Like all newly arrived infants, I was a beneficial presence devoid of grievances and grudges held toward others, and I welcomed all who came into my presence.

Furthermore, the evidence of my newborn beneficial presence was immediately at hand. When someone else’s finger was put in either of my palms – 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 the presented finger, nor did I obsessively clutch, cling or otherwise persist in possessively holding on to it. I exercised no control over the offered finger, nor did I attempt to impede its departure. I gracefully enfolded its presence and just as gracefully relinquished it. This is the primal hug, a.k.a. the “Ur hug.”
Such were the initial “rules of engagement” of my beneficial presence: the primal hug of embracement and release. Although these rules of engagement were not consciously known by me at birth, I instinctively embodied them. I was tenderly and unconditionally acknowledging, accepting, and allowing of every finger that came to rest in my hand, for however long my gently enfolding clasp was invited, and I just as unconditionally surrendered to the finger’s passage at the instant it was removed. No matter whose finger, which finger, or how the finger was given, I unconditionally welcomed it and then willingly respected its passage by gently surrendering to its departure.

Such is the beneficial presence of all newly born human beings. Yet our beneficial presence, as initially evidenced in the primal hug, is exchanged by us for an artificial presence as we grow up, a presence whose acquisition of clinging and possessive rules of engagement constitutes our culture’s rite of passage into adulthood. Our only remedy for this plight is a mindful recovery of the initial rules of engagement – as evidenced in our primal hug of embracement and release – that each of us instinctively embodied and exercised subliminally as newborns. These initial rules of engagement now await our conscious reclamation.

The short story of my life – and of everyone else’s life – has been told 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 initially endowed as a beneficial presence whose nature is unconditionally forgiving.

· “Then we got de-fined.” Each of us was invited to forsake our initial instinctive expression of our beneficial presence.

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

Given the universality of this story, I was once inclined to conclude that I had come to a silly planet, whose unforgiving outer reality fails to check with the instinctively forgiving inner reality of my being. What I have since concluded is that I do not experience this so-called “silly planet” as it is. I experience the world as I perceive my relationship with it to be. I experience my life, not as it is, rather as I am. Therefore, when it comes to making reality checks I invariably write my own, and all of my reality checks are payable to me. In reality, I am here for the purpose of living in a harmonious relationship to this planet, a harmonious relationship unique to my own way of being. How well I fulfill this purpose, in recovery of my forsaken beneficial presence, depends upon how effectively I address the five perennial questions with which my experience of this planet brings me face to face, the perennial questions of I-dentity, integrity, reality, appreciation, and release.

The perennial question of I-dentity asks me who I am.  The perennial question of integrity asks me “how so?” The perennial question of reality asks me what I shall make of the relationship between my I-dentity and my integrity. The perennial question of appreciation asks me how much I am willing to receive from that relationship. And the perennial question of release asks me how willing I am to allow my beneficial presence to be all that it can be.

In my contemplation of these perennial questions, I have composed or borrowed several short songlets that code appropriate responses to all five of them. I have employed lyrical coding because music is so effective at anchoring thought-forms in consciousness. For example, to this day I can still remember the advertising jingles for products that were sold 60 years ago, including products that themselves ceased to exist within a few years of their immortalization in my memory. [Their malady lingers on.]
While mere verbal coding anchors wisdom in mental memory only, musical coding anchors it in genetic memory. [For those who would like to know more about this, extensive literature on the interrelationships of music and genetics can be accessed online by searches that successively pair the word “music” with “genes,” “genetics,” “chromosomes,” and “DNA.”]

I also consider my songlets to be “responses” rather than “answers” to the five perennial questions, because anyone who presumes to have certain answers to perennial questions has thereby ceased all mindful inquiry into the meaning, purpose, and mission of human existence.

The first of my five songs addresses the perennial question of I-dentity, namely, the question of who I am in the long run, by which is meant the longest run of all: what is eternally true about me. The song sprang forth when I asked myself yet another and far more whimsical question: “If God had a theme song, what would it be?” And God replied,

[Everywhere I Go, Here I Am]

Though others have popularized a similar statement, “Wherever I go, there I am,” in my experience I have yet to find myself being “there.” “There” is always somewhere else than where I experience my presence to be, and so I am unable to have an experience of being elsewhere.

When I was young my father told me, “the only thing that’s certain is death and taxes.” Yet the certainties of death and taxes are relative, not absolute. Death is eventual, taxes are intermittent, and both belong to that all-inclusive category of relative certainties, the things that come to pass.   

I know of only one absolute certainty, a birthless, changeless, deathless certainty that never passes, a certainty that I did not, do not, and cannot create, nor can I de-create: Everywhere I go, here I am. The statement “here I am” I-dentifies my one-and-only absolute experience, to which all of my other experience is relative. “Here I am” is as absolute to my self’s being as the speed of light is absolute to the being of the cosmos overall. “Here I am” is the eternal neighborhood of my inner residence, no matter what momentary outer “here” I may choose to frequent in “Hi there!” space. There is never so much as a nanosecond of my existence in which “here I am” ceases to be the truth of my being. 
[Everywhere I Go, Here I Am]

“Here I am” is the only perception that prevails as if it were hard-wired into my consciousness. I am always and only here, even when the appearance seems otherwise. For example, a few hours after meeting me for the first time, my second mother-in-law whispered to my wife-to-be, “Noel isn’t always where he sits, is he?” My fiancé just laughed, having mastered the art of retrieving me from my seeming occasional self-displacement with a gentle, “Earth to Noel . . . Earth to Noel.” 

I also once had a secretary who remarked of my seemingly absent moments, "Noel is in his zone again." Far less forbearing were my military superiors. For instance, when my First Sergeant caught me outside my company area without a hat for the third day in a row – a most unsightly breech of military decorum – he bellowed: "McInnis, some people wake up and then they get up. Other people get up and then they wake up. You just get up." 

I accept all assessments of my misplaced presence of mind in good-humored self-recognition, for I know that in spite of every appearance to the contrary, there is no such thing as absence of mind, merely the misplacement of its presence. I am therefore quite at ease with my intermittent seeming to be elsewhere, because I know that however “out of it” I sometimes seem to be, one constant nonetheless prevails: even the “it” that I am seemingly out of is invariantly here, and is never somewhere else. 

[Everywhere I Go, Here I Am]

“Here I am” is universal. Here is always and only where I am. I've never been to a place where I arrived before I got there, nor have I ever arrived in a place to which I did not go. There is no place I can go where I will not arrive, nor is there any place where I can remain once I have left it. Everything’s here is unique to its own placement, and thus always within range of its own here-ing.

The homestead of my being is not a physical location. Its locale is in my psyche, where it transcends all other locality. I am at home in my state of being as my state of being, whether or not I remember that this is so. My relationship to the universe could not be more efficient, because it means that I can never be lost. Regardless of where I go I’m always here, even when I’m on the way from one place to another. And when a momentary experience of disorientation tempts me to say that I am lost, I simply remind myself, "I am not lost. I'm still here, right where I've always been and can always count on being. I've just momentarily misplaced my inner here in some outer one.”

[Everywhere I Go, Here I Am]

Not only is “here I am” universal, it is also inescapable. I have the absolute and eternal guarantee that was proclaimed in the song, “Hotel California”: I can check out any time I want, yet I can never leave. And when I do check out, it’s not someone else who has checked out, it is always and only I who has done so. And when I’m checked out, where is it that I am? It’s not somewhere else that I’ve checked out of, it’s here. Therefore, even though I may forget myself from time to time, I can never forget myself away, even with the assistance of drink, drugs, workaholism, or any other distraction. No addiction can overpower the truth that everywhere I go, here I am.
Not only is “here I am” universal and inescapable, it is indivisible. The word "individual" is defined as "an indivisible entity." And so I am. It is impossible for me to be outside of me, no matter how beside myself I sometimes may feel. Even though I have moments when I really do feel beside myself, it isn’t someone else who I am beside, and it isn’t somewhere else that I am feeling that way. I am feeling beside myself right here. Similarly, though I may also have moments when I meet myself coming and going, it isn’t someone else that I am meeting, and it isn’t somewhere else that the meeting takes place. I never have to go somewhere else in search of me because I am always and only right here, regardless of my body’s present location, and even when I leave it behind.  

[Everywhere I Go, Here I Am]

In addition to being universal, inescapable and indivisible, “Here I am” is irreversible. I cannot divorce myself. Since there is no place for me to exist beyond myself, I don’t have the option of unchoosing me. I have no choice to "take me or leave me," because I am eternally wedded to the homestead of my being, for better or worse, for richer or poorer, in sickness and in health, no matter where my experience of “here I am” may take me. Neither unto death nor after death is my marriage to “Here I am” forsaken.
Since I will never fail to arrive wherever I show up and will never be some other person that I meet when I get there, I am an incarnation of the omnipresence that religious teachings attribute to God.  “Here I am” is a cosmic commitment to my sovereign self-dominion. “Here I am” is an eternal abode wherein no one else can dictate my behavior unless I am taking their dictation – in which case I am still the one in charge of taking the dictation. Since nothing comes closer to absolute dictatorship than this, I can be grateful that this dictatorship is always and only on behalf of my own dominion of the realm of my own being.

[Everywhere I Go, Here I Am]

Lastly, my universal, inescapable, indivisible, and irreversible “here I am” is also ultimately irresistible. I once heard “home” defined as “the place that, when you go there, they have to take you in.” And so it is with the homestead of my being. No matter where I may stand, I cannot stand on any spot where I am not. No matter where I spot myself, here is where I am, forever taking myself in. And since I do not like the company of unforgiving persons, it behooves me not to be an unforgiving person myself. It is quite inconsistent for me to be like those whose company I am loath to keep.

This brings me to the second perennial question that everyone meets on Earth, the question of integrity. Given that my I-dentity shows up everywhere I go, the question of integrity asks “how is this so?”  

