The “WRITE I AM” Workshop 

Composing the Autobiography of Your Soul
>>Rev. Noel Frederick McInnis<<

Mondays 7-9:15 p.m.  – January 10-March 21
Unity of Beaverton, 12650 SW 5th Street

"What is as important as knowledge?" asked the mind.

"Seeing and caring with the heart,” answered the soul. 

-Anon
There is nothing more important

than knowing your soul and living the truth it speaks.

-Alan Cohen

A Russian proverb acknowledges that “The soul of another is a dark forest.” And so it tends to be with our own souls as well. 
Yet such need not be the case. Our soul’s depths are wondrously revealed as we learn to set aside our preoccupation with superficial stories about our ego’s trappings and trippings.

The “Write I Am” workshop evokes soul-full revelation via practices that redeem Meister Eckhart’s insight:

To get at the core of God…one must first get into the core of the Self…. Go to the depths of the soul, the secret place of the Most High, to the roots, to the heights; for all that God can do is focused there.
Workshop participants learn how

· to look within for what they otherwise feel they are without;

· to recognize and express the truth of their inward being;
· to flow in accord with their inner truth as a regular practice;
· to appreciate the soul-full testimony cited over ►►►
For further information:

noelmcinnis@forgivenessfirst.com  - 503/570-4331

SOUL TEARS
(Seeing and caring with the heart)
Water, 

when heated sufficiently,

is moved to steam.         

                              When my soul is warmed sufficiently,

                              I am moved to tears.

Steam does not mean

that water is damaged.

                              These tears signify no pain.

Steam does not mean

that water is sorrowful.

                              These tears are not a cry for sympathy.   

Steam is not a sign of weakness.

                              These are not a cry-baby's tears.

Steam is not a sign of virtue.

                              These tears merit no award.

Steam is water at its purest.

                              These tears are the white light

                              of all my emotions 
                              vibrating as one.

Water,

when heated sufficiently,

escapes its container.

                              When my soul is warmed sufficiently,

                              the cup of my living water runneth over.








