Introduction of & Reading for Class Session #1
Beware when the great God lets loose a thinker on this planet.  Then all things are at risk. 
It is as when a conflagration has broken out in a great city,
and no man knows what is safe, or where it will end.

-Ralph Waldo Emerson
I hate quotations. Tell me what you know.
-Ralph Waldo Emerson
 [Opening songs:  Enchantments plus “Holy”]

I am probably in essential agreement with Emerson on almost every point he made. I say “probably” because I have not read all he wrote. And as one who has collected hundreds of thousands of notable quotations of his own and by thousands of others, as well as hundreds of links to websites that feature notable quotations, I am obviously not in literal agreement with Emerson. Yet neither was he, for being loath to foolish consistency Emerson himself sometimes called upon the words of others. He cited not one but two quotations, for instance, as a gloss to his most famous essay, “Self-Reliance”. And since virtually everything I write is concerned with what I call “self-dominion”, I trust that my love of notable quotes pertaining to self-dominion is forgivable.
I deeply honor quotations from those whose statements have managed to encapsulate something that I know from my own experience. I regularly feature such encapsulations as a literary gloss that precedes the exposition of my own experience. I even care to honor statements whose authors are unknown to me by attributing them to “someone once said.”

Quotationary glossing has become so integral to my expository style that when I am unaware of any pertinent revelatory statement from another, I compose a presumably quotable statement from my own experience and variously attribute said quote to “The Wizard of Is” or “The Gospel of Yet To Be Common Sense”. 
*************

I’m going to initiate our soul-work in this class by quoting from the latest installment of my own soul’s autobiography. It was written this morning during my daily contemplation of how I am presently happening in my life as my life. 
It has been nearly 30 years since I made the following discovery:

After searching through all the programs on every channel of TV, 

I found none as interesting as what is channeling through me.

For many years I watched no TV, read no news or popular magazines, saw very few movies, and lived mass-media free. I did not, like Henry David Thoreau and some others, enter into wilderness seclusion from life’s mundane hustle-bustle. I was instead persuaded by Thoreau’s equally thorough contemporary, Ralph Waldo Emerson, who maintained that it is the person who can maintain his composure in the cacophony of the marketplace who has truly mastered self-reliance.
Rather than retreat from the hubbub of city life, I merely paid no attention to the surrounding sea of mass media info-glut, entertainment and entrainment. I attended instead to the unexplored wilderness of my own soul. Three decades later, I am yet to experience anything else as meaningful to me as what is growing on within me, through me, and from me as me. Accordingly, I have for so long attended to my own growings on as the focus of my daily contemplations that in everything else of which I am aware I also see my own growings on more or less clearly reflected. Thus, harking back to the most famous of Socrates’ quotations, does the examined life become worth living
From a spiritual perspective, the ultimate answer to the question “What’s happening?” is the forthright assertion, “I am, just as you are.” If, therefore, I truly desire to know what’s happening, I am my own daily news of what means most to me.
Thus it is that my daily morning (and sometimes daylong) contemplations take place at my computer where, with occasional breaks to bring food to my desk and to recycle the consequences of former consumption; to consult my library of several thousand books, my numerous cabinets of filed resources, and the multiple hard disks that contain the gigabyted storehouse of thousands of my earlier writings; to search-engineer the World Wide Web; and to attend to urgent aspects of marital, feline, household, and self maintenance. Seldom, however, is my daily contemplation left behind. Some of my best insights still come to me while washing dishes, showering, and – when my contemplative habit enjoys ultimate portability – when I am driving my car.
*************

In all of my public speaking, classes, and workshops, whenever possible I employ musical lyrics as a way of imprinting consciousness with spiritual truth. Words of spiritual truth set to music are the second most effective instrument for the clinical procedure that I call “open mind surgery” or, more precisely, “cerebral bypass surgery.” Spiritual truth set to music is second only to inquiry as an effective instrument for opening the mind, and when such music is properly used it encourages inquiry. 

Spiritual truth set to music is also subject to improper use, as a means of even more tightly sealing minds that are already closed. Propriety in this regard is proportionate to the extent that spiritual truth set to music raises questions in the minds of those who hear it, rather than answers their questions.
The function of open mind surgery is to end the ravages of a pandemic mental condition that tends to afflict everyone – especially in Western cultures – a condition of petrified mental forestation that is variously known as “hardening of the categories” and “the paralysis of analysis.” The objective of open mind surgery is to perform a perceptual makeover that frees us from the waking sleep of mere mortal consciousness so that we can enjoy the experience of lucid living made possible by spiritual mindfulness.
One of my favorite musical imprints, when rightly understood, is a simple song that everyone knows, yet whose spiritual complexity is almost entirely overlooked. 

