Assignment for Class Session #5
To listen a soul into disclosure and discovery is the greatest service one human being can do for another.
-Quaker saying

1. First read the material below about the “Autobiographer Within”. Then read “Powerhouse”, “The Man in the Rorschach Shirt”, and “I Refused the Verdict”. And then read once again the “Autobiographer Within”, which upon re-reading in the context of the other material will tend to be far more revealing.
2. I-dentity inventory: Make lists of each of the three genres (specified below) of experience that have contributed to your being as you presently are. These experiential inventories are to include things that have happened, people you have met, and things that you have seen, read, and heard. When your lists are complete, compile them into a single chronological list, which will tend to reveal the direction of your soul’s journey and your lifetime’s destiny. The three genres of self-shaping, I-dentifying experience are:
· Fence post experiences that have grounded you by providing stability and/or continuity
· Signpost experiences that have directed you by providing purpose and intentionality
· Lamp post experiences that have enlightened you by providing revelation, insight, and inspiration

Some of your listed experiences may qualify as more than one of the above. For example:
· Reading “Powerhouse” was a lamp post experience that illumined my intuition of interconnectivity with all that is, as well as a fence post experience that grounded me in a feeling of cosmic inclusion.

· Reading “The Man in the Rorschach Shirt” was both a lamp post experience that revealed to me my vocation of destiny and a signpost experience that pointed to the fulfillment thereof. I felt for the first time in my life that I had worthy answers (not the answers) to the questions “Why am I here?” and “What is the best way for me to be here?”
· “I Refused the Verdict” describes a fence post experience that empowered me to live proactively. 
Being at Peace with the Autobiographer Within
When someone reacted to Don Blanding’s statement of his spiritual convictions by exclaiming, “Oh dear, I certainly hope that you are not a lost soul!” Blanding asked, “My dear sir, do you believe that God is all in all?” “Of course I do.” was the reply. “Then would you please tell me where I would go to get lost?”

I don’t remember when I first heard the word “soul,” though I assume that it was in Sunday school. In any event, for some decades the concept of “soul” remained just that for me, a perplexing concept to which I was experientially unable to relate. Not until my early thirties, as I was reading Ronald Laing’s The Politics of Experience while flying from Chicago to a psychology conference in Honolulu, did I encounter an insight that would at last initiate the unraveling of my perplexity:

We can see other people's behavior, but not their experience.... The other person's behavior is an experience of mine. My behavior is an experience of the other.... I see you and you see me. I experience you and you experience me. I see your behavior. But I do not and never have and never will see your experience of me. Just as you cannot see my experience of you... Your experience of me is invisible to me and my experience of you is invisible to you.

I cannot experience your experience. You cannot experience my experience. We are both invisible beings. All beings are invisible to one another. Experience is being's invisibility to being. Experience used to be called the Soul. Experience as invisibility of being to being is at the same time more evident than anything. Only experience is evident. Experience is the only evidence. 

As I read this statement, I felt a tragic sense of separation, as if I had just awakened to find myself buried within a shroud of loneliness that was impenetrable by others and inescapable by me. For (as I then reasoned) if experience is the only evidence, and such evidence is not perceivable by others, there is thus no real possibility of truly communing with other beings, only a simulation thereof. Accordingly, I am utterly alone – and thus forever lonely – in the solitary confinement of my own soulful experience. 

Laing’s statement had flung me toward the heart of my inner darkness, the place from which only I can look out and into which all others can no more than barely see at all.  A surge of inner sadness evoked the memory of an earlier statement by C.P. Snow: “We are born alone, and we die alone.” Not until reading Laing had it occurred to me that we likewise live in solitude between our birth and our death. Although I had always felt experientially alone, I had never fully allowed myself to acknowledge the loneliness that I associated with such isolation.

Upon reading Laing’s statement I immediately closed the book, which I would not dare reopen for several years. I gulped the complimentary champagne that had been offered to me as part of the airline’s Hawaii-bound ritual, and after recovering from the intended momentary wooziness thus induced, I rose and made my way to the upper deck of the 747, which featured a piano bar. 

I sat at the piano and played what is quite possibly the most heart-felt music that I have ever rendered, evoking a silence in those around me as profound as the stillness within me from which the music emerged. Since silent, rapt attention is approximately the last thing for which piano bars are intended, I mindfully rendered sudden dramatic relief via an impromptu outburst of “Pinetop’s Boogie-Woogie” in celebration of my reclaimed intuition of connectivity.

