THE “WRITE I AM” WORKSHOP

Composing the Autobiography of Your Soul

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

"Caring and seeing 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. Such need not be the case, however, because the soul reveals quite gladly the deep wonders of its journey when we cease our preoccupation with superficial stories of our ego’s tripping about.
The “Write I Am” workshop encourages soul self-revelation by honoring the insight of Meister Eckhart:

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 themselves to be without;
· to recognize and express the truth that is focused within them;
· to articulate and live by their inner truth in daily practice.

SESSION SEQUENCE (2nd offering)
SESSION # 1: The soul’s journey is alone & all one.
Focus: The soul is outwardly alone, and inwardly all one.

Everywhere I go here I am [I alone am here – I am here, alone]

Nothing in the manifest universe touches, because the consequence of touching is annihilation.

In class: I am in this world as…for…to…by…in…with…etc.

Grist: Ronald Laing

Music: “Ripple”, “Scared to be alone”, “People Used To”

Manual: The Soul’s Journey: Doing it Together Alone  (Laing, Ripple, Twenty Mile Zone)

Reading: “You Are Accepted”, “Grace: The Wisdom to Know the Difference”, Edith Ballard.

The Thing Itself: Opening

The Way It Works: Alone, Compassion, Innocence

What It Does: Bridges

How to Use It: Keep the channel open

The soul is at once a wise master and a faithful servant, though it is not recognized as such by the unmastered ego. The ego is a treacherous master, 

The soul forever yearns to absorb new experiences of self-expression, and incarnates in a body for the purpose of such absorption. The ego yearns to control all experiences, and limits the soul’s potential accordingly.
The soul generates potential

The soul internally validates its own expression. The ego seeks external validation.

The soul is primarily concerned with truth. The ego is primarily concerned with its own security.

The PURPOSE of composing the autobiography of your soul is to become re-opened to the infinite. What is meant by being open to the infinite was best described by Martha Graham.

I say that our purpose is to become “re-opened” because we came into this life already open to the infinite. During the first few weeks or months of our lives, our openness to the infinite looked like this: (finger in hand).

Our purpose in this class is to return to this:
One of the most profound metaphysical practices is to release the unwanted consequences of one’s past history. The truth of our being is not bound by precedent.

I learned of this prior to immersing myself in New Thought. Castenada’s Don Juan: forget your history. Turn from any precedents of your personal history that prevent you from experiencing a greater good.
In order to forget your history, you first have to remember your history. 

There is one place where your entire history is known – in the realm(s) of your unconscious mind.

The STRATEGY of this course is to remember the most important aspects of your history, so that however it may be appropriate for you to do so, you can cease to be at the effect of your history by forgetting how to repeat its unwanted consequences. Forgetting your history consists of turning from the condition of your history.
ROADS NOT TAKEN
SESSION #2: The soul’s journey is a quest for unconditional self regard. 
Grace as recognition and appreciation.

Grist:

Music:

Reading: “The Starthrower,”  “The Man in the Rorschach Shirt”,

SESSION #3: Giving people back to themselves, listening them into disclosure and self-discovery

Joan of Arc

Leonard Cohen

Now the flames they followed Joan of Arc
as she came riding through the dark.

No moon to keep her armor bright,

no man to get her through this very smoky night,

She said, “I’m tired of the war,

I want the kind of work I had before,

a wedding dress or something white

to wear upon my swollen appetite.

la la la . . .

“Well I’m glad to hear you talk this way,

you know I’ve watched you riding every day,

and something in me yearns to win

such a cold and lonesome heroine.”

“And who are you?” she sternly spoke

to the one beneath the smoke.

“Why, I’m fire,” he replied,

and I love your solitude, I love your pride.

la la la . . .

“Well then, fire, make your body cold,

I’m going to give you mine to hold.”

And saying this she climbed inside

to be his one, to be his only bride.

It was deep into his fiery heart

he took the dust of Joan of Arc.

and high above the wedding guests

he hung the ashes of her lovely wedding dress.

It was deep into his fiery heart

he took the dust of Joan of Arc,

and then she clearly understood

if he was fire, oh she must be wood.

I saw her wince, I saw her cry,

I saw the glory in her eye.

Myself I long for love and light,

but must it come so cruel, and oh so bright?

la la la . . .

Assignment for Class Session #9
1. Read Ken Wilber’s article, “A Spirituality that Transforms”. Then contemplate the question, “Do I use New Thought for translation, or for transformation?”  If your answer is “for both,” then contemplate the further question, “For which of these have I primarily used New Thought?”

2. Be prepared to discuss: has this course been primarily translative or transformational for you?

People Used To

Donovan Leitch
For long before pent-up priests and whispers and repentances, friends walked, talked, and listened, and in the listening-talk cured each other of their sour despairs. Good friends trade hairballs all the time, give gifts of mutual dismays and so are rid of them. –Immanuel Brokaw (in “The Man in the Rorschach Shirt” by Ray Bradbury)
Friendships double our joys and halve our sorrows.

–Folk saying
To listen a soul into disclosure and discovery is the greatest service one human being can do for another.
-Quaker saying

People used to get together round a fire, 

fishes were cooked, songs were sang.
Moonlight used to guide our way home in the dark.
Do you find it hard remembering?

People used to get together round a problem, 
eyes were looked at tongues were true.
People used to stop to say 'How do you do'.
Do you find it hard remembering?

And still you people tell me life is easy to get on with
but what I've got so far 's nuff to be going on with
People tell me that its so . . .
I don't know anymore, I don't know." 

People used to spend an hour making tea, 
easy, easy was the rule.
People used to stop to think and contemplate,
he who hustled was the fool.
And still you people tell me life is easy to get on with . . .
What The Soul Desires

Donovan Leitch
There is a rapture that my soul desires

There is a something that I cannot name.

I know not after what my soul aspires

Nor guess from when the restless longing came

But ever from my childhood have I felt it

In all things beautiful, in all things gay

And ever has its gentle unseen presence

Falling like a shadow cloud across my way.

It is the melody in all sweet music

In all fair forms it is the hidden grace.

In all I love, a something that escapes me,

Flies by pursuit and ever visits face.

I see it in the woodlands, silver beauty

I feel it in the very breathing of the air.

I stretch my hand to grasp for I can't touch it

When I do, well I know it is not there.

La la la la la la . . .

But ever from my childhood have I felt it

In all things beautiful, in all things gay

And ever has its gentle unseen presence

Falling like a shadow cloud across my way.

There is a rapture.
Ingredients of Class Sessions #3+

Bradbury (and other) stories that have fathomed my depths (in the Proustian sense)

”The Man in the Rorschach Shirt” [Eisley] “The Starthrower”/ / <–> Quaker saying

“Powerhouse”

“Hail and Farewell”
“The Great Wide World Over There” (the most powerful seducer of the soul – consumerism)

 “A Sound of Thunder”

“The Fog Horn” (“The Dragon”)
“All Summer in a Day”

“Jonah”
[Eisley] “Phagosytes”

Donovan songs that have fathomed my depths
Do What You’ve Never Done Before/People Used To/The Starfish/Banjo Man

Dory Previn songs that have liberated my empathy (sympathy is of the psyche, empathy is of the soul)
1. Twenty Mile Zone                                            16
2. Mythical Kings and Iguanas                               1

3. Scared to Be Alone                                             2
4. Lady with a Braid                                               9

(Lemon-Haired Ladies)                                         

5. I Ain’t His Child                                                 3

6. I Dance and Dance . . .                                        4

7. Left Hand Lost                                                   11
8. Esther’s First Communion                                   5
9. Angels and Devils the Following Day               13
A Stone for Bessie Smith   (Janis Joplin)
The Hollywood Sign 
Other songs:

Escape Is So Simple

Joan of Arc
Hernando/I Have a Dream

Remember

Holy Man

Word spread across the countryside about the wise Holy Man who lived in a small house atop the mountain. A man from the village decided to make the long and difficult journey to visit him. When he arrived at the house, he saw an old servant inside who greeting him at the door. "I would like to see the wise Holy Man," he said to the servant. The servant smiled and led him inside. As they walked through the house, the man from the village looked eagerly around the house, anticipating his encounter with the Holy Man.

Before he knew it, he had been led to the back door and escorted outside. He stopped and turned to the servant, "But I want to see the Holy Man!" 

"You already have," said the old man. "Everyone you may meet in life, even if they appear plain and insignificant... see each of them as a wise Holy Man. If you do this, then whatever problem you brought here today will be solved."

Almost the whole world is asleep. Everybody you know, everyone you see, everyone you talk to. Only a few people are awake and they live in constant total amazement.
     - From the movie Joe Versus the Volcano
From a collection of Zen Stories at

http://www.emersononlinestudies.org/TeaCombat.htm
What I would like to get from this class is . . .

What the word “soul” means to me is . . .?

On a scale of one to ten, with ten representing maximum commitment, how committed are you to coming out of hiding from yourself so that you may fully know all of the following: 

· who you truly are – and are not

· how you go about being – and avoid being – who you truly are

· how you can best be who you truly are.

1     2     3     4     5     6     7     8     9     10

It has been said, 
Try not to let your mind wander . . . 
it is too small and fragile to be out by itself.
And I say to you, be sure to let your mind wonder . . .

The Guest House

This being human is a guest house.

Every morning a new arrival.

A joy, a depression, a meanness,

some momentary awareness comes

as an unexpected visitor.

Welcome and entertain them all!

Even if they are a crowd of sorrows,

who violently sweep your house

empty of its furniture,

still, treat each guest honorably.

He may be clearing you out

for some new delight.

The dark thought, the shame, the malice.

meet them at the door laughing and invite them in.

Be grateful for whatever comes.

because each has been sent

as a guide from beyond.

       -Jelaluddin Rumi
Today's DAILY INSPIRATION is from Anthony de Mello, SJ

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

    "How does one seek union with God?"