Row, row, row your boat, gently down the stream,
merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily, life is but a dream.

What most folks remember from this song is that “life is but a dream,” yet they don’t even begin to understand what this statement means because they associate it with their sleeping dreams. Life is a waking dream, not a sleeping dream, and this song describes the nature of wakeful dreaming by prescribing the ingredients of lucid living. All that is required of us to understand its prescription is a lucid examination of its ingredients.
The “stream” of which this song speaks is the stream of consciousness, “down” (not up or across) which we are “gently” (not forcefully) to “row” (not to motor) “merrily” (not dutifully). The “life” of which the song speaks is the relationship of rower to stream, and the “dream” of which it speaks is the experience of integrity that accompanies the alignment of our thoughts, feelings, and actions with the spirit that animates our souls.
In short: our souls are the individual embodiments of the beneficial presence of universal animating spirit, and this disarmingly simple song is in actuality a profoundly complex, yet utterly uncomplicated, operating manual for the soul.

You may be thinking by now that I am reading a whole lot into this song that its author never intended. Yet that is the very proclivity the song addresses: the tendency of each of us to read a whole lot into life that its author never intended. By whatever name we may call the author of life, its author’s intention was a realm of infinite possibility within which life’s embodiments may explore all of life’s options. Accordingly, each of us is one of life’s options, and each of us is free to explore all of the options that our particular life represents.
“Row, row, row your boat” is an operational manual for the perceptual makeover that is required to transform the somnambulant mortal dream into a lucid spiritual dream. The transformation from ambulatory mortal somnambulance to flowing spiritual lucidity requires our perceptual makeover from going with some other flow to being our own flow. “Going with the flow” implies floating, from which perspective the only creature that goes with the flow is a dead fish.
In that marvelous one-woman play, The Search for Intelligent Life in the Universe, Lily Tomlin confides that “reality is a collective hunch.” My own hunch is that reality is a verb, not a noun, that reality is a dynamic matrix of possibilities, the outcomes of which are its panoramic shadow. Within the dynamic matrix of life’s possibilities, each soul incarnates for the purpose of being the dynamic flow of its own stream of consciousness within the all inclusive dynamic cosmic ocean of consciousness overall. 
Our first in-class exercise, therefore, is to unpack yet another statement as I have with “Row, row, row your boat.” Even though this statement initially found its way to paper via my own hands, it is among many whose ultimate source I attribute to “The Wizard of Is,” 
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.

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

This class is the latest iteration of one that I first taught in the fall of 1965, during which one of my students characterized its operational message as, “Let us walk gently in each other’s minds, cultivating delicate rhythms.” Even as the words to “Flow” were first appearing on paper, I recognized them as a prescription for walking thus – a prescription of how to row the boat of one’s soul in the downstream of life’s dream. Yet another such prescription exists, which I now also present for our unpacking, a song entitled “Ripple” that was written by Robert Hunter and recorded by The Grateful Dead:

If my words did glow with the gold of sunshine,

and my tunes were played on the harp unstrung,

would you hear my voice come through the music,

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

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

perhaps they're better left unsung.

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

let there be songs, to fill the air.

Ripple in still water,

when there is no pebble tossed,

nor wind to blow.

Reach out your hand if your cup be empty,

if your cup be full, may it be again.

Let it be known there is a fountain

that was not made by the hand of man.

There is a road, no simple highway,

between the dawn and the dark of night.

If you should go, no one may follow,

this path is for your steps alone.

You who choose to lead must follow,

and if you fall, you fall alone.

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

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

Ripple in still water,

when there is no pebble tossed,

nor wind to blow.

As I have come to understand this song’s statement, each soul incarnates for the purpose of gently rippling its own waves from the depths of its inner stillness.
*************

It is said of most people that 10% of their lives is what happens, and 90% is what they think about. The purpose of this class is to align our thinking with what is happening – not what happening to us, rather what is happening within, through, as and from us. Our objective in this course is to stop perceiving our experience as life that is happening to us, and rather to see our experience as it is: life happening within us, through us, as us, and from us. 
I recently received an e-mail whose author described the following experience:

A friend and I went over to a local bar, where a friend of his was working as the manager. Since I don't care for liquor, I had a cup of coffee while my friend and I were killing time till his buddy got off work.  All of a sudden, I had some kind of a shift in consciousness, and I could see that everybody in the place was sound asleep! 

