Our Past Is Over, Our Present Is Tense,

and Our Future Is Not 

What It Used To Be.

So What’s Going On Here, Anyway?

Noel Frederick McInnis

The only thing permanent

is change.

                              —Heraclitus

The more things change,

the more they stay the same.

                              —French Proverb

Nature will not let us stay in any one place too long.  She will let us stay just long enough to gather the experience necessary to the unfolding and advancing of the soul.  This is a wise provision, for should we stay here too long, we would become too set, too rigid, too inflexible.  Nature demands the change in order that we should advance.  When the change comes, we should welcome it with a smile on the lips and a song in the heart.  —Ernest Holmes

Change is a self-evident truth that presents itself to everyone’s sensibility.  Everybody’s experience confirms that all things change over time.  Though change can be directed, distorted, deformed, diverted, delayed or denied, it cannot be eliminated, prevented, or avoided.  The only thing that can be truly said about all things without exception is that “this, too, shall pass.”
Although each passage is relative, passage itself is an absolute.  Thus a snail’s travel is measured in inches per hour, while the astronaut’s is measured in miles per second.  Yet snails, astronauts and all other things share a common circumstance: in each and every instant of their existence, they are between a no longer and a not yet.

There is another thing as self-evident as change, and that is the central factor of our existence: everywhere I go, here I am.  The truth of my “I amness” is just as absolute as the truth that all things, myself included, are in transition.  There can never be a circumstance, situation or place of exception to my experience that “everywhere I go, here I am”:

· There is no place to which I can go and not show up.

· There is no place where I can show up if don’t go.

· There is no place that I can leave before I do.

· There is no place where I can stay behind once I have left it.

Everything in the universe of my experience is relative, with the exception of what my experience is relative to: everywhere I go, here I am.  This utter constancy within all change is acknowledged in the concluding assessment of the Eagles’ song, Hotel California: “you can check out any time you want, but you can never leave.”
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Change is the eternal dance of the absolute with relativity.  It is the easiest dance in the universe.  The only difficulty inherent in the dance of change is our resistance to it.  Where there is no resistance to change, there is no experience of difficulty.  Wherever there is no difficulty, there is no resistance to change.  Difficulty and resistance to change are often the same thing.

Our favorite way of resisting change is to go “somewhere else,” assuming that things will be better “there.”  The problem with this strategy is that “somewhere else” does not exist.  Nobody has ever been “there.”  Everywhere I go, here I am.

I am eternally in my own here, never in someone else’s here.  Accordingly, I will never do another’s best, nor will anyone else do mine.  What is here as me, rather than what is somewhere else as another, is all—and thus the best—that I can do.

You have said,

“I will go to another land, I will go to another sea.

Another city will be found, a better one than this.

Every effort of mine is a condemnation of fate;

and my heart is—like a corpse—buried.

How long will my mind remain in this wasteland?

Wherever I turn my eyes, wherever I may look,

I see black ruins of my life here,

where I spent so many years destroying and wasting.”

You will find no new lands, you will find no other seas.

The city will follow you.

You will roam the same streets.

And you will age in the same neighborhoods;

and you will grow gray in these same houses.

Always you will arrive in this city.  Do not hope for any other.

There is no ship for you, there is no road.

As you have destroyed your life here in this little corner,

you have ruined it in the entire world.  —Cavafy

Everywhere I go, here I am, just as I was in the last place to which I chose to bring my here . . . unless, of course, I change myself—and thus what is here—in transit:

I recently heard of a pilot

who had to repair his aircraft in mid-flight

because he had no place to land.

How like my life this is:

I do not wish to terminate its flight,

so here I am, making repairs, somewhere above the ground.

The airborne pilot had an apparent advantage over me.

Airplanes come with manuals that tell you what to do.

I do not have a manual to instruct me in the task

of fixing up my life while in mid-course.

I have found no one who surely knows what action I should take

when past decisions turn out to be wrong,

when other people let or get me down,

when I have been the occasion of another’s pain,

when so many of my efforts go unrewarded,

when things that I had hoped for don’t come true,

when my spirit,

 my dreams,

 my faith,

 my life

are all broken.

At times like this,

when I feel and find me out of tune  with a life I once enjoyed

and/or a life for which I hoped,

my only guide is whatever life I am living in this moment.

At times like this,

I find it far much wiser to go where my life leads me

than to follow someone else’s what-to-do.

When I cease to resist the consequences of my past,

when I let go of shattered expectations for this day and tomorrow,

when I freely accept whatever opportunities the present offers,

my life repairs itself.     —Noel McInnis
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It has been said that “insistence on birth at the wrong time is the trick of all evil.”  This acknowledges that our greatest resistance to change is the attempt to bend it to our agenda rather than allow an accommodation.  Such bending is evidenced in our endeavors either to make things happen or to prevent them from happening, to hold on to them or hold them off from the standpoint of our unique agendas.

In spite of all our machinations and manipulations, our uniqueness is far less actualized in our style of holding on than in our style of surrender:

each leaf

has its own way of letting go

each leaf

has its own time to let go

each leaf

has its own flight on the wind

(or the windlessness)

some fall in couples;

some fall in flocks;

some hang on all winter

to be pushed out of their nests

by the fresh green sprigs of spring

but each leaf

has its own way of letting go

its own time to let go

its own flight on the wind

(or windlessness)

and each leaf

keeps its own company

when it tosses

or rests (at last)

unless some blower comes along and then a yellow scoop

to pile it on a truck and cart it off with thousands into

SOME MASS GRAVE!

despite what men will do to them       

I say again:

each leaf

has its own way of letting go

                             —Harvey Bates

Given that each of us has his or her own way of letting go, our optimum maneuver in the eternally moving dance of change is to align the flow of change around us with the flow of change within:

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.



                —Noel McInnis

“Going with the flow” is the way of those who float upon another’s course.

Being the flow itself is the way of those whose course is the evidence of their own volition.
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