It had taken me three decades to recognize – while reading Laing’s statement – that all experience is an autobiographical expression of one’s soul. It would take me three more decades to feel fully at peace – as I was, momentarily, at the piano – with the statement’s implication of primal loneliness. 

In eventual retrospect, I recognized that Laing’s statement had initiated my “dark night” of the soul, which attenuated only with my growing realization that at the very core of my experiential aloneness is the heart of my all-one-ness. I was led to this realization in part by Albert Camus’ confession: “In the depths of winter I finally learned that within me there lay an invincible summer.” 
It was in the depths of my own wintry aloneness that I began to sense my soul’s embodiment of all-one-ness. In contrast to the perspectives of Ronald Laing and C.P. Snow I began recalling others, including a remark by comedian Stan Freeburg and a post-World War II anecdote that I had read twenty years earlier in the Reader’s Digest.  Freeburg had once defined “home” as “that place where, when you go there, they have to take you in.” The Reader’s Digest anecdote told of a young girl who was perched on a pile of baggage at Ellis Island while her parents were immigrating as “displaced persons.” A sympathizing social worker remarked, “It’s too bad you don’t have a home,” to which the girl brightly replied, “Oh, we already have a home. We just don’t have a house to put it in right now.”
It is perspectives like these that have fueled my realization that my “soul” is the homestead of my being:

I have a true companion whose company I will never be without.

This companion, as if unsure of its relationship to me,

wavers back and forth between acceptance and rejection.

Sometimes my companion is a friend, sometimes an adversary.

Sometimes my companion treats me lovingly, sometimes hurtfully.

And sometimes my companion treats me with indifference.

Why do I consider this companion to be true?

Why do I treasure such fickle company?

Because there is one way that my companion never ceases to be faithful:

everywhere I go, here I am.

My soul is the “here I am” of my existence, the eternal experience of being forever “here”, relative to which all else is perceived as being “there”. At the heart of my aloneness resides an absolute all-one-ness: here is where I only and always am, and absolutely so wherever and however I may be. My soul is the only constant in, and likewise the only constant of my otherwise variable experience – the forever here-ness of my I-am-ness that never can be elsewhere. My soul is as invariably absolute to my existence as is the speed of light to the universe as we presently understand it. 

[NOTE: Just as I qualify all cosmological references in terms of present-day comprehension, so do I likewise implicitly qualify my understanding of all else.]

So long as I do not forsake the eternal being-here-ness of my soul’s I am-ness, no loneliness of separation accompanies my experiential solitude. Even when I forsakenly discount my soul’s inherent presence within me, its in-here-ness nonetheless can never forsake me. Accordingly, the absolution of all felt loneliness is forever to be found right here, wherever I show up. The good news is, therefore, that my soul need not be a dark forest to itself, so long as I am willing to wholly embrace my soul’s being by remaining mindfully faithful to the substance of its reflection, not primarily to its form.

Not unduly faithful to the form of your soul’s reflection. . .

I met a traveller from an antique land 

Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone

Stand in the desert.  Near them on the sand,

Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown

And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read

Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,

The hand that mocked them, the heart that fed.

And on the pedestal these words appear:

"My name is Ozymandias, king of kings.

Look upon my works ye Mighty and despair!"

Nothing beside remains.  Round the decay

Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare,

The lone and level sands stretch far away.

                  -Percy Bysshe Shelley

. . . rather mindfully faithful to its substance:

When you get what you want in your struggle for self

And the world makes you king/queen for a day,

Just go to a mirror and look at yourself,

And see what that one has to say.

For it isn't your father or mother or spouse,

Who judgment upon you must pass;

The person whose verdict counts most in your life

Is the one starring back from the glass.

S/he's the one to please, never mind all the rest,
For s/he's with you clear up to the end,

And you've passed the most dangerous, difficult test

If the one in the glass is your friend.

You may fool the whole world down the pathway of years.