There weren't that many around, as it was still early Sunday morning – maybe 15 or 20 people – but while they were all walking around, talking, playing pool, socializing, etc., they were absolutely sound asleep in the sense they were functioning on a completely mortal plane of life and utterly unaware of anything about or beyond their human frame of reference, and were living their entire lives in complete and utter spiritual ignorance.  

The mystic, G.I. Gurdjieff, called mortal consciousness “waking sleep.” His most famous disciple, Peter Ouspensky, wrote a novel about waking sleep entitled The Strange Life of Ivan Osokin, which addresses the whether, if you given your life to live over again knowing what you presently know, you would live it differently. Ivan Osokin was given the opportunity to relive his life over again with the memory of its first run intact, and he did all the things that he had deemed as mistakes the first time around. There having been no change in the way that he perceived himself, there could be no change in the way he perceived his experience. 
To awaken from mortal consciousness and experience life as a lucid, spiritual dream, we have to awaken from mortal consciousness 

Two excellent books on rousing ourselves from “waking sleep” are Peter Ouspensky’s The Psychology of Man’s Possible Evolution, which contributed much to my own awakening in the late 1960’s; and Diane Kennedy Pike’s 1997 book, Life as a Waking Dream, which develops the methodology of assuming that your waking life is a dream and of applying dream interpretation techniques to one’s daily experience.

I was five years old when I first recognized that few people mean what they say because they are not saying what they mean. They talk about themselves, rather than from themselves, as if they were the content of their lives rather than ones making their lives up. 
I will begin this class by asking you a series of questions, after each of which I will allow you a minute of silence during which to fully engage your brain before throwing your mouth into gear. The importance of questioning was first brought to my attention by a fable that I read some 40 years ago, which was written by James Thurber some two decades earlier than that.

Several summers ago there was a Scotty who went to the country for a visit. He decided that all the farm dogs were cowards, because they were afraid of a certain animal that had a white stripe down its back. "You are a pussy-cat and I can lick you," the Scotty said to the farm dog who lived in the house where the Scotty was visiting. I can lick the little animal with the white stripe, too. Show him to me."  Don't you want to ask any questions about him?" said the farm dog"? "Naw," said the Scotty.  "You ask the questions."

So the farm dog took the Scotty into the woods and showed him the white striped animal and the Scotty closed in on him, growling and slashing.  It was all over in a moment and the Scotty lay on his back.  When he came to, the farm dog said, "What happened?"  He threw vitriol," said the Scotty, but he never laid a glove on me."

A few days later the farm dog told the Scotty there was another animal all the farm dogs were afraid of.  "Lead me to him," said the Scotty. "I can lick anything that doesn't wear horseshoes."  "Don't you want to ask questions about him?" said the farm dog.  "Naw," said the Scotty. "Just show me where he hangs out."  So the farm dog led him to a place in the woods and pointed out the little animal when he came along.  "A clown," said the Scotty, "a push-over," and he closed in, leading with his left and exhibiting some mighty fancy footwork.  In less than a second the Scotty was flat on his back, and when he woke up the farm dog was pulling quills out of him. "What happened?" said the farm dog. "He pulled a knife on me," said the Scotty, "but at least I have learned how you fight out here in the country, and now I am going to beat you up."  So he closed in on the farm dog, holding his nose with one front paw to ward off the vitriol and covering his eyes with the other front paw to keep out the knives. The Scotty couldn't see his opponent and he couldn't smell his opponent and he was so badly beaten that he had to be taken to the city and put in a nursing home.

Moral:  It is better to ask some questions than to know all the answers. 

It is the illumination of life’s never-ending questions, rather than any finite answers, to which my offering of the “Write I Am” workshop aspires.
The Autobiographer Within
What we are looking for
is what we are looking with.
-St. Augustine

Your soul is simultaneously the most beneficially present aspect of your being, as well the most elusive aspect. This is because your soul’s identity is in the “I” of its beholder as the “I” of its beholder. You are a beholder taking the form of its beholding. Though you may think of selfhood and ensoulment as two things, they are one – not your soul and self as “other” to one another, rather your soul as yourself. Your selfhood is your soul as experienced and expressed, not an additive to or annex of your soul.

All that exists is known to you as a reflection of your own soul’s projection.