    "The harder you seek the more distance you create between God and you."

    "So what does one do about the distance?"

    "Understand that it isn't there."

    "Does that mean that God and I are one?"

    "Not one. Not two."

    "How is that possible?"

    "The sun and its light, the ocean and the wave, the singer and the song 

- not one. Not two."

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

The ultimate irony is man's belief that he has separated himself from God.  

The ultimate waste is our single-minded devotion to defining our self when 

there is no self to define.
A man’s own self is his friend, a man’s own self is his foe. -Bhagavad-gita 
When the heart grieves over what it has lost, the spirit rejoices over what it has found. -Author unknown
God is a comedian playing to an audience too afraid to laugh.  -Voltaire
And this is my true church…helping another; not the edifice you saw before. –Helen Schucman
If you want to be somebody else, change your mind.  -Sister Hazel
Upset clouds visibility; wait until you can see more clearly before assessing your flight path. -Alan Cohen

Walk softly when you enter the realm of another’s religion. Remember, God was there before you. –Eastern proverb

Terrorism cannot manufacture fear where none existed before. It cannot force a peaceful person into unrest. It cannot make a loving person evil. It can only exaggerate, accentuate and bring up fears that have been hidden all along. We all have fears because we are all human yet we choose which fears to master and which ones to hide. No more hiding. -Rhonda Britten

[T]he adversary is not the person or situation that stands before you, but your reaction to or feeling about it. We can't always control what happens to us. But we can control what we think about what happens – and what we are thinking is our life at any particular moment. –Eric Butterworth
Follow your bliss and doors will open where there were no doors before. -Joseph Campbell
Before you accuse me, take a look at yourself. –Eric Clapton

The fact is, I am not in any of the places the train passes through. I am on the train. That is my place, that is the real landscape. The extraordinary thing is not the difficulty of knowing what I am experiencing as I look through the window, but that my real landscape is filled with strangers who are thrown together by the accident of travel and who, because of being human, or American, or English, or not me, are busily making themselves known to each other before they go their separate ways. Just because we all happened to be going in the same direction, an us has been formed. –Jenny Diski

Things are more like they are now than they ever were before. ​–Dwight D. Eisenhower
Undoubtedly we have no questions to ask which are unanswerable. We must trust the perfection of the creation so far, as to believe that whatever curiosity the order of things has awakened in our minds, the order of things can satisfy. Every man's condition is a solution in hieroglyphic to those inquiries he would put. He acts it as life, before he apprehends it as truth. In like manner, nature is already, in its forms and tendencies, describing its own design. -Ralph Waldo Emerson
CARPE DEIM: Normal day, let me be aware of the treasure you are. Let me learn from you, love you, bless you before you depart. Let me not pass you by in quest ogf some rare and perfect tomorrow. Let we hold you while I may, for it may not always be so. One day I shall dig my nails into the earth, or bury my face in the pillow, or stretch myself taut, or raise my hands to the sky and want, more than all the world, your return. –Mary Jean Iron

If nature herself has exhibited a tendency, if she seems to 'want' anything, it is not merely to survive. She has tended to realize more and more completely the potentialities of protoplasm, and these include much that has no demonstrable 'survival value.' Evolution itself has spread before us the story of a striving toward 'the higher,' not merely toward that which enables an organism to survive. -Joseph Wood Krutch
All fixed, fast-frozen relations, with their train of ancient and venerable prejudices and opinions, are swept away, all new-formed ones become antiquated before they can ossify. All that is solid melts into air. –Karl Marx

We who lived in the concentration camps can remember those who walked through the huts comforting others, giving away their last piece of bread. They may have been few in number, but they offer sufficient proof that everything can be taken from us but one thing: the last of our freedoms – the freedom to choose one’s attitude in any given set of circumstances, to choose one’s own way. -Victor E. Frankl, Man’s Search for Meaning

Sympathy for all that lives (Schweitzer)

Stan Ousley (E-mail folder Opus/Naming):

All humans, and cats and dogs and who knows what else, have two basic needs. We all need to be recognized – to be named. In the naming, the recognition, our self-worth is validated. Our pets have names, and their stray counterparts don’t. There are stray humans, too: the homeless, hungry, the unappreciated people Jesus so deeply loved. Ghandi recognized the harijan – the untouchables – as the precious children of God. And Blessed Mother Teresa observed "We may not be able to do great things for God, but we can do small things with great love." To love and to be loved is the second universal need. I remember a Christmas Eve years ago when I was working in a small hospital in rural northern New Mexico. A little elderly Hispanic lady was dying and she had no family nearby to visit her. I spoon-fed her soup, gently wiping her chin when she drooled. <Usted es muy preciosa, mi dona> I said. (Dona is a term of respect often reserved for the aristocratic elderly women, as "don" is used to address older men of high standing.) <No soy una dona> she replied. "You’re God’s donacita," I told her, "and you are very precious." I held her frail hand and stroked her unkempt hair and kissed her forehead. A little tear rolled down her cheek. She died that night, but she did not die unloved or unrecognized.

What keeps us from opening the door? What is it within us that is afraid to love, to trust, to know Grace (the free and unmerited giving of Spirit in Divine Love to its Creation) in every sacred moment? Tolstoy wrote of one of his characters in a novel: "He lived by a faith in his heart that his mind rejected." 

This New Year, we can stay in old patterns of mental limitation or move into new heart realizations. It’s a resolution of the heart, not the head. It’s a journey of the heart through uncharted regions of deepest feelings of love beyond reason and an indescribable joy. Or, we can just "think about it" -- yet again this year. "Stan writes nice articles but this stuff isn’t practical." And in our thinking we can become so stagnant in the name of misconceived practicalities. We begin to think about old prejudices and hurts and past differences, and soon we have many "logical reasons" to ignore or stifle the heart. There are "reasons" not to move forward, but they are not mandates!

The Sufi Muslim poet Jalaluddin Rumi (1207 – 1273) wrote about the limitations and perils of any thinking that "justifies" limitation and inertia:

"A thinker collects and links up proofs.

A mystic does the opposite.

He lays his head on a person’s chest

And sinks into the answer.

Thinking gives off smoke to prove the existence of fire.

The mystic sits within the burning."

Not being re-elected to the NTMO Board was so beyond my state of expectancy that when Rev. David called to tell me that (depending on my perspective) I was "the lucky person", I didn't detect his meaning. We talked for a while about the untimely vicissitudes of the Valley Theater scenario, after which I asked, "So, who didn't make it?"

I was utterly amazed to finally comprehend that I had met number 10 (the even man out), and it was me.

My psyche immediately began presenting me with the full menu of options it invariably provides on such occasions:

I initially felt a twinge of rejection. Having no desire whatsoever to go there, I decided, "I'll give that one a pass." 

Next came a sense of loss. Desiring neither to indulge in this, I decided, "I'd rather be open to what I am now freed up to find." 

Then welled up a pang of sadness. Since this is a feeling I know how to visit with good effect while declining the option of dwelling therein, I decided, "A little taste of that will surely aid my digestion of this news" - for I have learned from earlier, unduly sad experiences that grieving, when avoided, invariably calcifies into unforgiveness.

On and on my psyche went through the potential banquet of its other usual suspects, none of whom I chose to make at home. As I learned from Ernest Holmes, "Though one cannot always avoid hurtful feelings, one doesn't have to entertain them."

Having effectively burned my psyche's distressful options at the Interim Board retreat, I declined my psyche's menu of dubious potentials and chose instead to go with "the usual" - what always serves me best in such circumstances: a generous helping of flow . . .

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.

My bottom line, therefore, in consequence of this unanticipated turn of events is that regardless of any transient froth and bubble, I continue to be gladly present in this spiritual community . . . 

. . . just (and still with some sadness) no longer at its Board meetings.

Grace: The Wisdom to Know the Difference

By Jeanie Miley , Jan. 05, 2004

For most of my adult life, I’ve lived with the Serenity Prayer as a constant companion. It’s taken me through my crises and the ordinary, garden-variety annoyances of daily life.

On the cusp of this new year, however, and in the midst of letting go of a burden I’ve carried for my entire life, the prayer that has never failed me suddenly offered up a new awareness. On a cold, clear winter morning, I awoke with the sweet understanding that there is a reason that praying for “the serenity to accept the things I cannot change” comes before the request for “the courage to change the things I can.” 

Final Acceptance: Ending the Energy Drain 
I’m not too happy about having to admit it, but the hard, cold, unvarnished truth is that I’ve spent too much energy trying to change what cannot be changed. I’ve spent money trying to fix what was unfixable, and I’ve given a lot of anguish and sleepless nights to trying to repair what wasn’t even mine to repair. I’ve wasted energy on responsibilities that rightfully belonged to others. I’ve fought battles that were not mine to fight, and I’ve crusaded, once or twice, for causes that I really didn’t believe in, often to please someone I did believe in. 

I’ve worn myself out, at times, trying to get people to do what they didn’t want to do and keep them from doing what they were going to do, no matter what, only to realize that some folks call that “meddling” and control. 

I’ve believed in people when they were deeply committed to their own failure. I’ve spent more energy trying to help people save their marriages than they were willing to spend. I’ve tried to be close to people who wanted distance, and I’ve thought that I could tame mad dogs if I loved them enough, frustrating them and myself! 

There’s an awful kind of arrogance in that wasteful misuse of energy, but in almost all of the efforts, it just took me some time to see what I was doing. I’m not going to blame or beat myself for doing what I thought was right at the time. Besides, along the way of trying to change the things I could not change, I learned a lot of useful lessons. 

I do have some regrets about those efforts for causes that looked so good, at the outset, but turned out to be not so good, in the long run. In other places, though, I fought the good fight for what was honorable and good, and I would do it again in a heartbeat, even though, in the end, my efforts seemed to be in vain. 