In addition to the metaphysical integrity of my here-I-am-ness, I also embody the physical integrity of the material cosmos. Just as a drop of ocean water bears the molecular image and likeness of the ocean’s waters overall, so does my body bear the molecular image and likeness of the cosmos overall. At least a trace of each of the universe’s 92 basic elements is included in the make-up of my body. In this regard, we are each quite literally a whole-universe catalog. The atoms in my body were created in numerous suns within and beyond the Milky Way Galaxy. My body is literally an assemblage of erstwhile far-flung stardust, temporarily resident in my body on its way to showing up in countless bodies yet unborn that my present stardust’s cosmic wanderlust is yet to encounter.

Furthermore, in accordance with the so-called “Law of Correspondence” – as above, so below, as within, so without – even as I outwardly bear the image and likeness of the cosmos, I also inwardly bear the image and likeness of God. As you may recall, when Moses asked God “whom shall I say sent me?” God replied, “I AM THAT I AM.” (Exodus 3:14) A literal translation of the original language in which this proclamation was recorded is “I am that which I am to become.” Accordingly, my eternal here-I-am-ness is the simultaneous “I AM” alpha of essence and “I AM” omega of my essence’s becoming.

 [God Dwells Within Me As Me]

Although I bear God’s image and likeness, this does not qualify me to claim that I am God. I am an emanation of God, not God in entirety, just as a ray of sunlight is an emissary of its solar host, bearing its image and likeness though not its totality. The groundedness of this distinction is apparent in an anecdote about the relationship between human and divine ingenuity, a story told as follows:

The scientific community, emboldened by humankind’s increasing command of molecular, atomic, and genetic engineering, technologies that were formerly employed only by God, decided that we had no further use for a deity.  A representative was chosen to inform God that He could take the rest of eternity off.

God, however, was not convinced. “Do you really think that you can create life from scratch exactly the way I did?”

“No problem,” said the scientist, as he stooped to pick up a handful of dirt.

“No, no,” said God. “That’s not the way I did it.”

“What do you mean?” asked the scientist.

“Get your own dirt.”

“Get your own dirt” is a contemporary version of the Biblical admonishment in which Job’s second-guessing of God is countered with God’s question, “Where wast thou when I laid the foundations of the earth?” (Job 38:4) A comparable perspective for non-believers is inherent in Carl Sagan’s recipe for baking a cake from scratch: “You begin by creating a universe.”  Each of us creates the universe of his or own experience because

[God Dwells Within Me As Me]

In keeping with God’s commandment to “Get your own dirt,” my body represents something that Earth’s dirt has turned into. Though my here-I-am-ness came into the Earth, my body came directly out of the Earth. Accordingly, if I am to be in but not of the earth as Jesus prescribed, I cannot confuse my body’s limitations with the unlimited consciousness that dwells within my body. My body’s limitation require my forgiveness, which can be as unlimited as my body’s consciousness-in-residence. In my own case, therefore, where other folks see “wrinkles” appearing on their aging faces, I see “character pleats” showing up on mine. Where others experience what they call a “hearing loss” I experience instead a “hearing gain,” the ability to hear things that people didn’t actually say. And where others see falling hair, I see a crew cut – from which the crew is deserting. I have adopted this attitude toward the infirmities that emerge from my body’s aging process, because there is nothing else quite so readily forgiving as a blameless sense of humor.

As I contemplate the infinite variety of bodies in which we human beings reside, I am sometimes amazed at what Earth’s dirt is able to turn into. And what is even more amazing to me is that the process by which dirt turns into my body represents a far more profound understanding of how to create and maintain a universe than I will ever have. Most amazing of all is that just as Earth’s dirt keeps turning itself into my own body so long as I am alive, so does this cosmic understanding continue to turn itself into my own consciousness.

[God Dwells Within Me As Me]

My relationship to cosmic stardust, Earth’s dirt, and to the intelligence that knows how to turn them both into my body, raises the third perennial question that everyone meets on Earth, the question of reality: what shall I make of the relationship between my I-dentity and my integrity?
In reality, each of us has a unique and unduplicable relationship. As author Marilyn Ferguson put it, “We are all students at M.S.U. – making stuff up.” Though we are all made up of the same stuff, each of us makes it up differently, and all of the stuff with which we do our making up pre-exists our doing so. In addition to the eternally truth-full fact that everywhere I go, here I am, another truth-full fact is that neither can one ounce of matter nor one quantum of energy ever be created or destroyed by me, only changed in form, no matter how sophisticated or proficient my make-up artistry may be. Since universal cosmology thus invariably prevails over my local cosmetology, I cannot, therefore, claim to be the creator of my own reality. 

I am just one of this world’s several billion local weavers of a universal fabric of existence that has long preceded my present contribution to its eternally ongoing refabrication. Reality works for me in correspondence with the way that I work reality as I fabricate my own relationship to it. I therefore create only my experience of reality, not reality itself. I consider this to be quite fortunate because otherwise, as a teenage member of one of my congregations said when an adult member proclaimed that she was God, “There goes the neighborhood.” The cosmos is far more stable than the affairs of any two-legged mouthpiece whom I have heard proclaiming to be its creator.

It stands to reason that since I experience reality as I perceive it, it behooves me to create an affirmative perception thereof. Hence my musically coded response to the perennial question of integrity.

[Every Little Cell]

None of us has more or less integrity than has anyone else. The perennial question of integrity is not whether or not I have it, nor how much of it I do or do not have. The perennial question of integrity is rather one of management: what do I make of it? Do I integrate wellbeing, or ill being? 

My integrity is a synthesis of my perceived I-dentity with my perceived reality, a synthesis that determines how I perceive my relationship to the world of my experience. The most immediate implication of this synthesis is acknowledged in Deepak Chopra’s proclamation that “Our cells eavesdrop on what we say and think about our bodies.” Our wellbeing or ill being shows up according to our conviction.

 [Every Little Cell]

In the time it takes for me to sing that song, my body burned up billions of blood cells. However, it also creates a comparable number of new blood cells, and creates them in the image and likeness of my temperament at the moment of its doing so. My cells attune the state of their being to the way I feel about myself. Since my body does an annual turnover of almost all of its cells, if I were to remain in the consciousness of “every little cell in my body is happy” for an entire year, the song would be a unqualified confirmation of my body’s cellular state, not only an affirmation thereof.

My integrity shows up as the correlation of my experience with my convictions. Whatever I convince myself to be so is reflected back to me as what I experience to be so. For instance, as long as I am convinced that no one can be trusted, I cannot develop a reliable relationship with anyone, myself included. My conviction that no one can be trusted includes me among those who are thus indicted.

Although my parents told me that some folks are not to be trusted, my experience has proven their assessment to be mistaken. Everyone can be trusted, for it is not that some persons are more or less trustworthy than others, rather that they are more or less reliable. I can trust everyone’s integrity to be either reliable or unreliable. I can trust a person of reliable integrity to be just as equally dependable as I can trust a person of unreliable integrity to be undependable.  

*************

I can also trust that the kind of folks who show up in my life are those whose integrity is consistent with my own. The cells in our social body also eavesdrop on what we say and think about them, and then show up accordingly, as Carl Sandburg portrayed in his epic poem, The People, Yes!. Sandburg wrote:

Who was that early sodbuster in Kansas?  He leaned at the gatepost and studied the horizon and figured what corn might do next year and tried to calculate why God ever made the grasshopper and why two days of hot winds smother the life out of a stand of wheat and why there was such a spread between what he got for grain and the price quoted in Chicago and New York.  

Drove up a newcomer in a covered wagon: "What kind of folks live around here?" "Well, stranger, what kind of folks was there in the country you come from?" "Well, they was mostly a lowdown, lying, thieving, gossiping, back-biting lot of people." "Well, I guess, stranger, that's about the kind of folks you'll find around here." 

And the dusty gray stranger had just about blended into the dusty gray cottonwoods in a clump on the horizon when another newcomer drove up: "What kind of folks live around here?" "Well, stranger, what kind of folks was there in the country you come from?" "Well, they was mostly a decent, hard-working, law-abiding, friendly lot of people." "Well, I guess, stranger, that's about the kind of folks you'll find around here."

And the second wagon moved off and blended with the dusty gray cottonwoods on the horizon while the early sodbuster leaned at his gatepost and tried to figure out why two days of hot winds smother the life out of a nice stand of wheat.

The ill wind of negative perception blows to no one any good. My experience of the physical universe corresponds to my psyche’s perceptual universe, my body included. So why not affirm wellbeing rather than ill-being?

*************

[Every Little Cell]

The reliable form of integrity has several brand names, including “authenticity”, “transparency”, and “being true to myself”. The reliability of all such brands of integrity is certified in the oft-quoted Shakespearean axiom: “To thine own self be true . . . and thou canst not then be false to any other man.” In other words, truth to self functions as a built-in crap detector. The more aware I am of my own crap, the more aware I also am of others’ crap. So long as I am without infidelity, I cannot be deceived by another’s infidelity . . . unless I allow myself to be deceived. 

It is for the sake of having a built-in crap detector that I employ my musically coded responses to the five perennial questions that we all meet on Earth. They serve a crap-detecting purpose for anyone who allows them room within their consciousness. For instance, a member of a church in which these songs were sung quite regularly was brutally mugged one day in a city park, being clubbed on the head and robbed of his billfold. He was taken to the nearest hospital emergency room, where he received a quick inspection of his wounds and some hasty first aid, and was lay unattended on a gurney for more than an hour.

The throbbing pain in his head convinced him that he was suffering from a concussion at best, if not a skull fracture at worst. As he lay there, sinking ever more deeply into despair, he heard in the back of his mind both the words and music to “Every Little Cell in My Body Is Happy.” Yet he was so preoccupied with the negative use of faith, and like the Biblical Job was inviting the thing he most greatly feared to come upon him, that he protested, “But the cells in my head aren’t happy!” 