*************
The thinker takes the form of his own thoughts.

-AlanWatts

Since your selfhood is your soul’s experience and expression of the beneficial presence of its own dominion, your answer to the question, “What and where is my soul?” may be fathomed only in your answer to yet another question: “Who is it that asks?” This question – most commonly phrased “who am I?” – is the conundrum at the heart of all self-identity, and your answer to this riddle can be found only within your own becoming.

You are the consciousness that seeks to know the beneficial presence of its own being!
*************
Talk to yourself, not to the world. 

There is no one to talk to but yourself for all experience takes place within. 

Conditions are the reflections of our meditations and nothing else. 

-Ernest Holmes
Your selfhood is the multi-dimensional intersection of your outer and inner expressive realms. Your quest for self-knowledge is your soul’s autobiographical exploration of the individualized expressions that are manifested in and as its ongoing sensory and interior experience. Your soul is both author and historian of its dominion, as well as its dominion’s historical repository and record. The actuality of your true being is forever within you, not “out there somewhere.” Only as you are conscious of self and soul as concentric aspects of your being may you live in wakeful integrity, rather than in a sleepwalking dream.2.
Expression: a pressing outward from within

Concentricity: having a common within-ness

Integrity: wholeness of being, i.e., thoughts, feeling, and action in alignment with spirit

You are both alpha and omega – seed and fruit – of your own wholeness in its process of becoming.
*************
There is nothing more important than knowing your soul and living the truth it speaks.

-Alan Cohen

Insofar as the foregoing statements may leave you puzzled, this course is intended to enlighten your puzzlement by awakening you from the dream in which you perceive your outer and inner realms of experience to be other than – and thus separate from – one another. Far from existing in mutual isolation, they are overlapping experiential realms that jointly empower your detection, direction, maintenance, and expression – ideally without distortion – of your existential bearings in the cosmic order. Because no two souls are identically woven into the fabric of the universe, it behooves your own soul to wholly comprehend the integrity of its very own weave of uniquely individualized expression, and to exercise its self-dominion by effectively mastering and commanding its expression in the world.

You are the only walker of the journey you are taking – and you are that walker as its walk.
*************
There is not God and God’s creation,

there is only God as God’s creation.
-Ernest Holmes (paraphrased)
The world of sensory experience provides an outer mirror of your soul’s interior experience. Taken together, your sensory and interior experiences constitute the realm of your soul’s self-dominion, whose outer expression reflects its inner realm.

The extent to which your sensory experience mirrors an undistorted reflection of your soul’s beneficial presence – and accordingly, whether your beneficial presence is expressed without distortion of its integrity – is relative to the non-distortion of your perception. Though your perceptions may be multiple, there is within your soul – as your soul – a beneficial presence that perceives all things as one. 

Interiority: the innateness (within-ness) of one’s being.

Accordance: in a chord with.

Perception: the structure-giving, interpretive frame of reference via which we become as we behold.

The world you experience is one, and your experience in and of it is for your I’s only.
*************
"What is as important as knowledge?" asked the mind.

"Caring and seeing with the heart,” answered the Soul. 
-Anon
Sensory experience is your soul’s mentally tangible means of detecting the reflection of its own beneficial presence, and of “outing” its beneficial presence via self-expression. Interior experience is your soul’s heartfully tangible inward means of self-understanding – of understanding the inner source, nature, and shape of the uniquely beneficial presence that it yearns to express. Whether your life’s journey is a wakeful rather than a sleepwalking sojourn, is proportionate to your mindful command of an undistorted, mutually congruent sensory and interior expression of your beneficial presence.

Mindfulness: authentic, accurate, sincere, and integral awareness of both oneself and one’s contingent circumstances, free from psychological, ideological, religious, or other belief systems (i.e., systemic “B.S.”). Dynamically, mindfulness consists of feeling with one’s thoughts and thinking with one’s feelings.
You are here to awaken to and manifest the unique weave of your soul’s journey.
*************
The soul of another is a dark forest.
-Russian proverb
Although the foregoing remarks have been addressed to “you,” their principal recipient is myself, just as Ernest Holmes proclaimed. All of my talking to others is projected self-talk. Ultimately, therefore, the words of my mouth and the meditations of my heart are most revealing of what they mean to me, not of what they mean in and by themselves or of what they mean to others. They represent only the testimony of my own soul, upon which other souls are invited to eavesdrop, and thereby to resonate with or dismiss my testimony as they may. 