Putting Energy Where it Counts 
The problem with keeping on trying to change the things I cannot change, however, is that I only have so much energy, in any given day. I do, after all, have a finite number of resources and opportunities available to me in a lifetime, and if I expend what I have on trying to change the things I cannot change, I’m stealing from myself and from the energy I need to do what I can do, where I am. 

I’m praying that old prayer in a new way in this new year. Every day, I’m letting go of wasted effort so that I will have that energy available to me to do what I can do, to change what I can change and to live the life that is mine to live. 

Indeed, it is grace, after all, to have the wisdom to know the difference. 

May we live grace, and may we give it – all year long.
Interconnecting Your “Marker Experiences”
In the diagram below:

· Let the center circle represent what you consider to be the most grounding (i.e. “fence post”) experience of your entire life thus far, and assign 16 of your other fence post, lamp post and signpost experiences to the surrounding semi-circles. 

· Draw lines between each of the 17 experiences and all other experiences to which it bears some resemblance or other relationship.  

· Contemplate the patterns that are revealed by this exercise.

Incognito . . .
The soul of another is a dark forest.

-Russian proverb

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. -Ronald Laing
. . . ergo sum
Nobody was mean to you. Somebody was mean to what he or she thought was you, but not to you. Nobody ever rejects you; they’re only rejecting what they think you are. But that cuts both ways. Nobody ever accepts you either. Until people come awake, they are simply accepting or rejecting their image of you. They’ve fashioned an image of you, and they’re rejecting or accepting that. See how devastating it is to go deeply into that. It’s a bit too liberating. But how easy it is to love people when you do go into that. How easy it is to love everyone when you don’t identify with what they imagine you are or they are. It becomes easy to love them, to love everybody. -Anthony de Mello
On Maintaining a Low-friction Mindscape
In all that I do I seek to be neither a source nor object of friction in either my own or others’ experience. This is because I prefer to maintain a relatively frictionless state of mind. 
Until recently I exercised this preference by minimizing overt interaction with other people. Though I am now attracting greater interaction, I am committed to continued maintenance of a frictionless mind. On behalf of my doing so, I embrace all of my experiences without categorizing them or otherwise actively endeavoring to store them in my memory. Thus cultivating my mindscape assures that my experience of life is relatively frictionless.

Though I am not certain that having a friction-free mind is an attainable objective, any proof that it is not would only convince me that the objective is nonetheless grand enough to qualify as a lifelong endeavor. -Noel McInnis, “How I Mean”, c. 1982
The Child, Seeing
It was Eden that morning; the child was on earth, 

she did not know it was Eden until there on the barnhill

the curtain slipped back, the light poured forth,

and for a moment that had no seconds or minutes

she could see unfolded before her the celestial pattern

tier on tier rising, like a vast towering tree 

branching angelic, the movement up-curving,

her place assured, and around in the air

weightless as gauze, a wondrous stuff, the light that was sound,

the musical tinkle of light in a million flakes.

And she stood open to the mystery like a plant in the field,

Good burned like a beacon; whatever seemed evil

was working for good, good arched over all.

And the curtain was drawn... but the child kept on seeing.

And the child saw the stone, and knew it was good,

saw the forms swimming within in amazing sequence,

knew the sky with its planets and stars was inside it –

the  planes of crystal, the hidden prisms:

fire and sun, the blue and the green,

the atom of granite, the garnet eye.

And the child saw the plant, and knew it was good,

saw the sun running up the stalk,

saw the flower-shapes rolled up like flags in the bud, 

the stem's cool green tunnels, luminous tubings

walled in lucite, fitted in amber and emerald.

And the child saw the tree, and knew it was good,

the green universe with cities of leaves on its branches,

the roots in the sky and the roots in the earth,

the trunk a marvelous column of armies,

of secret comings and goings,

of fragrant interior rivers, 

a green print of life that only the child could read.

And the trapdoor opened, the key in the lock turned,

the grinding and creak of the bark, the cortex door:

and she looked inside at invisible greenness, 

green exploding with stars, edging with auras 

the tremendous hallways, the exquisite networks; 

saw the commerce along the quicksilver channels,

the pulleys of bright ropes that checked and that balanced.

And the child saw the fruit, and knew it was good,

saw the seed in the center, the diminutive kingdom;

perfect cradle of newness – and  tightly drawn over,

coverlet of apple skin, or peach fleece or apricot quilt,

plum peel of violet or pear sheeted in jade –

and always inside it

that small world of seed before waters divided,

each pip in its polished case like an Indian child in its basket,

like a small rabbit in a sod hollow,

like the seeing eye in the socket –

the  cipher shape that contains within it all numbers,

the unlimited limits, the circled expansion.

And the child saw the world, and knew it was good.

Twenty years later, in a spate of full daylight,

the vision returned, an exact duplication.

It remained but a moment. The child kept on seeing.

                                                         -Harvena Richter
A Plea for Damaged Children
There’s no such thing as “genius”.

Some kids are less damaged than others.
-R. Buckminster (“Bucky”) Fuller

NOTE: The initial version of this song was written in 1965, as some of its idioms make quite clear. The final verse was added in 2003. On behalf of degenderizing its lyrics, in successive verses I alternate between male and female pronouns, thereby necessitating that men sometimes do whatever it is that women have always had to do to feel that they are included in h(e)mankind.
Most every newborn babe in this universe is put together mighty fine.

Though one of millions conceived in nature's bountiful purse, he's the only one of his kind.

Born for perfection, given over-protection, he's boxed in body and mind.

Born to be him, he's raised to be us, and we put him in a lifetime bind.

We've gotta let grow our little children, cause verbs weren't meant to be nouns.

Yeah, children are a whole lot like people that way, and we've gotta stop puttin’ ‘em down.

The six-year-old child is brought into school where we tell her what she doesn't know.

We tell her what we're gonna tell her, then we tell her, then we tell her that we told her so. 

Born for creation, not regurgitation, she diligently wilts in her row.

Born to think her thoughts, she's stenciled with ours, and she's made to be someone she won't know.

We've gotta let know our growing children, cause verbs weren't meant to be nouns.

Yeah, students are a whole lot like people that way, and we've gotta stop puttin’ ‘em down.

When graduation comes the student's on his way, he can start to be a human being.

But he'll only have a couple hours a day when he's not serving some machine.

Born for relations, it's for manipulations his life is rewarded so green.

Born to do his thing, but doing some thing's thing, he seldom gets a chance to mean.

We've gotta let go our grown-up children, cause verbs weren't meant to be nouns.

Yeah, grown-ups are a whole lot like people that way, and we've gotta stop puttin’ ‘em down.

[My use of the feminine gender in the next verse created quite a stir in the 1960’s]

Though our Creator saw that all she made was good, we haven't learned to share her trust.

We think that other people behave as they should only when they act like us.

Born for expression, not moral repression, they never become what they might.

Born to sow their seeds, they're made to reap ours, and they never grow in their own right.

We've gotta let sow our fellow sinners, cause verbs weren't meant to be nouns.

Yeah, sinners are a whole lot like people that way, and we've gotta stop puttin’ ‘em down.

Though others get on my case, my only disgrace is to join with them in their loss cause.

No matter what they may think, it’s with me I’m in synch, for which I don’t require their applause.

Born for presentment, not others’ contentment, I’m here to be on my own way.

Born to do my dance, not listen to their can’ts, it’s time for me to script my own play.

I’ve gotta let grow my way of being, cause verbs weren’t meant to be nouns.

Yeah, my self is a whole lot like all selves that way, and I’ve gotta stop puttin’ it down.
-Noel McInnis
To Take You In
We do not know our own souls, let alone the souls of others. Human beings do not go hand in hand the whole stretch of the way. There is a virgin forest in each; a snowfield where even the print of birds’ feet is unknown. Here we go alone, and like it better so. Always to have sympathy, always to be accompanied, always to be understood would be intolerable. -Virginia Woolfe, On Being Ill, p. 11
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.

-Noel McInnis
Outline of Class Session #8
Defining “outrageous moments” and “outage”
High School bully

Hitch-hiking

May I help you?

An outrageous life: Joan of Arc

Dory Previn songs that have liberated my empathy (sympathy is of the psyche, empathy is of the soul)

1. Twenty Mile Zone                                            16

2. Mythical Kings and Iguanas                               1

3. Scared to Be Alone                                             2

4. Lady with a Braid                                               9

(Lemon-Haired Ladies)                                         

5. I Ain’t His Child                                                 3

6. I Dance and Dance . . .                                        4

7. Left Hand Lost                                                   11

8. Esther’s First Communion                                   5

9. Angels and Devils the Following Day               13

Outline of Class Session #7
There is nothing more important than knowing your soul and living the truth it speaks.

-Alan Cohen

1. Write the word “alone” at the top of a blank sheet of paper, and list all words, phrases, and thoughts that you associate with the word.

2. How do you associate the word “alone” with “The Starthrower” and “The Man in the Rorschach Shirt”? Has it occurred to you that The Man in the Rorschach Shirt” represents New Thought’s understanding of God?