Nonetheless the song persisted, having become firmly anchored in his consciousness on behalf of just such an occasion. The song eventually succeeded in distracting the attention he was devoting to his condition, and he yielded to its persistence. He began to hum the song, and then quietly to sing it. By the time the emergency room staff returned to care for him he was feeling almost cheerful, and was in need of only several stitches. He felt quite certain in retrospect that if he had not yielded to the spirit of the song, he would have been in far worse shape when he finally got full medical attention. The song had assisted him in forgiving a limited perception of his body’s ability to heal. 

My congregant’s experience was further evidence of what I said earlier about bodily infirmities: every body is capable of remarkable healing when its occupant is willing to forgive perceptions to the contrary.

 [Every Little Cell]

My friend was very grateful for the power of that songlet, which brings us to the fourth perennial question that everyone meets on Earth, the question of appreciation: in reality, how much am I willing to receive?

As every realtor knows, appreciation means increase of value. Appreciation increases the value of everything, not only of real estate. Appreciation is a universal valuing principle, because whatever I appreciate grows proportionately in my consciousness, and therefore in my experience as well, and thereby increases the overall value of my existence.

The perennial question of appreciation is twofold: on what do I place value and to what do I add value? Only that upon which I place value, or to which value is added by me, is increased in my experience thereof. And nothing is more value-additive than a grateful heart. 

 [My Heart Sings . . .]

How much I am willing to receive is measured by my felt gratitude for who I am and what I value. First and foremost, gratitude is self-appreciating. Gratitude initially increases the value of the person who is grateful, for that is the person in whom the appreciation originates. The grace that exudes from an appreciative person is exemplified by the central character in the movie, I Am Sam, who tells all the customers in the Starbucks coffee shop where he is employed that what they have ordered is “a wonderful choice.” Sam is an embodiment of the ultimate choice that God commended to the itinerant wanderers being led by Moses to the promised land: "I have set before you life and death . . . therefore choose life." (Deuteronomy 30:19) 

[My Heart Sings . . .]

The opposite of appreciation is depreciation, the diminishment of value that accompanies all forms of deprecation. Just as appreciation increases the perceived value of all and everything thus appreciated, so does deprecation diminish one’s perceived value of all and everything. The difference between appreciative and depreciative consciousness is starkly contrasted in one of Bob Dylan’s famous lyrical phrases: “He not busy being born is busy dying.”

I am busier with dying than with being born whenever I deprecate those who actually deserve my greatest appreciation, namely my enemies. I have more to learn from my perceived enemies than I do from those who agree with me. For instance, when a young girl asked the Dalai Lama who had been his greatest teacher, he grinned, "This answer may surprise you. Although I have had many brilliant and inspiring influences in my life, I have to say that my very strongest teacher, without a doubt, was Chairman Mao. Because of our opposing views on the future of Tibet, many hardships were experienced over a period of many years. If it wasn't for Mao, I would not have had the opportunity to truly learn about tolerance and forgiveness."
As Kahlil Gibran observed of himself, “I have learnt silence from the talkative, tolerance from the intolerant, and kindness from the unkind; yet strange, I am ungrateful to these teachers.” To assist us in being more appreciative of those who curse, hate, despitefully use and persecute us – the enemies whom Jesus commanded us to love (Matthew 5:44) – someone has written a book entitled, Thank You for Being Such a Pain.
How is it that my enemies merit my love and gratitude? As the Dalai Lama has proclaimed, those whom I experience as my enemies are my ultimate spiritual teachers, because their presence provides me with the opportunity to enhance and develop tolerance, patience, and understanding as they thereby create a potential opening for the expression of my compassion. Therefore, in honor of my perceived enemies I have another song of gratitude:

 [Oh, How Lucky I Am]

I was once the facilitator of a prayer group in which one participant reported that our prayers seemed to be working against him. When I asked him why he felt that way he replied, “Two weeks ago I asked you all to pray for me to become a more loving person. So far it hasn’t worked, because since then 50 scoundrels have come into my life.” (He actually used a far stronger word than “scoundrels.”)

I held out my hand to him and said, “Congratulations! That is one of the most powerful demonstrations of prayer that I have ever witnessed. Most people would have attracted only a handful of difficult people by their intention to become more loving.”

He was completely nonplussed. “I don’t understand,” he said.

“It’s quite simple,” I assured him. “If after your declared intention to be a more loving person, 50 loving persons came into your life, would they have required you to become more loving? Most  unlikely. Your intention to be more loving was so powerful that you attracted 50 opportunities to become so.”

“Oh,” he said, “that’s how it works.” And that is the way it works. Every intention attracts to me whatever it takes for me to live up to that intention. I can either do whatever it takes to remove the reasons why my intention is not already fulfilled, or I can continue to have those reasons rather than my intention’s fulfillment. This is the basis for George Bernard Shaw’s caveat, “Be careful what you ask for, because you might get it.” Things so seldom show up as I expect them to, that I had best welcome everything that comes into my life:

[Oh, How Lucky I Am]

Luck is sometimes defined as the intersection of preparation and opportunity. With the exception of so-called “dumb luck,” lucky people are those who see opportunities that remain invisible to those who are not thus tuned to possibility. One of the greatest blinders to such opportunity is unforgiveness of past misfortune. So long as my attention is thus focused on misfortune, whether past or present, I am thereby prevented from tuning in to any good fortune, even if it is staring me in the face. Unforgiveness may therefore be characterized as the intersection of resentment and unrecognized opportunity.

Another way of blinding myself to opportunity is to occupy my attention with trying to figure out why I don’t have more of it. This brings me to the fifth perennial question that everyone meets on Earth, the question of release: how willing am I to allow my beneficial presence to be all that it can be?

To release is to let go, and to let go is the opposite of “go figure.”

[I Don’t Want to Figure Myself Out]
One of humankind’s most illusory notions is the assumption that somebody, somewhere, has got his or her life figured out, and that the key to one’s own salvation is to find out who that is and take their workshop. Yet trying to figure out who has already figured him or herself out merely compounds my underlying assumption that I myself am “out of it.” 

Figuring myself out contradicts the ultimate figure-ground relationship of my being, the nature of which is wholeness. Wholes exist as their parts, while parts exist as their wholeness. Yet whatever I focus upon with only my senses and/or my thinking, I thereby perceive as a localized figure detached from the universal ground of its existence. And whenever I make myself the focus of such localizing perception, I am essentially taking out a contract on my own life. As I acknowledged earlier, I am in my being as my being, rather than separate from or other than my being. When I perceive myself and its being as a duality, I am unable to comprehend the true nature of my existence: myself as its being, in dual unity. I see myself apart from the choir of universal being, even though in truth I am an integral part of that choir. I deny my eternal membership in the only organization that welcomes everyone: the cosmos as a whole.

The alternative to figuring myself out is to allow my beneficial presence to be all that it can be. Accordingly, the appropriate response to the question of release is to raise my own allowance.

 [I Don’t Want to Figure Myself Out]
The attempt to figure myself out is a psychological dis-ease, to which I succumb by assuming that something is wrong with me. This dis-ease may be classified as PSFS: Perceptual Self-Fixation Syndrome. The assumption that something is wrong with me presumes that I need fixing, and all such fixing results in self-fixation – being so stuck in myself that I experience being in a fix.

Fortunately, I have known of an antidote to my own tendency toward self-fixation ever since my early childhood. Since the age of six, whenever I have felt myself to be in a fix, I have gone to the nearest creek to find solace by contemplating the flow of its water. The first time I did this was by happenstance, after my divorced mother was remarried to a farmer, and I was removed from the town where all of my friends resided to a lonely existence in the country where there were no young children of my age on any of the neighboring farms. While exploring a creek that ran through my step-father’s farm, I completely forgot about my concerns in contemplation of its flowing water. From that time onward, whenever I felt lonely or otherwise distraught, I returned to the creek to calm my troubled state. 

In the summer of my forty-first year, when I was in an unusually despairing fix, the creek from which I sought solace was one that alternately tumbled and meandered along a twisted course down a mountain slope. Its sequence of alternating stretches of white water and quiet water reminded me of the stream of my own consciousness, as well as of the pattern of my life. I wondered what the creek, if it had a voice, would have to tell me about the fix I was then in. This moved me to sit down by the creek, and allow an inner voice to respond to my wonderment as follows: 

Be,

as water is,

without friction.

Flow around the edges

of those within your path.

Surround within your ever-moving depths

those who come to rest there—

enfold them, while never for a moment holding on.

Accept whatever distance

others are moved within your flow.

Be with them gently

as far as they allow your strength to take them,

and fill with your own being

the remaining space when they are left behind.

When dropping down life's rapids,

froth and bubble into fragments if you must,

knowing that the one of you now many

will just as many times be one again.

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

quietly await your next beginning.

Ever since I recorded the above message, I have only to contemplate its words in order to calm a troubled state of my being. Among the many things I have learned from such contemplation is that the only thing that goes with the flow is a dead fish, whose deadness represents the utter fixation of being totally figured out of its own Earthly flow within the greater cosmic flow, and the corresponding cessation of its Earthly being in the flow. The only way for me to be in the cosmic flow is to be the flow of my own beneficial presence as its flow. This is why I continually advise myself

[I Don’t Want to Figure Myself Out]
To be in but not of the world as Jesus counseled, I must understand how I figure into the worldly scheme of things rather than figure myself out of its scheme. Although figuring myself in is a task that can be done only for myself, each self who does this is a living clue to how it may be done by other selves. My own best way of being in but not of the world was profoundly clarified for me in the hours that followed the morning during which I sat riveted to my television set on September 11, 2001, watching the collapse of the World Trade Center’s Twin Towers. I knew that what was happening was a defining moment in the identity of every person on the planet, because how one sees oneself in relationship to such a tragedy is an x-ray view of one’s inmost sense of who one is.

While sounding the depths of my being in the immediate aftermath of 9/11, I figured myself into but not of the world as follows:

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a further extension of humankind’s inhumanities to other human kindred. 

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a reactionary impulse that creates me in the image of those whose own impulses I outwardly discredit. 

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than an instrument of the either/or retaliatory perspective that feeds the cycle of mutual vengeance and revengeance. 