All talk is personal to the one talking because all experience is individualized, and all experience is individualized because no one’s experience is precisely duplicated in the experience of another. I will never have another person’s experience nor will any other person ever have mine. If my experience were reproducible in another being, one of us would be superfluous and neither of us unique. 

Given the individualized nature of all experience, the relevance of my experience to the souls of others can be known only by those other souls, and vice versa. Hence George Leonard’s statement:

I am keenly aware of what Plato pointed out in ancient times: the best anyone can hope to do is remind you of what you already know. My best hope, then, is not for a journey of discovery, but for one of remembrance.

The revelation of one soul’s journey of discovery may be known only to those other souls who can similarly testify from remembrance of their own journeys. Thus the most any soul can do as it witnesses to others’ souls is to evoke a shared remembrance of what is growing on within the dark forest of each.

What other souls succeed in remembering is beyond my soul’s jurisdiction. Accordingly, whoever else may “get my message” is none of my business. My business is only to testify while being compassionately tuned to the testimonials of others, in mutual evocation and honoring of our souls’ shared remembrances.

It is the essential business of each soul to testify to its own experience on behalf of establishing whatever resonance its testimony may have in common with other souls’ remembrances. To thus testify is essential to each soul’s mission, for it is only in shared awareness of the beneficial presence that resonates within each of our dark forests that the collective consciousness of humankind may be redeemed. 
Since all of my communication is ultimately my feedback to my own soul, how does my projected talking to myself convey the resonance of my soul’s beneficial presence with the beneficial presence in others’ souls? The existential answer to that question is equally precise to every soul: there is only one beneficial presence, that beneficial presence is universal, and that beneficial presence is my soul’s beneficial presence forever here and now.

The operational answer to the question of soul-to-soul communion was given by one who endeavored mastery of his own soul’s journey of remembrance, Marcel Proust,

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.
Shakespeare testified that, in being true to oneself, one cannot bear false witness to another. Proust testified to the manner in which verity to oneself is conveyed. Accordingly, in fidelity to the inner sanctity of both my own and others’ experience, I hereafter present my testimony mostly in first person, and insofar as possible in the present tense. 

In the words of James Joyce, who outrageously endeavored to master his soul’s journey of remembrance with undaunted same-I-am-in-your-eye souldiery:

Welcome, O life! I go to encounter for the millionth time the reality of experience

and to forge in the smithy of my soul the uncreated conscience of my race.
The Challenge of Soul Proprietorship
True confession consists in telling our deed in such a way

that our soul is changed in the telling of it.

–Maude Petre

This class has been in preparation for nearly 40 years, and in conception for 10. Throughout the past four decades I have known that one day I would feel prepared to facilitate a writer’s workshop, and I’ve known since 1995 that I would entitle the workshop “Write I Am”. Over these decades I have many times felt the urge to offer the workshop, yet I knew that it required me to be more prepared for its offering than did any other course that I might ever teach. I knew that when I at last felt ready to offer it, it would be the course of my life, simply because my own life’s course would be its frame of reference. It is therefore quite obvious why it has taken me so long to offer it. The best time to teach the course of one’s life is when one’s own life course has matured. In my case, it has taken me six decades to prepare its offering. 
Only in late November did the subtitle occur to me, “Composing the Autobiography of Your Soul,” and I took this to be the sign that I was at last sufficiently prepared to offer the workshop and that its fullness of time was at hand as an NTMO winter class. I had always assumed that the “Write I Am” workshop would be an all-at-once-offering, lasting for one or more days. I now see the importance of offering the workshop serially. Just as preparing to offer it has been developmental of my own soul’s autobiography, so it is for those who take it. Only after I have written a book about composing the autobiography on one’s soul, which people can read ahead of time, may a more intensive approach work well.
Composing the autobiography of your soul is the most effective means to your most effective end. The means is perceptual makeover, and the end is self-dominion. By “perceptual makeover” I mean a paradigm shift of perspective. By “self-dominion” I mean mindfully observed and directed experience and behavior, which tends to be continually renewed, not and like that of the teacher who, when passed over for a merit raise protested to his principal, “How can this be when I’ve had 20 years of experience?” To which the principal replied, “No, you’ve had one year of experience repeated 20 times.”
I have been gathering materials for this workshop since I was quite young. I used to call the notebooks in which I gathered them as my “goodie books”. Only last October did I recognize that they are more accurately named the scrapbooks of my soul. In one of these scrapbooks I have kept a treasured tribute to the self-dominion of the soul, a poem by William Ernest Henley entitled “Invictus”:

Out of the night that covers me,
Black as the Pit from pole to pole,
I thank whatever gods may be
For my unconquerable soul.