3. Mythical Kings and Iguanas

4. Spirit-soul-body according to Ernest Holmes.

5. Everywhere I go, here I am as…, to…, for…,[as a one-of-kind opening (channel) for spirit’s expression; to keep the channel open; for the bearing and baring of my soul’s intuition of spiritual truth]

6. Pattern recognition: Debrief holocoenotic exercise

7. Debrief “You Are Accepted”

8. Debrief scrapbook experience

Mythical Kings and Iguanas
by Dory Previn
I have flown to star-stained heights on bent and battered wings
in search of mythical kings, mythical kings,
sure that everything of worth is in the sky and not the earth
and I never learned to make my way
down
down
down
where the iguanas play.
I have ridden comet tails in search of magic rings
to conjure mythical kings, mythical kings,
singing scraps of angel-song, high is right and low is wrong,
and I never taught myself to give
down  
down  
down  
where the iguanas live  

Astral walks I try to take, I sit and throw I Ching.  
Aesthetic bards and tarot cards are the cords to which I cling -  
don't break my strings  
(I wish you would)  
or I will fall  
(I wish I could  
I wish I could  
I wish I could)  

Curse the mind that mounts the clouds in search of mythical kings  
and only mystical things, mystical things.
Cry for the soul that will not face the body as an equal place,   
and I never learned to touch for real  
or feel the things iguanas feel  
down  
down  
down  
where they play  
Teach me ,
teach me,
teach me,
reach me.
Twenty-Mile Zone
by Dory Previn
I was riding in my car  
screaming at the night, screaming at the dark, screaming at fright 
I wasn't doing nothing 
just driving about, screaming at the dark, letting it out 
that's all I was doing, just letting it out 

Well along comes a motorcycle very much to my surprise,
I said “officer was i speeding?” - I couldn't see his eyes,
He said “no you weren't speeding” and he felt where his gun was hung.
He said “lady you were screaming at the top of your lungs,
and you were doing it alone, you were doing it alone,
you were screaming in your car in a twenty-mile zone,
you were doing it alone, you were doing it alone, you were screaming.”
I said “I'll roll up all my windows, don't want to disturb the peace 
I'm just a creature who is looking for a little release.”
I said “and what's so wrong with screaming, don't you do it at your games 
when the quarterback breaks an elbow, when the boxer beats and maims?”
”But you were doing it alone, you were doing it alone,
you were screaming in your car in a twenty-mile zone,
you were doing it alone, you were doing it alone, you were screaming.”

I said “animals roar when they feel like, why can't we do that too,
instead of screaming ’banzai baby’ in the war in the human zoo?”

He said “I got to take you in now, follow me right behind,
and let's have no more screaming like you're out of your mind.”
So he climbed aboard his cycle and his red-eyed headlight beamed, 
and his motor started spinning, and his siren screamed.
He was doing it alone, he was doing it alone, he was screaming on his bike in a twenty-mile zone,
he was doing it alone, he was doing it alone, he was screaming. 
I was doing it alone , I was doing it alone, I was screaming in my car in a twenty-mile zone,
I was doing it alone, I was doing it alone, I was screaming.
We were doing it together, we were doing it together, we were screaming at the dark in a twenty-mile zone,
we were doing it together, we were doing it together, we were screaming.
We were doing it together, we were doing it together, we were screaming at the dark in a twenty-mile zone,
we were doing it together, we were doing it together  
alone
in a twenty-mile zone.
Assignment for Class Session #8
3. Make a list of your most outrageous moments, and identify what was seeking its “outage” during these moments.
4. Answer as completely as you can: When I keep my soul’s channel for spirit’s expression open, 

a. what shows up is . . .
b. how it shows up is . . .

c. how I feel when it shows up is . . .

d. the difference that is made in me by what shows up is . . .

e. the difference that I make in the world with what shows up is . . .

5. Continue to compile the notebook and/or scrapbook for your soul.
Outline of Class Session #6
There is nothing more important than knowing your soul and living the truth it speaks.

-Alan Cohen

1. Read and “The Starthrower” and contemplate its relationship to “The Guest House” and “The Man in the Rorschach Shirt”.

2. Read “Consulting the Autobiographer Within”, “The Journey of the Soul” and “The Unity of All Life” and contemplate their relationship to “Powerhouse” and “The Child, Seeing”.

3. I-dentity inventory: 

· Continue to develop and refine your list of fence post, signpost, and lamp post experiences and your compilation thereof into a chronological list.

· Search your lists for patterns, recurrent themes, and other tendencies revealed therein.

1. Write the word “alone” at the top of a blank sheet of paper, and list all words, phrases, and thoughts that you associate with the word.

2. How do you associate the word “alone” with “The Starthrower” and “The Man in the Rorschach Shirt”. Has it occurred to you that The Man in the Rorschach Shirt” represents New Thought’s understanding of God?
3. Sharing of marker experiences.

Assignment for Class Session #7
6. Read “You Are Accepted”, which is considered by many to be among the greatest sermons ever preached. Contemplate what being accepted means to you, and how being accepted relates to the autobiography of your soul.

7. Begin a notebook and/or scrapbook for your soul, in which to compile thoughts, images, quotations, and writings that speak to as well as from your soul.
Outline of Class Session #5
UofB: 503/646-7414   Roberta: 971/570-3725

 [Opening songs:  Enchantments plus “Holy”]

The Guest House

This being human is a guest house.

Every morning a new arrival.

A joy, a depression, a meanness,

some momentary awareness comes

as an unexpected visitor.

Welcome and entertain them all!

Even if they are a crowd of sorrows,

who violently sweep your house

empty of its furniture,

still, treat each guest honorably.

He may be clearing you out

for some new delight.

The dark thought, the shame, the malice.

meet them at the door laughing and invite them in.

Be grateful for whatever comes.

because each has been sent

as a guide from beyond.

-Jelaluddin Rumi,
1. Larry Carr’s play on words.

2. What have you learned about your “autobiographer within” – a.k.a. as your “soul” – and its relationship to other souls?
[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.]

3. Have any patterns become apparent in your inventories of fence post, signpost, and lamp post experiences?

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. 

4.  Do you feel more vulnerable or less vulnerable as a consequence of your class work thus far?

5. Further debriefing/unpacking exercises:

· Play PPM version of “The House Song” twice.  How does this song feel to you?

· Dore Previn: “Scared to be Alone”

Outline of Class Session #4
Sometimes your only available transportation is a leap of faith.”
-Margaret Shepard
UofB: 503/646-7414   Roberta: 971/570-3725

 [Opening songs:  Enchantments plus “Holy”]

1. What I have newly or better learned about myself so far in this class is:
2. Debrief self-hiding inventory.

3. Do you feel more or less vulnerable as a consequence of your work thus far in this class?

4. Debrief “Flow” poem contemplation.   

5. Debrief recurrent feeling contemplation.

6. Debrief inconsistencies of outlook and shifts of mood log.

7. Further debriefing/unpacking exercises:

· Play PPM version of “The House Song” twice.  How does this song feel to you?

·  “Curtain Raiser” <–> “A Plea for Damaged Children”

8. “To Take You In”

9. I-dentity inventory

Outline of Class Session #3
When we signed up for forever we had no idea it was in here.

-Ani Difranco
UofB: 503/646-7414   Roberta: 971/570-3725

 [Opening songs:  Enchantments plus “Holy”]

1. As a result of thus class I am now more in touch with . . .
2. Do you feel more or less vulnerable as a consequence of your work thus far in this class?
3. Debrief “Flow” poem contemplation.   

4. Debrief recurrent feeling contemplation.

5. Debrief inconsistencies of outlook and shifts of mood log.
6. Debrief self-awareness inventory.

7. Further debriefing/unpacking exercises:

· Play Grateful Dead’s “Ripple”, then sing it as a class. How does this song feel to you?

· Play PPM version of “The House Song” twice, and then sing it as a class. How does this song feel to you?

·  “Curtain Raiser” <–> “A Plea for Damaged Children”

Outline of Class Session #2
When we signed up for forever we had no idea it was in here.

-Ani Difranco
UofB: 503/646-7414   Roberta: 971/570-3725

 [Opening songs:  Enchantments plus “Holy”]

1. What has been the most significant impact of this class upon you thus far? 

· Write/discuss/submit
2. Debrief “Flow” poem contemplation.   

3. Debrief recurrent feeling contemplation.

3. Debrief inconsistencies of outlook and shifts of mood log.   

4. Debrief self-awareness inventory.

5. Further debriefing/unpacking exercises:

· Play Grateful Dead’s “Ripple”, then sing it as a class. How does this song feel to you?
· Play PPM version of “The House Song” twice, and then sing it as a class. How does this song feel to you?
· Invictus/I Did It My Way <–> The Way of Transformation
· “Curtain Raiser” <–> “A Plea for Damaged Children”

Most every newborn babe in this universe is put together mighty fine.

Though one of millions conceived in nature's bountiful purse, he's the only one of his kind.

Born for perfection, given over-protection, he's boxed in body and mind.

Born to be him, he's raised to be us, and we put him in a lifetime bind.

We've gotta let grow our little children, cause verbs weren't meant to be nouns.

Yeah, children are a whole lot like people that way, and we've gotta stop putting ‘em down.

The six-year-old child is brought into school where we tell her what she doesn't know.

We tell her what we're gonna tell her, then we tell her, then we tell her that we told her so. 

Born for creation, not regurgitation, she diligently wilts in her row.

Born to think her thoughts, she's stenciled with ours, and she's made to be someone she won't know.

We've gotta let know our growing children, cause verbs weren't meant to be nouns.

Yeah, students are a whole lot like people that way, and we've gotta stop putting ‘em down.

When graduation comes the student's on his way, he can start to be a human being.

But he'll only have a couple hours a day when he's not serving some machine.

Born for relations, it's for manipulations his life is rewarded so green.

Born to do his thing, but doing some thing's thing, he seldom gets a chance to mean.

We've gotta let go our grown-up children, cause verbs weren't meant to be nouns.

Yeah, grown-ups are a whole lot like people that way, and we've gotta stop putting ‘em down.

[My use of the feminine gender in the next verse created quite a stir in the 1960’s]

Though our Creator saw that all she made was good, we haven't learned to share her trust.

We think that other people behave as they should only when they act like us.

Born for expression, not moral repression, they never become what they might.

Born to sow their seeds, they're made to reap ours, and they never grow in their own right.

We've gotta let sow our fellow sinners, cause verbs weren't meant to be nouns.

Yeah, sinners are a whole lot like people that way, and we've gotta stop putting ‘em down.

Though others get on my case, my only disgrace is to join with them in their loss cause.

No matter what they may think, it’s with me I’m in synch, for which I don’t require their applause.

Born for presentment, not others’ contentment, I’m here to be on my own way.