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than an agent of those whose purpose is to shape, direct, instruct or otherwise conform me to their own purposes.
· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a mere defender of the things that I possess, of the thoughts that I profess, and of the feelings that I express. 

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than an expression of self-defeating teachings, preachments and ideologies, of outworn trends and fashions, of conventional wisdoms handed down, of yesterday’s reasons handed over, and of momentary meanings that last only for a season. 

The figure-ground relationship of being a beneficial presence in this world is a state of grace that I wear as an ongoing aspiration, rather than as a fully accomplished fact, because I still sometimes bear witness expressions of what I know myself to be truly so much more than. My ultimate fidelity to my own being can prevail only as I forgivingly release myself from whatever obscures the generous truth to which my initial handclasp and deepest intuitions have both testified: I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned. In other words, I am here to be mindfully in the state of grace that has been instinctively present within me since the first finger was placed in my newborn hand.
[I Don’t Want to Figure Myself Out]
And so it is that I say to everyone who hears this recording, as each of you goes forth to your own ongoing encounter with the five perennial questions that all of us meet on Earth,

Stay in the grace!

Until ten years ago, every time I contemplated how each of us is initially endowed with an unconditionally forgiving nature, and how we have since forsaken the initial expression of our beneficial presence, I was inclined to conclude that I had come to a silly planet, whose unforgiving outer reality fails to check with the forgiving inner reality of my being. 

And then one day this recurrent reality check was cancelled, during a hypnotherapy session in which I was regressed to the state of my consciousness that immediately preceded my present incarnation. During this pre-life regression, I became privy to the briefing that I received in prospect of my present life journey. The briefing was a direct implant of absolute intuition, whose coding within me was devoid of verbal content, visual dimensionality, or any other relative mental or sensory construct. 

Accordingly, my comprehension of the briefing is what psychologists call “state-dependent,” a technical term for “you had to be there.” Only as I contemplate my experience of having “being there,” can I consciously relate to them in a way that makes it possible for me to consciously relate from them as well. The only way I have been able to relate my pre-incarnational briefing is via an allegory that I wrote after many years of contemplating its essence, a story that gives fictional form to the briefing’s ineffable substance. My pre-incarnational briefing experience was analogous to the following narrative:

The Essence that was about to incarnate peered apprehensively at its impending destination. Before it was the spinning, orbiting sphere of its next abode, a patchworked splendor of blue, green, brown and white. The Essence was fascinated by the patchwork’s roundabout display. While its other colors remained stationary, the scattered forms of whiteness performed whirly dances, whose circularity seemed to be in synchrony with the rotational and orbital motions of the sphere that their rhythms so gracefully wraithed. 

The dancing patches of whiteness conveyed an ambience of being utterly at home in that place where the Essence would soon be making its own abode as well.

And then the Briefing commenced: “For all of the brilliance and beauty that you see from this perspective, much darkness prevails in the world out of and into which you are choosing to incarnate.”

“And that,” the Essence replied, “is why I am incarnating there – to be a beneficial presence by bringing some of its darkness forth into the light.”

“Most certainly,” was the Briefing’s confirming response. “Such is every being’s original intention for choosing incarnation in that place.” 

The Briefing continued. “The darkness of which I speak represents this destination’s lack of enduring love. With a handful of exceptions, every being who chooses to go to this world with the intention of expressing the love that it brings with it, most are rather quick to forsake their intention.”

“Why is that?” the Essence asked.

“Because that place has no love to offer that is not an echo of the love that is brought by those who choose to incarnate there. Nonetheless, almost all who do incarnate there tend to mistake the outer echoes of their love for the love that resonates within them. Thus misguided, they look to the echoes of others’ love for their own experience of love, rather than to their own love’s inner source. They take their sustenance from love’s outer feedback, rather than feed on their own love’s inner substance.”

“I don’t understand,” the Essence said. “Why would I look to outward echoes of love rather than toward their inward source?”

“That’s what happens when you underestimate the powerfully seductive influence of their distraction.”

“Why would I succumb to their distraction?”

The Briefing replied enigmatically: “The answer to that question is a paradox, which is peculiar to each being who asks it. Your own particular understanding of the paradox will occur to you only as you become sufficiently mindful, first to raise that very same question after you have allowed your own inner source of love to be eclipsed by self-distraction with love’s echoes – a condition that the inhabitants there call “narcissism” – and having raised the question, to live persistently in its light until your eclipsed loving inner source has been uncovered.”

“Uncovered from what?” the Essence asked.

“Uncovered from your false identification with the echoes.”

“And uncovered by what?” the Essence further inquired.

“By your withdrawal of the power with which you addictively enable love’s echoes to distract you.”

“Perhaps . . . I won’t understand this paradox until I’ve had the experience you are referring to?”  

“Most certainly,” was the Briefing’s confirming response as it continued.

“Your greatest challenge in the place to which you are going will be to remain mindful of your primary intention, which is to be there always and only as a beneficial presence. Such is the initial intention of every being who chooses this particular abode of incarnation. Yet almost every being who incarnates there sooner or later forgets its primal intention to be a beneficial presence. And so it will more than likely be with you.” 

“And if I do forget my primal intention, what hope do I have of remembering, once I have forgotten?”

“However forgetful you may become, your intention to be always and only a beneficial presence can never be fully extinguished. As you well know right now, this intention is eternal to your nature. Nor will you ever loose your power to recall this intention and thereby establish your residency in that place as the beneficial presence that you are.”

 “If I have heard you correctly,” the Essence said half-inquiringly, “I am going to a destination where I will find no love other than that which is reciprocal of my outward expression of the love that I bring with me . . ?”  

“Most certainly,” was the Briefing’s confirming response. “Nor will you find anything else there that is not likewise self-reciprocal. Everything you experience there will be an echo of your own self-perception. You will see and hear only resemblances of your assessment of your own being. Your destination is a hall of echoes and mirrors in that regard, a place where the consciousness from which you perceive is the consciousness with which you receive.”

“So . . . my purpose for going there is . . . to better know myself?”

“Most certainly,” was yet again the Briefing’s confirming response. “Your purpose is not to forget, or to recall if you do forget, that have incarnated there as a beneficial presence, for the purpose of learning what it means to be a beneficial presence while having the experience of incarnation.”

“To recall that I am love incarnate in a place that has no love for me in and of itself.”

“More precisely, a place where no enduring love exists for you other than resoundings of the enduring love that you yourself express, resoundings that invariably diminish in their intensity when not continually nurtured by the love that you incarnate. The place to which you are going can lovingly resound to you only your outward expression of your own enduring love. If you go to this place in search of an experience of enduring love other than that which you incarnate, you will despair of ever finding it. 

“All experience of enduring love resides always and only in your own consciousness of your own loving essence, which you eternally experience as being “here” no matter which “there” you may go to. Yet most who go to this place, even though they bring with them their own unique incarnation of eternally enduring love, choose to settle for less. Instead of love that has no season, they settle for love that has a reason, and all love that has a reason has a season. Though the faculty of reasoning itself eternally endures, all particular reasons are transient. Thus every reason for loving has a beginning and an end. 

“Only the eternal love that you incarnate has no reason, and thus likewise has no season. The purpose of your love is your love itself, both the means and the end of its own existence. That is why the only non-seasonal love to be experienced by you is the enduring love that forever resides within you. Enduring love for you exists only as a resounding of the love that endures as you in the depths of your own being.”

“How may I avoid settling for love that has a season?” the Essence asked. 

“To begin with,” the Briefing proceeded, “by forgiving yourself for doing so in the first place. And when you have forgiven yourself, by next forgiving the world for being so adaptive to your lapses of mindfulness. And, in any event and in all events, by remembering that while you must necessarily look to directions offered by others, in order to establish and maintain your bearings there, you are not to become dependent on anyone else’s sense of direction for you.”

“Why is that?”

“Your knowledge of your own direction is superior to that which any and all others may perceive it to be.”

The Essence quietly pondered this instruction for some time, then asked, “Does this mean that I am therefore not to depend on others for their approval either?”

“Because?” the Briefing inquired.

“Because they could be wrong?”

“Most certainly,” was the Briefing’s confirming response. “Being mindful of other’s directions is just as essential there as it is anywhere else in eternity. Yet by depending on others’ directions – even the directions that you are receiving right now – you forsake the integrity of your own inner bearings.”

Another reflective silence preceded the conclusion of the Briefing.

“If you will commit to remembering a couple of things about the place to which you are going, they will remind you of all else that is worth remembering as well.”

“And what are those two things?” the Essence eagerly inquired.  

“Just as you shall be, at the very beginning of your own incarnation, every new arrival is fully present in and as the love that it incarnates. Any new arrival is capable of reminding you of your primal intention to be a beneficial presence in that world. You have merely to place the finger of your incarnation in the hand of its incarnation, and it will show you all that you need to remember about your purpose for being there.”

“And the other reminder is?” the Essence inquired.

“I have noticed your fascination with the swirling patches of white that grace your destination. The fluid substance that gives them form is your other guide to the remembering of your mission. The at-homeness with which this substance is imbued reflects the beneficial presence of your own being. Your contemplation of its fluidity can be relied upon to remind you of your own eternal bearings amidst the many distractions that will continually beset you there. Its fluidity embodies the loving wholeness of all being, your own included, the nature and memory of which it may bear to you when you have forgotten that the very same wholeness forever resides within your own being as well. To comprehend the fluidity of this substance is to restore your intuition of the beneficial presence of love’s fluidity in and as your own being.”

Upon hearing this, the Essence’s apprehension about its forthcoming incarnation was dissipated in a joyful acknowledgment, “So I shall not be without a witness to my own being in that world, because such witness is just as internal to the form that I take there as it is to the formlessness that my form incarnates.”

“Most certainly,” was the Briefing’s confirming response.

The silence that ensued this insight resounded with intimations of eternity.

“You are now complete?” the Briefing inquired.