In the fell clutch of circumstance
I have not winced nor cried aloud. 
Under the bludgeonings of chance
My head is bloody, but unbowed.

Beyond this place of wrath and tears
Looms but the Horror of the shade, 
And yet the menace of the years
Finds, and shall find, me unafraid.
It matters not how strait the gate,  

How charged with punishments the scroll, 
I am the master of my fate: 
I am the captain of my soul.

Most simply put: my exercise of self-dominion activates my potential to be the mindful cause of my experience and behavior. Exercising my soul’s self-dominion requires me to be in touch with the innermost foundation of my experience, and to be ongoingly attentive to the relationship between my individual stream of consciousness and the infinite ocean of awareness within which flows what James Joyce called, “The now, the here, through which all future plunges to the past.”
Life on Earth is analogous to the Olympic games. Earth is an arena in which to exercise our souls’ self-dominion in highly competitive circumstances. Although it may seem that our competition is with one another, our principal competitor is within: the urge to advance one’s own self-dominion at the expense of the others’ self-dominion. The Olympic winners are those who manage to realize their soul’s self-dominion without compromising its beneficial presence.
Each soul incarnates in an Earth-bound physical body to become the master and commander of its beneficial presence amidst ceaseless challenges to its beneficence. What makes our life on Earth such a stretch is the insinuation of its challenges into our consciousness at a very early age.
Among the materials in the scrapbooks of my soul is a classic description of the world’s assault on our self-dominion. It was only when I first read this description nearly 40 years ago that I finally understood how we become so thwarted in the exercise of our self-dominion. The description was written by a woman named Barry Stevens, and appeared as the forward to psychologist Carl Rogers’ book, Person to Person.
In the beginning, I was one person, knowing nothing but my own experience.

Then I was told things, and I became two people: the little girl who said how terrible it was that the boys had a fire going in the lot next door where they were roasting apples (which was what the women said) – and the little girl who, when the boys were called by their mothers to go to the store, ran out and tended the fire and the apples because she loved doing it.

So then there were two of I.

One I always doing something that the other I disapproved of. Or other I said what I disapproved of. All this argument in me so much.

In the beginning was I, and I was good.

Then came in other I. Outside authority. This was confusing. And then other I became very confused because there were so many outside authorities.

Sit nicely. Leave the room to blow your nose. Don’t do that. That’s silly. Why, the poor child doesn’t even know how to pick a bone! Flush the toilet at night because if you don’t it makes it harder to clean. DON’T FLUSH THE TOILET AT NIGHT- you wake people up! Always be nice to people. Even if you don’t like them, you mustn’t hurt their feelings. Be frank and honest. If you don’t tell people what you think of them, that’s cowardly. Butter knives. It is important to use butter knives. Butter knives? What foolishness! Speak nicely, Sissy! Kipling is wonderful! Ugh! Kipling (turning away).

The most important thing is to have a career. The most important thing is to get married. The hell with everyone. Be nice to everyone. The most important thing is sex.  The most important thing is to have money in the bank. The most important thing is to have everyone like you. The most important thing is to dress well. The most important thing is to be sophisticated and say what you don’t mean and don’t let anyone know what you feel. The most important thing is to be ahead of everyone else. The most important thing is a black seal coat and china and silver. The most important thing is to be clean.  The most important thing is to always pay your debts. The most important thing is not to be taken in by anyone else. The most important thing is to love your parents. The most important thing is to work. The most important thing is to be independent. The most important thing is to speak correct English. The most important thing is to be dutiful to your husband. The most important thing is to see that your children behave well. The most important thing is to go to the right plays and read the right books. The most important thing is to do what others say. And others say all these things.

All the time I is saying, live with life. That is what is important.

But when I lives with life, other I says no, that’s bad. All the different other I’s say this. It’s dangerous. It isn’t practical. You’ll come to a bad end. Of course . . . everyone felt that way once, the way you do, but you’ll learn!
Out of all the other I’s some are chosen as a pattern that is me. But there are all the other possibilities of patterns within what all the others say which come into me and become other I which is not myself, and sometimes take these over. Then who am I?

I does not bother about who am I. I is, and is happy being. But when I is happy being, other I says get to work, do something, do something worthwhile. I is happy doing dishes. “You’re weird!” I is happy being with people saying nothing. Other I says talk. Talk, talk, talk. I gets lost.