Born to do my dance, not listen to their can’ts, it’s time for me to write my own play.

I’ve gotta let grow my way of being, cause verbs weren’t meant to be nouns.

Yeah, my self is a whole lot like all selves that way, and I’ve gotta stop putting it down.

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.

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.

-William Ernest Henley

I Did It My Way

And now, the end is near;

And so I face the final curtain.

My friend, I'll say it clear,

I'll state my case, of which I'm certain.

I've lived a life that's full.

I've traveled each and ev'ry highway;

But more, much more than this,

I did it my way.

Regrets, I've had a few;

But then again, too few to mention.

I did what I had to do

And saw it through without exemption.

I planned each charted course;

Each careful step along the byway,

But more, much more than this,

I did it my way.

Yes, there were times, I'm sure you knew

When I bit off more than I could chew.

But through it all, when there was doubt,

I ate it up and spit it out.

I faced it all and I stood tall;

And did it my way.

I've loved, I've laughed and cried.

I've had my fill; my share of losing.

And now, as tears subside,

I find it all so amusing.

To think I did all that;

And may I say - not in a shy way,

"No, oh no not me,

I did it my way".

For what is a man, what has he got?

If not himself, then he has naught.

To say the things he truly feels;

And not the words of one who kneels.

The record shows I took the blows -

And did it my way!
-Frank Sinatra
The Way of Transformation

The man who, being really on the Way, falls upon hard times in the world will not, as a consequence, turn to that friend who offers him refuge and encourages his old self to survive. Rather, he will seek out someone who will faithfully and inexorably help him to risk himself, so that he may endure the suffering and pass courageously through it, thus making of it a "raft that leads to the far shore." Only to the extent that man exposes himself over and over again to annihilation can that which is indestructible arise within him. In this lies the dignity of daring. 

Thus, the aim of practice is not to develop an attitude which allows a man to acquire a state of harmony and peace wherein nothing can ever trouble him. On the contrary, practice should teach him to let himself be assaulted, perturbed, moved, insulted, broken and battered - that is to say, it should enable him to dare to let go his futile hankering after harmony, surcease from pain, and a comfortable life in order that he may discover, in doing battle with the forces that oppose him, that which awaits him beyond the world of opposites. 

The first necessity is that we should have the courage to face life, and to encounter all that is most perilous in the world. When this is possible, meditation itself becomes the means by which we accept and welcome the demons which arise from the unconscious - a process very different from the practice of concentration on some object as a protection against such forces. Only if we venture repeatedly through zones of annihilation can our contact with Divine Being, which is beyond annihilation, become firm and stable. 

The more a man learns whole-heartedly to confront the world that threatens him with isolation, the more are the depths of the Ground of Being revealed and the possibilities of new life and Becoming opened.

-From the book The Way of Transformation by Karlfried Gras Von Durkheim 
Assignment for Class Session #3
When we signed up for forever we had no idea it was in here.

-Ani Difranco
1. 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.  

2. Once again 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 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.

3. Throughout the week, continue to 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 second installment of your self-awareness inventory:

· How I perceive others experiencing me (list all the ways)

· How I would also or rather perceive that others experience me (list all the ways)

5. Read the “foreword” and “Part One” (pages xii-48) of The 72 Names of God: Technology for the Soul, making note of any unanswered questions that occur to you, and of any commentary you would like to make about what you have read.

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.

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 is full, may it be again.

Let it be known there is a fountain

that was not made by the hands 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,

that 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,

but 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.

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
Assignment for Class Session #6
There is nothing more important than knowing your soul and living the truth it speaks.

-Alan Cohen

1. Read and “The Starthrower” and contemplate its relationship to “The Guest House” and “The Man in the Rorschach Shirt”.
2. Read “Consulting the Autobiographer Within”, “The Journey of the Soul” and “The Unity of All Life” and contemplate their relationship to “Powerhouse” and “The Child, Seeing”.

3. I-dentity inventory: 

· Continue to develop and refine your list of fence post, signpost, and lamp post experiences and your compilation thereof into a chronological list.

· Search your lists for patterns, recurrent themes, and other tendencies revealed therein.

Consulting the Autobiographer Within
The real voyage of discovery consists not in seeking new landscapes but in having new eyes.

–Marcel Proust
According to the Biblical book of Ecclesiastes (1:9), “there is nothing new under the sun,” only the vain repetition of endless behavioral cycles. Fast-forwarding to the perspective of a 20th century Greek, C.E. Cavafy, such proverbial vanity is also cited in his poem entitled “The City”: 

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. 
Only as one’s next city is seen with new eyes may one’s experience of it, as well as in it, be truly different. Fortunately, everyone’s life journey begins with a new set of eyes:

Nothing new under the sun? 

I am proof this is not so.

No matter what’s been thought, said, and done before, 

I am the one who is thinking, saying, and doing just here right now.

Never before has the universe happened just the way I do.

There is always something new under the sun whenever someone new is doing it.

In my life and through my hands the universe takes shapes

that its ongoing creation has never before nor will ever again experience.
The prescription for new vision as old as the Tao Te Ching’s advice: 

Who knows his manhood's strength,

Yet still his female [tenderness] maintains;

As to one channel flow the many drains,

All come to him, yea, all beneath the sky.

Thus he the constant excellence retains;

The simple child again, free from all stains.

        -James Legge translation
The potential for stain removal – the cleansing of our adult-erated beneficial presence  – is at one with our potential for the cleansing of our perception. For as poet William Blake proclaimed, “There are things that are known and things that are unknown...and in between are only doors.” The doors of which Blake spoke are the doors of our perception, and as he further proclaimed, “If the doors of perception were cleansed, everything would appear to [us] as it is, infinite.”

The potential for our cleansing of the doors of perception is forever with us:

One discovers that destiny can be directed, that one does not need to remain in bondage to the first wax imprint made on childhood sensibilities.  One need not be branded by the first pattern.  Once the deforming mirror is smashed, there is a possibility of wholeness; there is a possibility of joy. - Anaïs Nin

The ultimate good news is that what we may now see in part only, as if we were looking through a glass darkly, we can in our wholeness see face to face. It is then that we come to realize that we have met the Beneficial Presence, and it is us.
The Journey of the Soul

Spirit came to my Soul and said, “Let us go on a journey together.” There was nothing in all the universe but my Soul and Sprit. The night was crystal clear, the sky was studded with a million stars, and the air carried a fragrance as if all the flowers on the earth had released their perfume for our pleasure. I laughed aloud from pure joy as Spirit and I went into the night. There was no pavement beneath our feet, we walked on air that was a gossamer road stretched out before us, and we sang together all the songs of ages long since past.

As we journeyed on, my mind said to me, “Let us stop here at the house of our friends and take them with us on our happy journey,” so we stopped at the house, and the friends came out and joined us; but somehow the music did not ring so clearly, and the odor from the flowers seemed more faint.

Then it was that the friend said, “Let us stop here and take these other friends with us.” We did so and the other friends were singing also, but the music lacked the sweet harmony of that which we, as Soul and Spirit, sang alone together. As we all journeyed on, a fog settled over the night, and the stars were lost behind the silken veil; the perfume from the flowers came from so far away that we soon lost it altogether, and the air became heavy and hard to tread.

The friends we had gathered with us pulled at my garment, saying, “Come, go our way, it is a good way to go.” As I turned to go with them, I saw through the fog a dim light. It was the lighted candle of Spirit, the light within the Soul which forever burns, waiting for us to find it. Then did a great awakening come to me, and I quickly tore off the clinging hands and stood forth, free.

The lighted candle of Spirit then became the light of a glorious sunrise, the fog lifted and a world of beauty lay before me. Again Spirit spoke to my Soul , saying, “When you journey forth with Me, you must journey alone, for it is only as you disentangle yourself from the outward form of earth things that you can make the journey from Sense to Soul. Until you have made this journey, alone with Me, you are not fit to guide others on the path.”

I awoke and a great peace was upon me. I knew that in the still watches of the night, Spirit had taught my Soul a great lesson.
The Guest House

This being human is a guest house.

Every morning a new arrival.

A joy, a depression, a meanness,

some momentary awareness comes

as an unexpected visitor.

Welcome and entertain them all!

Even if they are a crowd of sorrows,

who violently sweep your house

empty of its furniture,

still, treat each guest honorably.

He may be clearing you out

for some new delight.

The dark thought, the shame, the malice.

meet them at the door laughing and invite them in.

Be grateful for whatever comes.

because each has been sent

as a guide from beyond.

-Jelaluddin Rumi
Introduction of 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.

We appreciate our life’s experiences according to the valuing principal.

may be facilitated by my tendering of self-forgiveness. Forgiving myself is essentially a procedure of resurrecting the poetry of my being, of recovering the kindred spirit of my inborn giving/receiving nature from the distorted, frustrating forces that support me in subordinating my inner beneficial presence to a controlling quest for the outer benefits of others’ approval and worldly gain. Mindfully re-acquiring the inner command that was instinctive at my birth, in recovery of my forfeited self-dominion, is fully possible only as I cease to dwell on what I am recovering from – the either/order-illy conceived distortions of a duel-minded, adversarial view of life and how to live it – and dwell instead on what is to be recovered: the unitary whole-summed-ness of being whose beneficent grace never ceases to in-here me, despite my self-adulterating compromises thereof. 

SELF-INVENTORIES
I-dentity inventory: (self-shaping experiences):

Fence post experiences (those that have grounded you by providing stability and continuity)

Signpost experiences (those that have directed you by providing purpose and intentionality)

Lamp post (those that have enlightened you by providing revelation, insight, and inspiration)

Self-awareness inventory:

How I experience myself (list all the ways)

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

How others experience me (list all the ways)

How I would also or rather that others experience me (list all the ways)

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

Fathoming the Autobiographer Within
We do not know our own souls, let alone the souls of others. Human beings do not go hand in hand the whole stretch of the way. There is a virgin forest in each; a snowfield where even the print of birds’ feet is unknown. Here we go alone, and like it better so. Always to have sympathy, always to be accompanied, always to be understood would be intolerable. -Virginia Woolfe    (also Werbel)

Understanding the Autobiographer Within
"What is as important as knowledge?" asked the mind.