“Most certainly,” was the Essence’s confirming response.
I shall speak only a bit more about the adult-eration that I am recovering from, which pales in significance to what is thereby being recovered. What I am recovering from is the karma of dramatization, my rehearsal, re-rehearsal, and re-re-re-rehearsal of my ain’t it awfulism. Although a hearse is meant to bear my deadness only once, I used to continue rehearsing it ad infinitum. I was among the walking wounded whom the poet, Rabindranath Tagore described when he lamented, “I have spent my days tuning and untuning my instrument, while the song I came to sing remains unsung.” I couldn’t sing the tune I came to carry because I was too busy singing the oldest tune of all, the one entitled “The Malady Lingers On.”

Most of us have a tendency to dramatize our stressful scripts of ain’t it Awfulism. This tendency is worthy of classification as an official malady called PDSS (post dramatic stress syndrome). Although occasional distress is a natural consequence of being alive, its dramatization is always optional. Hence the counsel of Jesus: Although we are certain to experience tribulation in this world, by being of good cheer we may overcome its travails even as he did. (John 16:33, NIV)

Post dramatic stress syndrome shows up in many guises, one of which is known as AMGT (acute metaphysical guilt trip), which I am inclined to characterize as “metaphyzzling.” Metaphyzzling is the fine art of importing the devil, which is what many folks do after letting go of the illusion that “the devil made me do it.” Importing the devil is the syndrome of claiming to be helpless in the face of one’s own power to help oneself. The scripting of this version of ain’t it awfulism begins with the line, “I couldn’t help it.”

The nefarious purpose served by my dramatization of distress is revealed by its acronym: D.O.D. Dramatization of distress is my internal department of defense, which stays on active duty until I am willing to declare, “the defense rests.” 

The agenda of everyone’s home-made internal defense department has been epitomized in a talking blues song, composed by singer/songwriter Chuck Pyle. I have tweaked Chuck’s lyrics a bit, to more accurately represent my own particular case.

I woke up the other morning to a meeting in my head.

My ego had formed a terrorist group – and I knew what lay ahead.

There'd be death threats on my confidence and extortions of my heart,

And I'd have to remain in control so as not to fall apart.

So I called my new-age girlfriend, who'd self-helped herself for years,

And asked her how I could overcome all of my inner fears.

She said that force would only drive ‘em deeper, I’d have to love my fears away.

But she sounded so together, that I was ashamed of being afraid.

So I called my local talk show radio therapist of the air.

She told me to write myself little love notes and paste 'em up everywhere.

She said it was not good to be ashamed, I should get therapy or meditate,

And right then I realized that I felt guilty . . . that I was ashamed . . . of being afraid.

She said "thank you for sharing," and put me on hold,

And I hung right up ‘cause I just knew she was trying to trace the call.

Then I said "I know I'm in there," and I walked over to the mirror to see,

and I said "If I don't come out with my hands up, I'm coming in after me."

I know my inner child's enraged, but all my outer man can say

is that I'm angry . . . that I feel guilty . . . that I'm ashamed . . . of being afraid.

Well it was right about then that my inner terrorists called a general strike.

And there I was on northwest 23rd street in Portland, Oregon, 

standing more or less halfway between reality and the New Renaissance book store,

being smack-dab at the supposed conscious evolution center of the known universe . . .

not being totally present.

I could'a been busted!

So I ran right home, turned off the phone, and changed the message:  

"Hi!  It's me! If I should return while I'm gone, please detain me until I get back."

Then I called this twelve-step friend of mine who I thought might maybe know

just why I feel so crazed these days like a psycho-desperado.

He took me to his support group and I shared about my rage,

And they said, “Well everyone's addicted to anger these days, it's the rage this day and age.”

So I said, "You mean I'm addicted to being angry for feeling guilty that I'm ashamed of being afraid?"

And they said "Yup!"  

So I asked, "Well, whatever happened to 'Keep it Simple'?"

And they said, "Easy does it."

And then I said, “Oh, my God, 

forgive us all this day our daily dread,

and grant me the serenity 

to accept the things I cannot change.”
                  “Keep It Simple,” © Chuck Pyle 
As this song so forgivingly indicates, what I am recovering from is the anarchy of my inner terrorists – my psyche’s imported devils, the fearful, guilt-ridden, shaming, angry, and blameful inner drama coaches who refuse to forgive themselves their daily dread as they rage against the past that they are powerless to change, while refusing to take responsibility for what can be changed right now.

Only as I stop financing my unforgiving inner terrorists by ceasing to dramatize them may I recover what they obscure: my original nature as an unconditionally forgiving, beneficial presence. Forgiving my daily dread is prerequisite to my attainment of the serenity with which to disarm my inner terrorist group. My recovery from my daily dread consists of my uncovery of the loving beneficial presence that I have eclipsed in the process of becoming dysfunctionally adult-erated.

*************

Trying to figure out “what’s so” about myself is approximately as fruitful as the endeavor to freeze-dry the flight pattern of a butterfly. The futility of figuring out the meaning of things is epitomized in a poem by John D. Engle, Jr., entitled “The Seeker”:

His purpose was to bare

the bones of meaning,

strip away superfluous

skin and fat.

He spoke of this

as a kind of mental weaning.

He said, “I can find truth

if I do that.”

So he proceeded,

and here’s what he won:

some bits of flesh

and a bloody skeleton.

But unperturbed

he still made science his art.

“Truth’s in the bones:

I must split them apart.”

He split the bones

down to their very centers

and searched in vain for truth

among the splinters.

He then rose undefeated

from the dead.

“It is quite clear

truth is not here,” he said.

The last I heard,

he still was going strong,

dissecting the throat of a bird

in search of song.

Once again, my most likely reward for endeavoring to figure myself out is an epitaph that echoes poet Rabindranath Tagore’s lament, “I have spent my days tuning and untuning my instrument, while the song I came to sing remains unsung.”

[I Don’t Want to Figure Myself Out]

*************

I am far better off in the truth of my being than I am in figuring it out, for as someone has so truthfully observed concerning the truth of all being, “Life is not a problem to be solved, it is a mystery to be lived.”

The essence of release is surrender, a term that many of us avoid using because we don’t understand what it truly means. Literally, the verb “to sur-render” means “to render unto.” In Religious Science, scientific treatment of our mind from a spiritual perspective consists of rendering the realization of our good unto the power of the law of attraction by getting ourselves out of the way.

[I Don’t Want to Figure Myself Out]

I will elaborate more extensively on the practice of release in the sequel to today’s presentation. For now I will conclude with a prescription for surrender that was revealed to me just shortly before my initial encounter with the teachings of Ernest Holmes. 

A few months before I discovered Religious Science and the practice of treating my mind as a spiritual instrument, I was given the essence of spiritual mind treatment in a moment of direct revelation. It came to me while I was in the middle of one of my life’s dreariest hallway experiences. 

You’ve heard the saying, “When God closes one door, he opens another . . . but his hallways are a bitch.” It was during the hallway experience that immediately preceded my awakening to the Science of Mind that I disabused myself of a mistaken idea of what it means to surrender and let go, namely, the idea of “going with the flow.” 

I now recognize that the only thing that goes with the flow is a dead fish. Living is a matter of being one’s own flow, which is the only true means of getting oneself out of one’s own way while yet being on one’s own way.

As I was groping my way through my hallway experience, I sought solace from my situation by walking along a stream of water, which on this occasion was a creek that alternately tumbles and meanders down a mountain slope into the Roaring Fork River south of Aspen.

I was struck by the stark contrast between the creek’s turbulent and calm stretches, which seemed to emulate the stream of my consciousness, as well as the uneven rhythm of my life’s alternately tumultuous and tentative course. Honoring an urge to tune in on what this correspondence might be telling me, I sat down and solicited the creek’s advice: "If you were literate, what message would you have for me?"

As a consequence of asking that question, I received a prescription for blameless turning from all conditions. 
 [FLOW]

This prescription for blameless living has been so powerful in my life that blameless living – a.k.a. as “forgiveness” – is now the focus of my ministry. I am preparing a book on the subject of self-forgiveness, and am sending out free weekly e-mail messages on blameless living that are modeled on the “Daily Guides” that appear in Science of Mind magazine. I am teaching an online course in forgiveness, maintaining a website entitled “Choosing Forgiveness,” supporting the development of a global “Forgiveness First Initiative” that networks persons who are willing to make the release of all grievances their top priority, and Internetworking the establishment of an annual global holiday called International Forgiveness Day. 

I will conclude this presentation by sharing with the declaration that I was moved to write in response to the events of September 11, 2001, concerning what it means to me to be my own flow:   

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a further extension of humankind’s inhumanities to other human kindred.

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a reactionary impulse that creates me in the image of those whose own impulses I claim to discredit.

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than an instrument of the either/or mentality of retaliation that feeds the cycle of mutual vengeance and revengeance.

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than an agent of those whose purpose is to shape, direct, instruct or otherwise conform me to their objectives.

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a mere defender of the things that I possess, of the thoughts that I profess, and of the feelings that I express.

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a mere representation of self-defeating teachings, preachments and ideologies, of outworn trends and fashions, of conventional wisdoms handed down, of yesterday’s reasons handed over, and of momentary meanings that last only for a season.

Through Ernest Holmes, Religious Science and spiritual mind treatment have come to us by grace, in supplort of our being the beneficial presence of Spirit that we are.

Stay in the grace!

REALIZATION (1): Every Little Cell in My Body Is Happy
Having recognized the truth of my being, and having unified myself in consciousness with the truth of my being, the third step in the spiritual treatment of my mind is called “realization.” To real-ize something is to make it real by demonstrating its reality in my own experience.

Ernest Holmes’ realization of the unification, oneness and interconnectivity of all things in the universe was expressed in his proclamation, “Everything in the universe exists for the harmonious good of every other part. The universe is forever uniting what is harmonious and diminishing what is not.” In other words, the universe is a beneficial presence, and as creatures who have come out of the universe, we are likewise beneficial presences. Flowers blossom, trees branch, Earth peoples. We don’t come into the universe, we emerge from the universe, as representatives and ambassadors to one another of the universe’s beneficial presence.

