Ripple
If my words did glow with the gold of sunshine,

and my tunes were played on the harp unstrung,

would you hear my voice come through the music,

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

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

perhaps they're better left unsung.

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

let there be songs, to fill the air.

Ripple in still water,

when there is no pebble tossed,

nor wind to blow.

Reach out your hand if your cup be empty,

if your cup be full, may it be again.

Let it be known there is a fountain

that was not made by the hand of man.

There is a road, no simple highway,

between the dawn and the dark of night.

If you should go, no one may follow,

this path is for your steps alone.

Ripple in still water,

when there is no pebble tossed,

nor wind to blow.

You who choose to lead must follow,

and if you fall, you fall alone.

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

If I knew your way, I would take you home.

-Robert Hunter/Grateful Dead
The House Song
This house goes on sale ev'ry Wednesday morning,
And taken off the market in the afternoon.
You can buy a piece of it if you want to.
It's been good for me if it's been good for you.
Take the grand look now the fire is burning.
Is that your reflection on the wall?
I can show you this room and some others,
If you came to see the house at all.
Careful up the stairs, a few are missing
I haven't had the time to make repairs.
First step is the hardest one to master
Last one I'm not really sure is there.
This room here once had childish laughter
And I come back to hear it now and again.
I can't say that I'm certain what you're after,
But in this room, a part of you will remain.
Second floor, the lady sleeps in waiting.
Pass the lantern, tiptoe in its glance.
In the room the soft brown arms of shadow.
This room the hardest one to pass.
How much will you pay to live in the attic?
The shavings off your mind are the only rent.
I left some would there if you thought you couldn't,
Or if the shouldn't that you've bought has been spent.
This house goes on sale ev'ry Wednesday morning,
And taken off the market in the afternoon.

You can buy a piece of it if you want to.
It's been good for me if it's been good for you.

-Peter Stookey
Assignment for Class Session #4
God is not found in the soul by adding anything,

but by a process of subtraction.

-Meister Eckhart
Enlightenment is attained via the subtraction of distraction.

-The Wizard of Is

1. Re-read “Introduction to Class Session #1” and make note of what you now better understand than on your first reading thereof.

2. Continue to take five minutes each day to contemplate the “Flow” poem by asking it, “How can I apply your insight to today’s concerns?” Make daily notes of the poem’s responses to your question.  

3. Once again at sometime during the coming week, create a quiet window of time (no less than an hour) in which, equipped with pencil or pen and paper, you contemplate yet another recurrent feeling that you would like to more fully understand by asking it, “If I were to pay full attention to you, what would I hear you saying?” Fully note what comes to mind in response to your question.

4. Throughout the week, continue to keep as complete a log as possible of your inconsistencies of outlook and shifts of mood. Are you beginning to detect any pattern(s)?
5. Throughout the week as well, conduct the following ”shadow” inventory:

What I try to keep others from knowing about me.

What I try to keep myself from knowing about me.

What I have thus far succeeded in keeping myself from knowing about me.