"Caring and seeing with the heart,” answered the Soul. 
-Anon
Forgiving My Experience (con’t.)

Listen, - perhaps you catch a hint of an ancient state not quite forgotten; dim, perhaps, and yet not altogether unfamiliar, like a song whose name is long forgotten, and the circumstances in which you heard completely unremembered. Not the whole song has stayed with you, but just a little wisp of melody, attached not to a person or a place or anything particular. But you remember, from just this little part, how lovely was the song, how wonderful the setting where you heard it, and how you loved those who were there and listened with you.

The notes are nothing. Yet you have kept them with you, not for themselves, but as a soft reminder of what would make you weep if you remembered how dear it was to you. You could remember, yet you are afraid, believing you would lose the world you learned since then. And yet you know that nothing in the world you learned is half so dear as this. Listen, and see if you remember an ancient song you knew so long ago and held more dear than any melody you taught yourself to cherish since. –A Course in Miracles

The sudden and foreboding sense of cosmic disconnectedness that intimidated my further reading of The Politics of Experience was fortunately tempered for me by Laing’s observation that “Experience used to be called the Soul.” There was a time when folks were more intuitive that their self-proprietorship was not without some grander company.

Though I had no certain understanding of what my “Soul” might be, other than something that is resident within the inner household of my being, I felt quite certain nonetheless that I am endowed with such, and that its endowment is beneficent to my well-being. This certainty left me open to a “second opinion” that was eventually corrective of my misperception that the politics of experience is no more than the outworking of damnation to cosmic loneliness. This opening was gradual, in response to many subsequent encounters, three of which were especially redemptive, and all three of which were musical.

The first of these encounters was with “The House Song”, written by Paul Stookey of the folk group Peter, Paul, and Mary, and recorded by the trio at about the same time as the publication of Laing’s treatise on experience:  

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.

I first heard “The House Song” while I was refinishing the front door to my own house as part of an extensive basement-to-attic makeover of my home’s interior facade. I was deeply moved by the haunting imagery of Stookey’s lyrics, and tearfully surrendered to a profound yet nameless quickening that stirred my inward sensibility, as though within the household of my being there had awakened a graceful though unfathomable occupant. 

From the song’s mixed metaphors of affirmation and lamentation, I intuited that my soul’s “ultimate concern” (a theological term) was being profoundly addressed – or perhaps was addressing me – via the question, “How much will you pay to live in the attic?” I further sensed a relationship between this question and another that was posed by Robert Browning: “A man’s reach must exceed his grasp, else what’s a heaven for?” 

Both questions address my experience of reaching beyond worldly “facts” as a price of my soul’s passage to “higher ground” (a term from folk theology). One such worldly “fact” is my inability to provide the would that is required to kindle another’s could. Nor has anyone else the ability to kindle the would that could’s my own doing. At most, I may succeed only in igniting whatever would another has already kindled.

A further amelioration of my felt sense of cosmic loneliness attended my first hearing of another song, a composition by Robert Hunter and The Grateful Dead, entitled “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.

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.

My initial response to this song was also tearful (and occasionally still is, especially when I endeavor to sing it publicly). Its lyrics also contain a clue to the “political” relationship of experience to soul: amidst the world’s ubiquitous pebbles of misfortune and winds of change, the only stillness to be found is deep within me. It is from that inner stillness that I may ripple forth the expression of my whole-sum individuality, whose would is sufficient could for my being of all that I feel called to be.

A third song that clued and cued me to the soul proprietorship of my being was written down only as I first heard it being sung from deep within, as if its words were writing me. The occasion of its occurrence was a moment in which my sense of aloneness was as painfully immediate as it was cosmic. Having separated from my family, I was facing an imminent divorce as well as the termination of my present career. At the moment of the song’s emergence from my psyche, I had no idea where I would be going, whom I would be with, or what I would next be doing in support of my livelihood. I was a quasi-homeless person, whose place of work was fortunately located in a fully functional house. The reception area was the house’s living room, which was furnished accordingly, complete with the couch that was now serving also as my bed. The three colleagues with whom I worked were present only from nine to five on weekdays. If my livelihood were not likewise being withdrawn, I could have looked forward to living a rent-free lifestyle in the household of my literal “home” office.

The song’s occasion was a long mid-afternoon break, during an environmental education workshop that I was conducting at St. Catherine’s School, a convent-sponsored school in rural Kentucky. Since flowing water can be as equally antidotal to my feelings of disconnection as music is, I took advantage of the school’s immediate environment by taking a walk along a creek in the adjacent wooded countryside. As I strolled along the creek, I surrenderingly imbibed the atmosphere of the warm, hazy, autumnally splendorous afternoon – a riot of leafy colors and smells that slowly eased me from distraction by my “Dear God, now what?” angst. Never before had I felt both my larger circumstances and my ultimate response thereto to be so kindred to those of the man who dangled between two tigers (p. xx).

As if in consequence of my “Dear God” query, my attention was attracted to a place in the stream where its water glided over a rock with a gentle gurgling sound. This outer babbling induced me to surrender the inner babble of my uncertainty to the immediacy of the moment, and in my surrendered state I heard the gurgle “sing” to me. I heard what felt to me like a long-forgotten melody, whose lyricism of infinite forgivingness momentarily erased my sense of separation and despair of being alone. For the duration of the song’s three verses, I utterly ceased feeling that I was one “l” of a way from being “all one”.

I returned to the workshop with the song’s three verses, which I shared with the nuns and students in attendance, even though I was now despairing of ever being able to comparably convey the experiential context of their origin. Adequate means of such conveyance came to me only some days later when, while sleeping on the office couch from which I would soon be displaced, I was abruptly awakened by a pre-dawn flow of words that I felt urged to put on paper with the subject/object of my creekside encounter as its title.

THE GURGLE

I touched the endless thread of time one day 

while sitting in the middle of a stream.  

I had been enjoying the autumn countryside,

marveling at how gracefully the day 

was ebbing into twilight, 

and the summer into winter's time.  

I, too, faced a coming darkness, 

a cold time in the journey of my soul.

A leisurely walk along the stream had loosed my mind 

of churning over memories of doings and events 

whose working out now tumbled me 

toward the dreaded valley of the shadow.  

My attention had been drawn 

from past mistakes and future dread 

to an island just my size, 

a rock that was parting the waters of a wide place in the stream.

The presence of that stationary island made me wonder 

where the flowing waters tended: 


whence were they falling, 


and where would they arise to fall again?

The water made a gurgling sound 

as invisible as a candle's flame is silent, 

and I recalled a clear, dark night in early childhood 

when I first realized that the burning of a star 

is like the Earth beneath my feet, 

becoming grass becoming cows becoming milk 

becoming me becoming . . .

I made my way into the stream, 

sat on the island just my size, 

and fixed my eyes upon the place 

where water was being tumbled over a rock 

that rested next to mine.  

I watched the gurgle for some time, 

only to find it timeless—

it was just there, 

in contrast to the ever-moving water that sustained it.  

Gurgles are timeless as long as water is on time, 

ceaselessly flowing back to where it comes from.

I stuck my finger in the gurgle, 

and modified its timeless tune somewhat, 

but for no longer than the duration of one finger. 

Like the water, I was passing through. 

Yet something in me yearned to stay there with the gurgle, 

so I replaced my finger with a large stone.  

Now the tune was altered for the duration of a rock—

more enduring than my finger 

but less presumptuous than a pyramid.

As I contemplated leaving, never to return, 

I wondered if the gurgle would ever be visited 

by the same water twice.  

And then I heard an invisible silence, 

that was gurgling deep within:

Don't ask me where I'm going, no one can really say;       

though I've already been there, I'm always on the way.

My journey's never finished as onward I ascend,

from end of my beginning to beginning of my end.

Don't ask me where I come from, the answer's near and far,

as recent as this moment, as distant as a star.

My here is made of elsewhere that elsewhere flows through me,

some ashes from a far-off sun, destination: galaxy.

Don't ask how long I'll be here, we'll never really know.

The only thing eternal is the now through which we flow.

If you look downstream to see what's passed, or behind for future's clue,

you'll miss the beat the heavens keep as they go dancing through.

My encounter with the gurgle brought me to a realization that no matter where my perpetual "passing this way" may take me, and whether I am passing a given point only once or for the umpteenth time, my never-ending passage is a forever-extending experience. Via something so mundane as babbling water I momentarily came to know, face-to-face, the source of the “grand Ay and grand No” of my own being, in accordance with the original definition of Bucky Fuller’s treasured word, “synergy”) as cited in the Oxford English Dictionary): “the human will co-operat[ing] with Divine grace in the work of regeneration.”

Such is the ultimate quintessence of being more with less. I have known with certainty ever since my gurgle encounter that throughout my synergic changes from moment to moment, however momentous the changes may be, I die only to the forms in which I experience my successively passing seasons in eternity.

My “gurgle” experience was an immediate encounter of, with, and from the “here” of my “eternal now,” an experience of-with-from the forever-present origin and ultimate concern of my being, a consultation with the invisible incandescence of my inner essence that Robert Browning called “the spark which a man may desecrate though never quite lose.” I had touched and been touched by what (as I would in a later “ah, hah!” discover) James Joyce termed “The now, the here, through which all future plunges to the past,” which is the locus of command that I have elsewhere designated as “the near and how of present instants only” (see p. xx). 

In the presence of the near and how that in-heres the locus of my self-command, there is no evocation of loneliness. For it is from the herein of this deepest of all ecologies that I engage the gurgle of my own being: the eternally instantaneous and infinitely spontaneous, ultimate realm of my own and everyone else’s self-dominion. 