Once I have recognized the absolute truth of the oneness and interconnectivty of all things in the universe, and I have unified myself in consciousness with that truth, I am empowered to demonstrate this truth in any area of my life that I would like to experience differently. There is no situation or condition to which this truth does not apply, and no situation or condition has the power to exempt me from the demonstration of this truth. Concerning the power of realization, Holmes wrote, “The possibility of demonstrating does not depend upon environment, condition, location, personality or opportunity.”  (SOM 174/5)  

The possibility of demonstration depends on one thing, and one thing only: realized intention. It is the nature of every sincerely heart-felt intention to attract the essential means of it own fulfillment. Random, conditional and merely well-meant intentions tend not to attract the means of their own fulfillment, and when they do a lack of sincere, heart-felt desire for their fulfillment is likely to leave the availability of such means unnoticed. It is only our sincerely heart-felt intentions that are guaranteed of self-fulfillment.

 [Every Little Cell]

If I were to sing this song regularly for the next 80 years, I would not only outlive everyone else I would be joyously happy in the process. Such is the potential power of unwavering affirmation. For instance, my body uses up 50,000,000 red blood cells every time I sing this song. At the same time, it simultaneously produces 50,000,000 new red blood cells to take their place. And so it is throughout my body’s constituency as a whole. 

As a cosmically unified being – whether I recognize it or not – I am a vehicle for the flow-through of the cosmic energy of creation and re-creation. And when I do consciously recognize this truth and unify my intentions with this truth, and realize this truth with sincere, heart-felt intention, I am thereby empowered to demonstrate this truth.
[Every Little Cell]

Since my body replaces almost all of its cells every year, almost none of the atoms that were in my body a year ago are in my body now. In the case of my own body, by the end of this month I will have replaced its content 66 times. Since I am constantly replacing my body, I am therefore also constantly either re-creating or newly creating my body’s experience. 

If I were to ask you “How old is your nose,” you would most likely reply with your chronological age. That would be correct.  It would also be correct to say that your nose is one year old. Yet the best news of all is that your nose is ageless from the perspective of its atomic constituency. 

If I were with sincere, heart-felt intention to sing the happy cells song for just 12 months, every little cell in my body would be happy, because my cells are created in the image and likeness of the state of my body/mind’s being at the moment of their creation. The state of my body and the state of my experience are both reflections of the state of my mind, which is why a change of mind creates a change of life.

[Every Little Cell]

As creatures who come out of the universe rather than into it, we have local jurisdiction over what its dirt turns into. I am utterly amazed at some of the things we choose to realize in our lives. Some of that amazement is expressed in a song written in the 1980’s by the New Age cowboy folk-singer, Chuck Pyle, which I have modified slightly in the light of my own experience.

[KEEP IT SIMPLE]

The complement to accepting what I cannot change is to change what I can change. Fortunately, faith in a positive outcome is always at hand, as well as the means to change our faith from negative to positive:

[Every Little Cell]

Addiction, anger, guilt, shame and fear are negative forms of faith. Each is a way in which we treat our minds scientifically from a negative spiritual perspective, by having faith in a self-negating outcome. Make no mistake about it, negative faith is no less spiritual than positive faith for all of its being counter-productive. Faith in negative outlooks can be very powerful, as Job testified when he said, “The thing I greatly feared has come upon me.” 

I once overheard a woman whose cancer had gone into remission express her fear of its return, with the metaphysical postscript “I just need more faith.” Yet she couldn’t possibly have more faith than she already had, because we are equally endowed with faith. None of us has more or less faith than any other, as evidenced in the equality of our faith in tomorrow’s presence of the sun. It is not the quantity of our faith that varies, rather the quality of its application. All that this woman actually required was a self-affirming application of the faith that she was investing in the possibility of a negative outcome. When all of our faith is self-affirming, there is nothing greatly feared that can come upon us.

 [Every Little Cell]

As Chuck Pyle’s song illustrates, although being my own homestead is a given, being at ease therein is not. The sense of belonging that feels like being at home exists only as I fully accept the one true companion that I can never leave or lose – the God that as me, in me, is me.

My intuition of what it means to feel at home was sparked by a post-World War II anecdote in the Reader’s Digest. A young girl was perched on a pile of baggage at Ellis Island while her immigrating parents were being processed as “displaced persons.” A sympathizing social worker remarked, “It’s too bad you don’t have a home.” The girl replied brightly, “Oh, we do have a home. We just don’t have a house to put it in.”

My deepest intuition of at-homely feeling attended a childhood displacement of my own, when I was briefly absent from the house in which I otherwise lodge the homestead of my being. 

During a so-called “near death experience” while I was ill with polio at the age of 12, I left my body to hover at the ceiling of my hospital room and nonetheless continued to be "here" in the homestead of my being while observing my body lying "there" below me, seemingly lifeless.  As two nurses removed another body from a bed across the room, one of the nurses nodded toward my body and said, "He's next."
I instantly and utterly refused her verdict.
My conscious choice to defy the nurse's prediction by returning the homestead of my being to its temporary container was a "near life" experience for me. I have never felt closer to my whole-self's being - my indestructibly integral, unique individuality - than I did while choosing to resume my bodily incarnation. I have ever since known, without reservation, that being my own homestead is forever, with or without a body. Inhabiting my body is just a temporary housing project that shelters the homestead of my being for an entropy-weathering season.
In honor of my "near life" experience, I have forgiven my body's aging and eventual death, knowing that no new beginning experienced during this lifetime can be even one hundredth as awesome as the new beginning that awaits me upon permanently taking leave of my present incarnation. I have ceased to fear death in respect for my greater life’s eternal here-I-am. With or without this body, here at home is where I always and only am. 

Rather than fear death, I consider its postponement to be the ultimate exercise of delayed gratification. The exercise consists of enhancing my experience of the delay. The affirmations that Ernest Holmes compiled in his Declaration of Principles support me in enhancing my experience of death’s delay:
· We believe in the direct revelation of Truth through the intuitive and spiritual nature of the individual, and that any person may become a revealer of Truth who lives in close contact with the Indwelling God.

· We believe that the Universal Spirit, which is God, operates through a Universal Mind, which is the Law of God; and that we are surrounded by this Creative Mind which seizes the direct impress of our thought and acts upon it.

· We believe in the healing of the sick through the power of this Mind.

· We believe in the control of conditions through the power of this Mind.

[Every Little Cell]

I vigorously employ throughout my ministry the enchantments of Religious Science that I am sharing with you today, with the objective of anchoring in consciousness the thought forms that they represent. The validity of my objective has been confirmed by many persons. My favorite confirmation is that of a member of my congregation who was mugged in a city park. After being clubbed on the head, he was robbed of his billfold. Taken by a passerby to the nearest hospital emergency room, he was allowed to lie unattended on a gurney, for more than an hour following a hasty inspection of his wound.

The throbbing pain in his head convinced him he was suffering from a concussion at best, if not a skull fracture at worst. As he was lying there assuming the worst, sinking ever more deeply into despair, for some inexplicable reason he began to hear in the back of his mind both the words and music to “Every Little Cell in My Body Is Happy.” Since the song was at that moment the farthest thing from his mind, he protested, “But the cells in my head are NOT happy!” He was practicing the negative use of faith, inviting the thing he most greatly feared to come upon him. 

Nonetheless the song persisted, because it had become firmly anchored in his consciousness on behalf of just such an occasion. As it succeeded in distracting the attention he was devoting to his condition, he yielded to its persistence. He began to hum along with it, and then to sing it quietly. He told me that by the time the emergency room staff got around to him he was feeling fine. And he confessed to being quite certain that if he had not yielded to the song, he would have been in real bad shape when he finally got medical attention.

[Every Little Cell]

This man’s experience exemplified my rationale for making these enchantments known. Once we musically anchor and thus embody their thought forms in our consciousness, they tend to arise spontaneously in our awareness whenever it is appropriate for them to do so.

I also have an alternate enchantment for realization of the experience I wish to create. While the intention of “Every Little Cell in My Body Is Happy” is to invoke an experience of inner harmony, my alternate enchantment intends to invoke the experience of external harmony.

REALIZATION (2): Oh, How Lucky I Am
The next time you are meditating or contemplating the eternal verities, ask yourself, “Where does the beat go when I don’t keep it? Where does the song go when I am not singing it? And where did the song come from - where was it before it was written? All of these questions have the same answer. Both the beat and the song come from and return to the same place, the universal “here I am.”

No matter who is attracted into my life, I am lucky to have the person in my life. Sometimes, however, we have to look closely to see the luck. For instance, a student in practitioner training complained to the class one week that either Religious Science doesn’t work or he did not correctly understand it. When I asked him why he felt that way he replied, “Do you remember two weeks ago when I asked you all to treat for me to become a more loving person?” We all nodded in remembrance. “Well!” he said. “Since then 50 bastards have come into my life.”

I jumped to my feet, walked over to him, held out my hand and said, “Congratulations! That is one of the most powerful demonstrations I have ever heard of. Most people would have attracted only a few hard-to-deal-with people by their intention to become more loving.”

He was completely nonplussed. “Then I guess I don’t understand,” he said.

“It’s simple,” I explained. “You declared your intention to be a more loving person. If 50 other loving persons had come into your life, would they have required you to become more loving? Not likely. Your intention to be more loving was so powerful that you attracted 50 opportunities to become so.”

“Oh,” he said, “that’s the way it works.” 

“Yes,” I replied. “The intention to become more loving attracts to me whatever it takes for me to manifest my intention. Either your intention was very strong or your case was very difficult. In any event, your prayer to be more loving has been answered in spades.” 

Realization works by what Religious Scientists call “the law of attraction.”  As Ernest Holmes described the law of attraction, “As all is Mind, and as we attract to us what we first become, until we learn to love we are not sending out love vibrations, and not until we send out those vibrations can we receive love in return.”  SOM 298/1

A couple of weeks later, when another member of the practitioner training class confessed his feeling that this way of working sucks, the now more-loving student replied, “I certainly felt that way at first, yet the more I thought about it the more I realized that Science of Mind doesn’t empower us to control the effects in our life, it empowers us to respond to life more effect-ively. This is what is meant in Science of Mind by “the control of conditions through the power of consciousness.”