I knows that things are to be played with, not possessed. I likes putting things together, lightly. Taking things apart, lightly. “You’ll never have anything!” Making things of things in a way that the things themselves take part in, putting themselves together with surprise and delight to I. “There’s no money in that!”

I is human. If someone needs, I gives. “You can’t do that! You’ll never have anything for yourself! We’ll have to support you!”

I loves. I loves in a way that other I does not know. I loves. “That’s too warm for friends!” “That’s too cool for lovers!” “Don’t feel so bad, he’s just a friend. It ius not as though you loved him.” “How can you let him go? I thought you loved him?” So cool the warm for friends and hot up the love for others, and I gets lost.

So both I’s have a house and a husband and children and all that, and friends and respectability and all that, and security and all that, but both I’s are confused because other I says, “You see? You’re lucky,” while I goes on crying. “What are you crying about? Why are you so ungrateful?” I doesn’t know gratitude or ingratitude, and cannot argue. I goes on crying. Other I pushes it out, says “I am happy! I am very lucky to have such a fine family and a nice house and good neighbors and lots of friends who want me to do this, do that.” I is not reason-able, either. I goes on crying.

Other I gets tired, and goes on smiling, because that is the thing to do. Smile, and you will be rearded. Like the seal who gets tossed a piece of fish. Be nice to everyone and you will be rewarded. People will be nice to you, and you can be happy with that. You know they like you. Like a dog who gets patted on the head for good behavior. Tell funny stories. Be gay. Smile, smile, smile. . . . I us crying. . . . “Don’t be sorry for yourself! Go out and do things for people!” “Go out and be with people!” I is still crying, but now, that is not heard and felt so much.

Suddenly: “What am I doing?” “Am I going to go through life playing the clown?” “What am I doing, going to parties that I do not enjoy?” “What am I doing, being with people who bore me?” “Why am I so hollow and the hollowness filled with emptiness?” A shell. How has this shell grown around me? Why am I proud of my children and unhappy about their lives which are not good enough? Why am I disappointed? Why do I feel so much waste?

I comes through, a  little. In moments. And gets pushed back by other I.

I refuses to play the clown any more. Which I is that? “She used to be fun, but now she thinks too much about herself.” I lets friends drop away. Which I is that? “She’s being too much by herself. That’s bad. She’s losing her mind.” 

Which mind?                                           

As a public speaker, I often introduce myself by saying “my name is Noel McInnis, and I am a recovering adult.” The manner of our adult-eration, from which we are all in recovery, is nowhere better detailed than in Barry Stevens’ account of her own adult-eration. The question “which mind?” is the operational version of that grandest of all generic questions, “who am I?”
The consequences of our pandemic adult-eration at an early age were poignantly described by poet Christopher Morley:

The greatest poem ever known

Is one all poets have outgrown:

The poetry innate, untold,

Of being only four years old.

Still young enough to be a part

Of Nature's great impulsive heart,

Born comrade of bird, beast and tree

And unselfconscious as the bee--

And yet with lovely reason skilled

Each day new paradise to build,

Elate explorer of each sense,

Without dismay, without pretense!

In your unstained, transparent eyes

There is no conscience, no surprise:

Life's queer conundrums you accept,

Your strange divinity still kept.

Being, that now absorbs you, all

Harmonious, unit, integral,

Will shred into perplexing bits --

Oh, contradiction of the wits!

And Life, that sets all things in rhyme,

May make you poet, too, in time--

But there were days, O tender elf,

When you were poetry itself.

Psychologist Abraham Maslow likewise testified to the adult-eration of our soul’s beneficial presence:

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.

Maslow’s prominent contemporary, anthropologist Ashley Montague, likewise maintained that so-called human “evil” is less genetically ordained than it is circumstantially entrained by “bad situations.” Maslow, Montague and numerous others convinced me that whatever may be the genetic predispositions with which I am imprinted, it takes corresponding environmental circumstances to nurture the endowment of my genetic predispositions. My inherited predispositions are like photographic negatives that require development if their images are to emerge. In short, environments develop what heredity endows.

If it were inherited predispositions to psychological dysfunctionality that doom us to bad situations, our species would long since have become extinct. Fortunately for all concerned, our genetically endowed behavioral predispositions are not set irrevocably on automatic pilot. They are subject to mindful redisposition.