Consulting the Autobiographer Within
The real voyage of discovery consists

not in seeking new landscapes

but in having new eyes.

–Marcel Proust
According to the Biblical book of Ecclesiastes (1:9), “there is nothing new under the sun,” only the vain repetition of endless behavioral cycles. Fast-forwarding to the perspective of a 20th century Greek, C.E. Cavafy, such proverbial vanity is also cited in his poem entitled “The City”: 
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. 
Only as one’s next city is seen with new eyes may one’s experience of it, as well as in it, be truly different. Fortunately, everyone’s life journey begins with a new set of eyes:

Nothing new under the sun?

I am proof this is not so.

No matter what’s been done before,

or thought before,

I am the one

who is doing and thinking

right here and now.

Never before has the universe happened

just the way I do.

There is always something new under the sun

whenever someone new is doing it.

In my life and through my hands

the universe continues to take shapes here

that it has never had before.
Can you please predict my future?

If you don’t change yourself today, you will get tomorrow, much more of the same that you got yesterday. The future for most people is usually a reflection of what they got in the past, albeit in another form.

To change the future, you must change yourself in the present moment. It is in the present moment that all change occurs. 

You can eliminate all your past sin in a single instant. Just one single decision made in the present moment is enough to erase your whole past, allowing you to escape all future consequences of your past karma.

Why do I often experience feelings of fear?

Fear is a feeling that you experience when you seek outside of your self and deny your true inner self. 

Any time you seek outside of yourself, you will feel extreme fear afterwards. This is because you cut off and deny any expression of what lies deep within you, which is pure love.  

I have said before, if you are not feeling love, you will experience its opposite, which is fear. The remedy then is to look within. 

Seek not outside of yourself, because all you will find is illusions. In the beginning, these illusions will seem pretty and attractive, but once they lose their shine and lustre and they will frighten you and you will forget where all the fear is coming from.

Wake up with renewed eyes.

Pre-birth briefing

Preview edition:

My deepest intuition of at-homely feeling attended a childhood displacement of my own, when I was briefly absent from the house in which I otherwise lodge the homestead of my being. During a so-called “near death experience” while I was ill with polio, I remained “here” even as I saw by body lying lifelessly “there” below me. Choosing to return my eternal homestead to its temporary bodily house was a “near life” experience for me. I felt closest to my whole-self’s being – my indivisibly integral, unique individuality – as I consciously resumed my bodily incarnation.

I have already forgiven my body’s aging and eventual death, in payment of respect to my greater life’s eternal here-I-am. Inhabiting a body is a “housing project” that transiently endures an entropy-weathering season, while being my own homestead is forever. With or without this body, here at home is where I always and only am. 

Accepting this absolute constancy of whole-being allows me a comfort far more powerful than the combined force of all the discomforts that I also experience. For better or worse, for richer or poorer, in sickness and in health, I am eternally wedded to the homestead of my being, no matter where my “here I am” shows up. I am accordingly moved to forgive and forego all dissonance that would distract me from feeling ease-fully at home in the wholeness of my being, 

The contrast between the constancy of always being my own homestead, and the inconsistencies that characterize all of my other experience, is a convolution of consciousness that I call “the selfhood paradox.” Thanks to this convolution, it is in my own body/mind and no one else’s that all of my choices are authored. Therefore, as I choose to feel forgiving or forgiven, it is here within myself as I, rather than out “there” as “they” or “them,” that my experience of the blame-game comes to an end.

The first chapter in the autobiography of my own soul My True Companion. 
Over the next two decades I would notice countless times the presence of The Politics of Experience on my bookshelf, as well as on the shelves of others, yet I consulted the book no further. It took that long for me to be at ease with the prospect of reopening the book, only to find that I was still reluctant to read beyond the above-quoted passage. This time, however, my reluctance to proceed was less from a sense of unbearable sadness and foreboding than from a feeling that anything Laing had to say thereafter would dilute my present positive experience of reviewing the pages that preceded his description of experientially built-in loneliness. I did not wish to diminish what I now so differently felt: my intuition of a deeply abiding beneficence of being, a self-presence (my own) that is totally impervious to feelings like those that accompanied my initial encounter of Laing’s insight.

It would be yet another seven years before I read beyond the passage, able at last to thoroughly forgive my experience of feeling forever alone with a self-understanding that can never be fully shared with and/or comprehended by any other. I now utterly accept, without sadness, foreboding, or other doleful sentiment, that I was born alone and one day will die alone as a singular being who lives in the inescapable solitude of the unfathomable (especially by others) individuality of his experience.

What today, as before and always, continuously requires my forgivingness is represented in the good news/bad news declaration of another re-minding from my Wizard of Is:

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

This companion, not quite sure 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. 

It is from this realization that I have become satisfied with making the most of whatever experience I am presently having by blooming wherever I am presently planted.

Toward Whole-Sumness of Being

If we treat people as they are, we make them worse.

If we treat people as they might be,

we help them become what they are capable of becoming.
–Goethe

The bottom line of my in-here-itance is that I can live no more forgivingly, acceptingly, or lovingly with any other person or during any occasion of experience than I do with my own being. I continually “can’t get no satisfaction” from outer circumstances so long as I do not first create a ground of satisfaction within my core experience of and with myself. Even my enjoyment of the soul mate with whom I share my outer life depends upon the greater resonance of my mindful at-homeness with the sole mate of my inner self-dominion.

As Laing asserted – though not in so many words – “to be” is to be my experience’s sole proprietor. The good news that Laing also asserted (though this was a belated discovery on my part only as I read further in his writings), is that only as I am mindful of that sole proprietorship am I vouchsafed the genuine privacy that makes comparably genuine relationship possible – a depth of relationship that goes far beyond Rilke’s plaintive definition of loving mutuality as “two solitudes [that] protect and border and greet one another.” 

So-called “true” love, i.e., enduring love, is love without a reason, for love that has a reason has a season. Only love that has no reason other than its own existence has no season other than its own eternal self-perpetuity. I am re-minded of this as well by the Wizard of Is:

Each of us looks out through a window that others can only look into.

Thus I will never fully see nor understand the inner place you occupy.

Yet even though I cannot inhabit the in-here-ness of your solitude,

nor can you inhabit mine,

I gladly stand with you in every circumstance

while feeling the love for you that is forever in-here-ing me.

Loving forgivingness reestablishes the experience of coherence that my blameful unforgivingness has forestalled. Such is the underlying message of the very first book that made a deep impression on my psyche, L. Frank Baum’s The Wizard of Oz, which so simply portrayed how, when caught up in the self-fragmenting whirlwind of blame, I am not in toto any more. My blamefulness eclipses and thus clouds over my potential to experience the entirety of who, what and how I ultimately am. In my recognition of that totality I have coined the term “whole-sum being.” Whole-sum quality of being prevails only as I am being all that I feel called to be, and am thus calling forth the entirety of my being rather than merely a limited subset of the whole.

It is in, with, and from the whole-sum-ness of my being that I most fully exercise my commanding powers of self-dominion. This is why, when presented with the opportunity to choose between the make-it-happen wielding of unforgiving and other-controlling outward force and the allow-to-happen yielding of forgiving and self-commanding inward power, I raise my allowance accordingly. Having long since entertained all the self-alienation that I can stand, I now choose rather to enjoy the ever-increasing self-appreciation that accompanies the expression of my whole-sum being overall. I can get satisfaction, as my abiding beneficial presence is liberated by my release of the blamefulness that has for so long obscured it.

I experienced the statement as both illuminating and tragic:

The illuminating aspect of this statement was its definition of the soul in terms of experience, a concept with which I felt quite familiar. 

My soul is the bridge between my aloneness and my all-one-ness. 
My intellect cannot speak for anyone else’s experience. Yet my soul can speak for everyone’s experience.

My intellect cannot “choose between” my experience and that of another. My soul can choose universal experience.

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

Communication is based on thoughts and feelings, thoughts that are resident in our minds, and feelings that reside in our hearts and souls. What would we communicate if we were instead to feel with our minds and think with our hearts and souls? What if, while communicating with and about our thoughts and feelings, we were to communicate from them as well? 

What if you were to express the heart and soul of your experience as you tell others about your experience?

From ourselves

We have learned a lot about nature in this century. Now we have to learn from nature.
God is not found in the soul by adding anything, but by a process of subtraction. -Meister Eckhart
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. -Meister Eckhart

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

SOUL

There is nothing more important than knowing your soul and living the truth it speaks. -Alan Cohen

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

"Caring and seeing with the heart,” answered the Soul. -Anon
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. –James Joyce
The soul of another is a dark forest. –Russian Proverb
True confession consists in telling our deed in such a way that our soul is changed in the telling of it. –Maude Petre

You may have a success in life, but then . . . what kind of life was it? You’ve never done the thing you wanted to do in all your life . . . go where your body and soul want to go. When you have the feeling, then stay with it, and don’t let anyone throw you off. –Joseph Campbell

To know what you prefer, instead of humbly saying Amen to what the world tells you you ought to prefer, is to have kept your soul alive. –Robert Louis Stevenson

God is not found in the soul by adding anything, but by a process of subtraction. -Meister Eckhart
To listen a soul into disclosure and discovery is the greatest service one human being can do for another.  -Quaker saying

Character cannot be developed in ease and quiet. Only through experiences of trial and suffering can the soul be strengthened, vision cleared, ambition inspired and success achieved. -Helen Keller

I sought my soul - but my soul I could not see. I sought my God - but my God eluded me. I sought my brother - and found all three. –Anonymous

Flowers unfold slowly and gently, bit by bit in the sunshine, and a soul, too, must never be pushed or driven, but unfolds in its own perfect timing to reveal its true wonder and beauty. –Anon.