[Oh, How Lucky I Am]

Crucial to the science of demonstration is an adequate understanding of the law of attraction. My very first formal instruction in Religious Science occurred during my interview as a prospective ministerial student at Ernest Holmes College. Its dean at that time was Glenn Wood, who asked me during the interview if I knew what the law of attraction was. I said, “Yes, it’s the law that like attracts like.”

“Do you believe in the law of attraction?” he asked. 

“That’s sort of like asking me if I believe in the law of gravity. The law of attraction does not depend on my belief in it.”

“O.K. So if the attraction of like to like is a law, how do you account for the fact that it is the opposite ends of magnets that attract each other?”

Fortunately, I was sufficiently versed in general science that I knew the answer he was fishing for. “Magnets attract one another according to the interior alignment of their electrons, not according to their surface appearances. They line up with one another so that their interior south-to-north alignment matches, and in order to do the north pole of one joins the south pole of the other.”

Magnets are one of our most practical demonstrations of the science of sympathetic vibrations, which works the same way with individuals. The law of attraction is a law of interiority, not a law of exteriority. People are attracted to one another by their interior alignment far more powerfully than by their superficial appearances.

The law of attraction matches me up with others by drawing them into my life in one of four ways, in accordance with the likeness of my being:

· I attract what I am like. This aspect of attraction is so self-evident that it doesn’t require elaboration.

· I attract what I do like. Again, this aspect of attraction also tends to be self-evident, requiring further elaboration only because I often find myself wondering why I don’t attract more into my life of what I like. This explanation is to be found in attraction’s third aspect.

· I attract what I dislike. Disliking something does not repel it from me, it instead draws it too me. And since I have a tendency to focus more intense energy on my dislikes than on my likes, I thereby tend to draw into my life more of what I dislike than of what I like. Our passion for life is too often focused on the aspects of life that we dislike. Though this may seem to be a rather weird way to be passionate about our lives, so it is for many if not most of us much of the time.

· I attract those with whom an exchange of gifts is possible. This aspect of the law of attraction didn’t become clear to me until I was asked to explain another apparent contradiction of the law: “Since Jesus didn’t have leprosy, how come he attracted so many lepers?”  The answer to this question, quite simply, is that what Jesus and lepers had in common was an exchange of gifts.

Just as the 50 bastards offered my practitioner student the gift of being more loving, so as a consequence of his becoming more loving did they receive the gift of being more loved. This aspect of the law of attraction was acknowledged by one of the 20th century’s greatest scientists of interiority, Teilhard de Chardin: “Love alone is capable of uniting living beings in such a way as to complete and fulfill them, for it alone takes them and joins them by what is deepest in themselves.”

[Oh, How Lucky I Am]

It was only as I came into a deep appreciation of the law of attraction that I successfully diminished my attraction of what I dislike. For instance, if I dislike unloving people the only way I can put an end to their presence in my life is by becoming more loving, upon which they either become more lovable by me or else remove themselves from my life space.  As I become more loving, the problem of lovability is self-resolving, because people who are committed to being unloving remove themselves from the presence of those who are. Things truly are as Holmes said they are: “The universe is forever uniting what is harmonious and diminishing what is not.”

Diminishing what is unharmonious in my life is mostly a matter of ceasing to wish that life were otherwise, and choose instead to focus the energy of my intention on being like that which I would have my life be like.  This has been said by many great spiritual mentors in as many different ways:

· As Buddha said, "You cannot travel the path until you become the path."

· As Emmet Fox said, “As within, so without.  You cannot think one thing and produce another." 

· As Gandhi said, “You must be the change you wish to see in the world."

· And as another of my students once said, "If you haven't, you aren't."

When this “deep ecology” of the law of attraction first became apparent to me, I felt like I had been given the key to happiness, which simply is to cease focusing on what makes me unhappy and thereby draw more of it into my life.  This made me so happy that I wrote another song:

 [My Happiness Is All that I Can See]

Some of you may recall the quotation in A Course in Miracles that likewise inspired my deeper understanding of the law of attraction: “Unless I look at what isn’t there, my happiness is all I see.”

I didn’t create the law of attraction, nor can I de-create its being so. I can, however, make the law of attraction work to the advantage of what I am like, of what I do like, and of ongoing opportunities for the exchange of gifts. 

In other words, the law of attraction is itself a gift, a gift of grace. And even though I didn’t create this gift of grace, there is something very productive I can do about it, and that is to be gracious in return by being grateful for it. And so my next enchantment of Religious Science is about thanksgiving. This is enchantment is one that may be used whenever there is a blessing to be pronounced, such as before a meeting or during the collection of a Sunday offering.

THANKSGIVING: My Heart Sings and My Soul Does Rejoice

If my practitioner student’s incident with the 50 people who gave him a hard time teaches us anything, it teaches the wisdom of being thankful for everything. This attitude also informs the martial art of Aikido, whose fundamental premise is that all incoming energy is a gift, and that mindful consciousness consists of cultivating the ability to see the gift in every bit of incoming energy.

Our Declaration of Principles states:

· We believe in the Eternal Goodness, the Eternal Loving Kindness and the Eternal Givingness of life to all.

I cannot truly believe in the eternal goodness, loving kindness and givingness of life and not be thankful that it is so. 

 [My Heart Sings]

I am grateful that it is only the things that I greatly fear that come upon me. I am blessed by the fact that my petty fears almost never come upon me, other than – at the most – by the low-level statistical possibility that their existence in my consciousness gives rise to.

Accordingly, no matter what fear comes up in me, I give thanks for its pettiness. Being thankful, I refuse to entertain any fear that rises in me, and I instead greet it with such thoughts as “bless the appearances, full speed ahead” and “I refuse to pitch my tent there.” 

 [My Heart Sings]

Because of my constraint to a 60-minute format, I am postponing my further reflections on the power of thanksgiving for the truth of my being for second part of this presentation.

My fifth enchantment of Religious Science consolidates my recognition of, unification with, realization of and thanksgiving for the truth of my being, as I release the demonstration of my good to the law of attraction.

RELEASE: I Don’t Want to Figure Myself Out

One of humankind’s most illusory notions is the assumption that somebody, somewhere, has figured things out. I heartily recommend release of this notion as well. Aside from what I may temporarily think in my moments of self-congratulation about knowing the truth of my being, I also know that I am far from having figured it out. I am far better off in the truth of my being than I am in figuring it out, for as someone has so truthfully observed concerning the truth of all being, “Life is not a problem to be solved, it is a mystery to be lived.”

The essence of release is surrender, a term that many of us avoid using because we don’t understand what it truly means. Literally, the verb “to sur-render” means “to render unto.” In Religious Science, scientific treatment of our mind from a spiritual perspective consists of rendering the realization of our good unto the power of the law of attraction by getting ourselves out of the way.

Every attempt to figure myself out is a response to some dis-ease. As long as I am trying to figure myself out, I am being distracted by some condition, and am accordingly “out of it.” Ernest Holmes’ defined the practice of releasing our figurings out as “turning from the condition.” By this he meant the cessation of all blamefully focused attention on conditions we would like to be otherwise. We must turn from all conditions of dis-ease, rather than dwell on them, in order to release our dis-ease. Otherwise, we subordinate our consciousness to our conditions, rather than surrender our conditions to our consciousness.

 [I Don’t Want to Figure Myself Out]

I will elaborate more extensively on the practice of release in the sequel to today’s presentation. For now I will conclude with a prescription for surrender that was revealed to me just shortly before my initial encounter with the teachings of Ernest Holmes. 

A few months before I discovered Religious Science and the practice of treating my mind as a spiritual instrument, I was given the essence of spiritual mind treatment in a moment of direct revelation. It came to me while I was in the middle of one of my life’s dreariest hallway experiences. 

You’ve heard the saying, “When God closes one door, he opens another . . . but his hallways are a bitch.” It was during the hallway experience that immediately preceded my awakening to the Science of Mind that I disabused myself of a mistaken idea of what it means to surrender and let go, namely, the idea of “going with the flow.” 

I now recognize that the only thing that goes with the flow is a dead fish. Living is a matter of being one’s own flow, which is the only true means of getting oneself out of one’s own way while yet being on one’s own way.

As I was groping my way through my hallway experience, I sought solace from my situation by walking along a stream of water, which on this occasion was a creek that alternately tumbles and meanders down a mountain slope into the Roaring Fork River south of Aspen.

I was struck by the stark contrast between the creek’s turbulent and calm stretches, which seemed to emulate the stream of my consciousness, as well as the uneven rhythm of my life’s alternately tumultuous and tentative course. Honoring an urge to tune in on what this correspondence might be telling me, I sat down and solicited the creek’s advice: "If you were literate, what message would you have for me?"

As a consequence of asking that question, I received a prescription for blameless turning from all conditions. 
 [FLOW]

This prescription for blameless living has been so powerful in my life that blameless living – a.k.a. as “forgiveness” – is now the focus of my ministry. I am preparing a book on the subject of self-forgiveness, and am sending out free weekly e-mail messages on blameless living that are modeled on the “Daily Guides” that appear in Science of Mind magazine. I am teaching an online course in forgiveness, maintaining a website entitled “Choosing Forgiveness,” supporting the development of a global “Forgiveness First Initiative” that networks persons who are willing to make the release of all grievances their top priority, and Internetworking the establishment of an annual global holiday called International Forgiveness Day. 

I will conclude this presentation by sharing with the declaration that I was moved to write in response to the events of September 11, 2001, concerning what it means to me to be my own flow:   

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a further extension of humankind’s inhumanities to other human kindred.

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a reactionary impulse that creates me in the image of those whose own impulses I claim to discredit.

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than an instrument of the either/or mentality of retaliation that feeds the cycle of mutual vengeance and revengeance.