And get pats on the back as you pass,

But your final reward will be heartaches and tears

If you've cheated the one in the glass.
                   -Dale Wimbrow (degenderized)
Embracing the Autobiographer Within
Humans are a time-binding species, existing in an eternal now.
The future flows through them and becomes the past,

but it is always the present that counts.
-John Varley
My soul is that which forever lives within the being whom I am presently living as. Accordingly, it is both the author and repository of all my experience, the eternal witness of my existential journey. As the experiencer of my being, my soul is the ultimate verb in my life sentence to its solitude, relative to which everything transient is experienced by me as noun. In other words, my soul is the forever present tense, relative to which all sensation is of something that is passing. My soul is the homestead of my being, which forever takes me in as the one who expresses its embodied here-ness. Being eternally unable to reside anywhere other than where I am, every “where” to which I go is invariantly here. Hence the denouement of the Eagles’ song, “Hotel California”:  “You can check out any time you want, but you can never leave”; and of the Grateful Dead’s song, “You Can Run, But You Can’t Hide.”

No matter where I go, here am I forever taking myself in to the homestead of my own being, even though I may seek instead to be taken in by others.

When you have no place to sleep that isn't empty,

and you've got no place to stay that feels like home,

when there is no one to meet your need for filling,

or to write back to from places that you roam,

when you know with all your being

that you've not yet really been,

you start looking for someone to take you in.

When people see you're somewhat out of focus,

and sense you don't know who you're looking for,

some will take unfair advantage of your confusion,

and make you feel that they're your open door.

You'll discover you've been found, only to find

so many different ways to be taken in.

When you’re looking for someone to fill your empty,

and share some place that feels like common ground,

you may fall for another lonely seeker

who needs to fill an empty of his/her own.

But two empties don't make a full, and when you fall,

you’ll find it was yourself that took you in.

When you've finally learned whose glitters are not golden,

and you're not about to fool yourself again,

'cause you've found that filling empty isn't easy,

in a world of beings that also haven't been,

you'll find what you're without somewhere within,

before you let another take you in.

The source of whatever I feel without is ultimately within me. Thus is my soul forever abiding to take me in to the innate (in-here-ing) central selfhood of my being, in whose residence my acquired superficial selfhood is forever anchored. [“Superficial” means “on the face of”, hence “persona” meaning “mask”.]
As the “lonely seeker” phase of my life journey faded away, I was moved to give my soul a name: 

Somewhere this side of the rainbow I can meet the Wizard of Is

whose special magic leaves today's life undistracted

by the should be's, could be's and if only's

that cloud over my innermost intentions.

"Good old days,"

childish ways,

and other once-were's are as absent from the Wizard's view

as are apprehensions about tomorrow. Instead

the Wizard of Is presides in the near and how of present instants only–

the time and place from which my being forever self-emanates.

If I would fathom the secret of overflowing from such instants

I must consult the Wizard of Is.

Fortunately, this Wizard inhabits my own domain,

being resident within the one who bears my name.

Because my soul – the Wizard of Is – embodies the innateness of my very being, it is my being’s ultimate experiencer, my experiential inner autobiographer. My soul embodies and commands the wholeness of which every experience is a part. Whenever my acquired role-self feels confused, disconnected, or otherwise dis-eased, I can evoke the guiding wizardry of my innate whole-self. My whole-self’s wisdom is never elsewhere be found, because it is eternally (w)here I am. 
At best, therefore, the wisdom of other souls can only re-mind me of my own soul’s whole-self beingness. The corollary of this is that when my soul’s remembrance of its whole-self beingness is articulated to others, they may in turn be re-minded of their whole-self beingness. Therefore, the more able I am to remember, write, and otherwise communicate from my soul’s whole-self beingness, the more likely IO am to evoke others’ remembrance of their own whole-self beingness. To cite once again the author of The Remembrance of Things Past, Marcel Proust, in this regard:
In reality, every reader is, while he is reading, the reader of his own self. The writer’s work is merely a kind of optical instrument which he offers to the reader to enable him to discern what, without this book, he would perhaps never have experienced in himself. And the recognition by the reader in his own self of what the book says is the proof of its veracity.
However alone we may be in the mutual invisibility of our souls’ experiences to one another, the redemption of our aloneness in mutual remembrance of our all-oneness is nonetheless at hand:
Since each of us peers out through a window that others can only look into, I will never fully fathom the “in here” from which you so uniquely view our mutual “out there”. Yet though I can never inhabit the realm of your solitude, even as you will never dwell in mine, I may gladly stand with you in every circumstance while feeling for you the love that is forever in here with me. -The Wizard of Is