Thus far I have viewed our pandemic adult-eration from the perspective of dysfunctionality. Yet there is also a functional perspective on our adult-eration, which Buddhism calls “mindfulness,” which essentially means being ongoingly aware of what is happening within us, around us, and as us. Mindful awareness is possible because we all live within a common mindfield, á la Ralph Waldo Emerson’s assertion that “There is a single mind common to all [persons].” However singular may be our common mindfield, however, within that mindfield are a multitude of vastly diverse mentalities. There are as many different mentalities within the one mind as there are persons. Furthermore, within each person is a multiplicity of sub-mentalities that potentiate in each of us a tendency toward multiple personality.
Robert Ornstein, who coined the term “mindfield” in his book entitled The Mindfield, characterized our embodiment of the mindfield in another book entitled Multimind.
[Many persons suffer from a condition that has come to be known as academiomemesis. It is the disorder that makes one think that a human being is really like a small academic. In this condition, a living human being is thus usually thought to consist of the pure verbal and logical processes. A victim of this disorder thus gives little attention to many other dimensions of a person – feelings, personal concerns, bodily needs, the ability to sing and dance, or the ability to get along with many different kinds of people. But funny as it may seem, this limited view is no joke.  It is the dominant view of what is known as “the Western intellectual tradition,” a view that might be remembered by its acronym, TWIT.
The assumption is that the mind is the sum of the TWIT abilities: to discuss, debate, delineate, and dismiss. It assumes that people are always trying, usually rationally, to determine what is happening to them, and in a way that allows them to discuss it with others. Jean Piaget and Jerome Bruner, to take two examples, analyze a child’s development as a progression of increasing thought and inference. But most of us, for most of our lives, do not try to determine the causes of things. Rather, most of the time we try to get by; to eat, sleep, and, of course, to reproduce. In other words, we are mainly concerned with surviving, getting along in a complex and changing world, in short, with adapting rather than with inference.

It is illusory to think that a person has one mind, good or bad. There is no single mind but many; we are a coalition, not a single person. The unity we experience  - it is the same me that loves as reasons; it is the same me that is the father as is the son; it is the same me who goes to work and plays games – is simply an illusion. It is a needed but fundamental illusion about ourselves and others because we are not consistent. We are not coherent. We do not always decide things reasonably. We are unaware of how we decide and even “who” is deciding for us.
We are unaware of the nature of our divided and diverse mental system. In fact, we have lots of minds and they are they are specialized to handle different chores. I am sure that this is unsettling to many people as Freud’s were a century ago. But the multimind idea does not postulate that we are completely out of control, only that we do not know often enough what is in our mind or, rather, which portion of the mind is operating at any one time.

To make a long story short, each of us embodies a coalition of perspectives, rather than a single-minded outlook, which is in part what moved Walt Whitman to say “I am large, there is a multitude within.” To make this story even shorter: within the all-encompassing mindfield, each of us creates multiple, possessive “mine” fields – as, for instance, in “I’ve got mine, now you get yours.” The common name for this fickle sub-mindfield is The Ego, wherein we find ourselves constantly stepping on one another’s mines. The question “which mind?” therefore is often largely a matter of “which mine?”

I have conceived this workshop as a way of rising above our fickle mine fields, so that each of us may come to know his or her answer to the question of “which mind?” without detonating a mine.
Having said all that, I conclude these introductory remarks by sharing my own most recent answer to the question “Who is it that asks?” (a.k.a. “Who am I”). It was written in immediate response to the global 9/11 call in September of 2001, which brought me to the realization that the beneficial presence of every soul was being called up for duty. As for my own soul’s tour of duty, I discerned it to be 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 worldview 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. 

This proclamation of my own beneficial presence befits me best as an ongoing aspiration, rather than as a fully accomplished fact, for I still too often choose to exemplify the selfish, unforgiving mine field that I know myself to be much more than. My truest witness prevails only when I forgive and release myself from whatever obscures the generous truth to which my soul forever testifies: 
I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned.

Assignment for Class Session #2

1. 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.  

2. 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 a 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.

3. Throughout the week, keep as complete a log as possible of your inconsistencies of outlook and shifts of mood.

4. Throughout the week as well, periodically compile the following self-awareness inventory:

· How I experience myself (list all of the ways)

· How I would also or rather experience myself (list all of the ways)

5. Unpack the following lyrics of “The House Song,” written by Peter Stookey of Peter, Paul, and Mary, and recorded by the trio – and later by Waylon Jennings and possibly by others as well. As you do so, do not overly concern yourself with what their author meant to say. Rather, unpack what they say to you.
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 to 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
Past 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.