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than an agent of those whose purpose is to shape, direct, instruct or otherwise conform me to their objectives.

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a mere defender of the things that I possess, of the thoughts that I profess, and of the feelings that I express.

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a mere representation of self-defeating teachings, preachments and ideologies, of outworn trends and fashions, of conventional wisdoms handed down, of yesterday’s reasons handed over, and of momentary meanings that last only for a season.

Through Ernest Holmes, Religious Science and spiritual mind treatment have come to us by grace, in supplort of our being the beneficial presence of Spirit that we are.

Stay in the grace!

Vibrations quotes

Each person has a mental atmosphere.... This will explain our likes and dislikes for those with whom we come in daily contact.  We meet some only to turn away without a word, while others we are at once drawn toward, and without any apparent reason.  This is a result of their mental atmosphere or thought vibration.  SOM 350/3

Each person in his objective state is a distinct and individualized center in Universal Mind, but in his subjective state (in his stream of consciousness, or at his rate of vibration) each is Universal, because of the Indivisibility of Mind....  Each, being an individual entity in Mind, is known by the name he bears and by the vibration he emanates.... SOM 352/2,4

...there must be a mental tuning in, so to speak, just as there must be in radio.  We are surrounded by all sorts of vibrations and if we wish to catch any of them distinctly, we must tune in.  SOM 351/1

In order to mentally receive a message, and bring it to the surface, one must be in tune with the vibration of that message.  Since the whole field of subjectivity is Universal, it follows that everything which has ever been thought, said or done, is retained in the race-thought; and since this field is a unity, all of the vibrations are ever-present and may be contacted at the point of anyone's mentality.  SOM 421/5

Man is Universal on the subjective side of life, and in this way is connected with the subjectivity of all with whom he is in harmonious vibration.  SOM 421/3

In order to mentally receive a message, and bring it to the surface,  one must be in tune with the vibration of that message.  SOM 421/4

Subjective Mind, being Universal, the history of the race is written in the mental atmosphere of the globe on which we live.  That is, everything which has ever happened on this planet has left its imprint on the walls of time; and could we walk down their corridors and read the writings, we should be reading the race history.  This should seem simple when we realize that the vibrations of the human voice can be preserved on the receptive phonograph disc, or the sound film, and reproduced at will.  If we were to impress one of these discs, or a strip of sound film, and lay it away for years (properly protecting it) it would still reproduce these vibrations.  It is not difficult, then, to understand how the walls of time may be hung with the pictures of human events, and how one who sees these pictures may read race history.  There is a tendency, on the part of all of us, to reproduce the accumulated subjective experiences of the human race.  SOM 348/4-349/1 

A psychic sees largely through his own, or another's, subjective mentality.  Consequently, his impressions are more or less colored by the vibration of his own or another's thought.  SOM 328/5

Sometimes people who are being treated, as well as the practitioner, feel a great sense of peace, or elation, a vibration of light.  SOM 207/5

A practitioner does not treat a sick man, he deals only with the idea, a spiritual man; otherwise, he would enter into the vibration of suffering and might himself experience the result of such vibration.  SOM 212/3

The practitioner does not deal with the material man; he says the spiritual man is perfect, and that disease cannot attach itself to this spiritual man.  If he were dealing directly with disease, poverty or unhappiness, we would be caught in its mental vibration.  SOM 317/1

law of correspondence = effects propagate one another and/or congregate according to their likeness..   

complementarity = dual unity  (reciprocal inclusion)   

Consensus on a single description of reality is excluded by the very nature of consciousness.  All descriptions are of relationship, and more than one relationship is possible.
Alan Watts, the Western Zen scholar, also approached the locality question imaginatively when his young daughter asked, "Where is God?"  Watts replied that "God is the deepest inside of everything."  Asked if God was inside the grapes that they were eating, he cut one open to see.  "That's funny," he said, "I don't think we have found the real inside.  We've found just another outside.  Let's try again."  Cutting the grape into successively smaller pieces, Watts continued to reveal more and more 'outsideness' and no insideness.  Then his daughter opened a paper bag, noticing that God wasn't inside it either.  Watts observed that she wasn't really looking at the inside of her bag, only the inside's outside.  Concluding that God is the inside's inside, he said, "I don't think we'll ever get at it."

When I sing “everywhere I go, here I am,” I am acknowledging my experience of my inside’s inside, the deep interior that is within both the outside and the inside of all that is.

**********

[This is the case even when I run to the moon. As the Unity poet, John Dillett Freeman wrote on a document entitled “I Am There,” which astronaut James B. Irwin of the Apollo XV mission left on the moon for future space voyagers:   Also: Hound of heaven.]

**********

There are at least two reasons why this will forever be the case. The first is that the ground of my whole being is unfigurable. The second is that I follow the philosophical prescription of the 18th century German playright, Gotthold Ephriam Lessing: “If the Lord God held out to me in his right hand the whole of truth, and in his left hand only the urge to seek truth, I would reach for his left hand.” In the words of a little songlet I’ve composed:

This brings me to the ultimate reason for this autobiographical report’s lack of conventional biographical detail. As someone has said, “God is in the details.” I am far more intrigued with what is resident in the details of my experience than with the details themselves. Whether this resident be called “God,” “intuition,” “sixth sense,” the “life force,” “whole being,” or “whatever,” we all give harbor to something transcendent that graces our experience. 

THANKSGIVING: My Heart Sings and My Soul Does Rejoice

I also give thanks for the lightness of my being. Thanksgiving for being the light in the middle of the tunnel.
[My Heart Sings]

RELEASE: I Don’t Want to Figure Myself Out

Release: I don’t want . . . period.

· We believe the ultimate goal of life to be a complete emancipation from all discord of every nature, and that this goal is sure to be attained by all.

Mindful vs. unmindful one-mindedness.

In order to heal – which means to realize the indwelling wholeness of my being – I cease to energize the unwanted conditions from which I seek recovery. I focus instead on what is being recovered – my wholeness of being. This also honors another prescription for avoiding entrapment in the story of my conditions: “Yea, though I walk through the Valley of the Shadow of Death, I need not pitch my tent there.” Or as Ernest Holmes made this same point, even though I cannot avoid having negative thoughts, feelings and experiences, I do not have to entertain them. In other words, while I cannot be free of negativity, I can be free from my negativity by ceasing to indulge it.

Finger exercise.

Whenever I figure myself out I’m out of it, because I am ceasing to perceive myself as one with the ground of my being and seeing myself in separation. The perception of oneness is the consciousness of healing. I am taking myself out of the context of the ground of my being. 

Be in, come out, as the authentic 

Healing does not mean to return to the past condition of health but the willingness to be led closer to God by the present condition."  Ram Dass, Still Here
Be in, come out truly, authentically, as who you really are and are called to be.

RURTR  (The “RUR” portion of the mnemonic was already anchored in my consciousness because, as a teen-age science fiction buff I had read the first story ever written about robots, entitled “R.U.R” (for Rossum’s Universal Robots). The function of RURTR is to cease being robots.

Only one state of being – beneficial presence. Only one contrasting condition – blamefulness.

The Dalai Lama was once asked how he was able to maintain such a wonderful disposition toward the world with the constant weight of his country’s tragedy on his mind.  He replied, “I shape my motivation every morning.”  The Dalai Lama spends two hours in prayer and meditation each morning, beginning at 5 a.m.  Most people discount the significance of this by saying, “It’s his job.”  Yet it is not.  The Dalai Lama’s job begins at 7 a.m., for which he shapes his motivation during the previous two hours.  What would your job be like, what would your day be like, if you got up in time to shape your motivation – say for just 15 minutes?  (Of course this question is addressed only to the occasional one of you who doesn’t already do this.)

Those who fully engage these powers become legendary, like the Dalai Lama.  I once overheard someone ask him how he is able to maintain his pleasant and charitable disposition after the horrible things that happened to him and the Tibetan people, and which continue to happen as Tibetan religious practices are systematically exterminated and Tibetans are tortured and murdered for any expression of religious faith.  And how, his questioner continued, is he able to publicly advocate forgiveness of those who continue to do these things to his country and people? 

The Dalai Lama’s response, after many thoughtful moments, was as concise as it was precise: “I shape my motivation every morning.”  The Dalai Lama meditates for an hour or more upon rising, commencing his day by engaging the state of his inner world before engaging the outer.  I rather suspect that, like a saint who claimed he was never more than 15 minutes away from communion with God, the Dalai Lama shapes his motivation all day long, while immersed in his worldly cares.  I also suspect that what most distinguishes me from that saint and the Dalai Lama is not my lesser endowment with such might, rather the lesser degree of my commitment to realize its potential.  I am engaged with the author of my experience only intermittently.  The saints and Dalai Lama’s of this world are wedded with the authors of theirs.

For example, there are few people with circumstances as challenging as those of the Dalai Lama… 

He was once asked how he is able to maintain such a wonderful disposition toward the world with the constant weight of his country’s tragedy on his mind.  He replied, “I shape my motivation every morning.”  The Dalai Lama spends two hours in prayer and meditation each morning, beginning at 5 a.m.  Most people discount the significance of this by saying, “It’s his job.”  Yet it is not.  The Dalai Lama’s job begins at 7 a.m., for which he shapes his motivation during the previous two hours.  What would your job be like, what would your day be like, if you got up in time to shape your motivation – say for just a few minutes?
Welcome to the meeting room called “Earth”.

Inquire within.

-The Wizard of Is

I am presented daily with the necessity to negotiate with one or more of my inner terrorists, and moist often the one who heads up my inner committee of self-doubt.

Music is not a mere linear sequence of notes.  Our minds perceive pieces of music on a level far higher than that.  We chunk notes into phrases, phrases into melodies, melodies into movements, and movements into full pieces. Similarly proteins only make sense when they act as chunked units.  Although a primary structure carries all the information for the tertiary structure to be created, it still 'feels' like less, for its potential is only realized when the tertiary structure is actually physically created. –Douglas Hofstadter, Godel, Esher, Bach, Vintage Books Edition, 1980, page 525