To live happily is an inward power of the soul. -Marcus Aurelius
Defeat might serve as well as victory to shape the soul and let the glory out.  -Al Gore
I only have to take up this or that to flood my soul with memories. –Dorothee DeLuzy
Years wrinkle the skin, but to give up enthusiasm wrinkles the soul. -BITS & PIECES

My soul can find no staircase to heaven unless it be through earth’s loveliness. -Michelangelo
If you are losing your leisure, look out! You may be losing your soul. –Logan Pearsall Smith

The only solution to the soul is the senses. –Oscar Wilde
The soul that is always grateful lives nearer the true, the good, the beautiful, and the perfect than anyone else in existence.  -Christian D. Larson, The Ideal Made Real
Instead of hating the people you think are warmakers, hate the appetites and disorder in your own soul,  which are the causes of war. -Thomas Merton
The moment we begin to fear the opinions of others and hesitate to tell the truth that is in us, and from motives of policy are silent when we should speak, the divine floods of light and life no longer flow into our souls. –Elizabeth Cady Stanton 
That which oppresses me, is it my soul trying to come out in the open, or the soul of the world knocking at my heart for its entrance? -Rabindranath Tagore 

The dark night of the soul more often turns out to be the dark night of the ego! -Frances Vaughan, reframing St. John of the Cross
To know what you prefer, instead of humbly saying Amen to what the world tells you you ought to prefer, is to have kept your soul alive. –Robert Louis Stevenson

Out beyond ideas of wrong-doing and right-doing, there is a field.  I'll meet you there. When the soul lies down in that grass the world is too full to talk about.  –Rumi      [Ordinary people, even weak people, can do extraordinary things through temporary courage generated by a situation. But the person of character does not need the situation to generate his courage. It is a part of his being and a standard approach to all life's challenges. –Michael S. Josephson]
The hurt you embrace becomes joy./ Call it to your arms where it can/ change. A silkworm eating leaves/ makes a cocoon./ Each of us weaves/ a chamber of leaves and sticks./ Silkworms begin to truly exist/ as they disappear inside that room./ Without legs, we fly. -Rumi, from THE GLANCE – Songs of Soul-Meeting, trans. by Coleman Barks)

It is our own power to have no opinion about a thing, and not to be disturbed in our soul; for things themselves have no natural power to form our judgments. -Marcus Aurelius Antoninus, 121-180, Roman Emperor, Stoic philosopher
There is one light of the sun, though it is interrupted by walls, mountains and infinite other things. There is one Intelligent Soul, though it seems to be divided. All things are implicated with one another. The Spirit that bonds us all as One is holy. Everything on Earth, under the heavens, is connected with every other thing. All the different things in the world are co-ordinated and combined to make up the same universe. -Marcus Aurelius, almost 2,000 years ago. He was the last of the great Roman Emperors (161-180 AD) -- and the last Philosopher-King.

Your mind will be like its habitual thoughts; for the soul becomes dyed with the color of its thoughts. Soak it then in such trains of thoughts as, for example: Where life is possible at all, a right life is possible. –Marcus Aurelius
When the soul of a man falls into a great excess of any passion [it] alters them in the way it wants…  Thus it is the soul who desires a thing more intense, who makes things more effective and more like what comes forth . . . Such is the manner of production with everything the soul intensely desires… -Carl Jung, Synchronicity
The man who sees Brahman abides in Brahman: his reason is steady, gone is his delusion. When pleasure comes he is not shaken, and when pain comes he trembles not. He is not bound by things without, and within he finds inner gladness. His soul is one with Brahman and he attains everlasting joy."  (From: -Bhagavad-Gita, Juan Mascaro translation)
In the process of connecting everything to everything, computers elevate the power of the small player. Instead of enforcing uniformity, they promote heterogeneity and autonomy. Instead of sucking the soul from human bodies, turning computer-users into an army of dull clones, networked computers — by reflecting the networked nature of our own brains and bodies — encourage the humanism of their users. Because they have taken on the flexibility, adaptability, and self-connecting governance of organic systems, we become more human, not less so, when we use them. -Kevin Kelly
Jesus Christ belonged to the true race of prophets.  He saw with open eyes the mystery of the soul... He saw that God incarnates himself in man and evermore goes forth anew to take possession of this world ... He declared he was God; thus He is, and as I think, the only soul in history who has appreciated the worth of man. -Ralph Waldo Emerson
There's a dark side to each and every human soul. We wish we were Obi-Wan Kenobi, and for the most part we are, but there's a little Darth Vader in all of us. Thing is, this ain't no either-or proposition. We're talking about dialectics, the good and the bad merging into us. You can run but you can't hide. My experience? Face the darkness. Stare it down. Own it. As brother Nietzsche said, being human is a complicated gig. So give that ol' dark night of the soul a hug. Howl the eternal yes!" -DJ Chris in Northern Exposure
There's a dark side to each and every human soul. We wish we were Obi-Wan Kenobi, and for the most part we are, but there's a little Darth Vader in all of us. Thing is, this ain't no either-or proposition. We're talking about dialectics, the good and the bad merging into us. You can run but you can't hide. My experience? Face the darkness. Stare it down. Own it. As brother Nietzsche said, being human is a complicated gig. So give that ol' dark night of the soul a hug. Howl the eternal yes!" –Disk jockey Chris in TV’s Northern Exposure
There are three kinds of illness: physical, mental, and spiritual. Physical sickness is due to different forms of toxic conditions, diseases, and accidents. Mental sickness is caused by fear, worry, anger, and other emotional imbalances. Soul sickness is due to man’s ignorance of his true relationship with God. -Paramahansa Yogananda

It is a sheer waste of time and soul-power to imagine what I would do if things were different. They are not different. -Frank Crane
Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting:
The Soul that rises with us, our life's star,
Hath had elsewhere its setting,
And cometh from afar;
Not in entire forgetfulness,
and not in utter nakedness.
But trailing clouds of glory do we come from God,
Who is our home.
 -William Wordsworth
We do not know our own souls, let alone the souls of others. Human beings do not go hand in hand the whole stretch of the way. There is a virgin forest in each; a snowfield where even the print of birds’ feet is unknown. Here we go alone, and like it better so. Always to have sympathy, always to be accompanied, always to be understood would be intolerable. –Virginia Woolfe, On Being Ill, p. 11
Don Blanding when someone reacted to his statement of his spiritual convictions by exclaiming, “Oh dear, I certainly hope that you are not a lost soul!” “My dear sir, do you believe that God is all in all?” Don asked.  “Of course I do.” was the reply. “Then would you please tell me where I would go to get lost?”

Xxxxx
A MANUAL
For Composing the Autobiography of Your Soul

(a.k.a. Expressing the Impression of the Cosmos That You Are)
And yet, though we strain
against the deadening grip
of daily necessity,
I sense there is this mystery:
All life is being lived.
Who is living it then?
Is it the things themselves,
or something waiting inside them,
like an unplayed melody in a flute?

-Rainer Maria Rilke

Each of us is an expression of an omnipresent, omniscient, and omnipotent Power and Presence that is interior to everything that is, a core of all-beingness most commonly called “God”, and which we in New Thought acknowledge also as “mind” or “consciousness.” The interiority of this Power and Presence, by whatever name we choose to call it, was illustrated as follows by Alan Watts:

Once when my children asked me what God is, I replied that God is the deepest inside of everything. We were eating grapes, and they asked whether God was inside the grapes. When I answered, “Yes,” they said, “Let’s cut one open and see.” Cutting the grape, I said, “That’s funny, I don’t think we have found the real inside. We’ve found just another outside. Let’s try again.” So I cut one of the halves and put the other in one of the children’s mouths. “Oh dear, “I exclaimed, “we seem to have just some more outsides!” Again I gave one quarter to one of the children and split the other. “Well, all I see is still another outside,” I said, eating one eighth part myself. But just as I was about to cut the other, my little girl ran for her bag and cried, “Look! Here is the inside of my bag, but God isn’t there.” “No,” I answered, “that isn’t the inside of your bag. That’s the inside-outside, but God is the inside-inside and I don’t think that we’ll ever get at it.”

This manual acknowledges the everywhere powerful and present core of all-beingness as the beneficial power and presence of Universal Interiority, while acknowledging our expression of it as our Ultimate Relationship. 
Universal Interiority

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. -Meister Eckhart
Among my own experiences of Universal Interiority and Ultimate Relationship was a communion service in a large church, where instead of proceeding to the altar or kneeling in our pews, we remained seated as trays of tiny communion glasses and bread were passed along each row, just like a collection plate. Though I was initially put off by the perceived impersonality of such communion, I unexpectedly became fully engrossed in the experience. As I described it afterward:
Several hundred were communing

while seated in their pews,

passing trays of tiny wine glasses from hand to hand.

I felt this to be so impersonal

that I let myself get out of touch

with what was going on.

I just stared,

detachedly,

at the little glass of wine held in my hand.

I noticed the reflection of the lights from overhead

dancing on the surface of the wine.

No matter how I tried,

this dance could not be stilled.

Whether I held it lightly,

or held it tightly,

the glass conveyed my heartbeat to the wine.

I placed the glass upon the pew,

and only as it sat there out of touch,

detached,

did the light's reflection become still.

Yet at my slightest touch

the sparkling dance resumed.

A Presence then took hold of me,

and with the others I partook The Promise:

an infinite and everlasting dance

for those who do not set themselves apart.

The infinite and everlasting dance of Universal Interiority, via which all of creation self-communes, has been acknowledged by Congressman Dennis Kucinich:

Spirit merges with matter to sanctify the universe. Matter transcends to return to spirit. The interchangeability of matter and spirit means the starlit magic of the outermost life of our universe becomes the soul-light magic of the innermost life of our self. The energy of the stars becomes us. We become the energy of the stars. Stardust and spirit unite and we begin: One with the universe. Whole and holy. From one source, endless creative energy, bursting forth, kinetic, elemental. We, the earth, air, water and fire -source of nearly fifteen billion years of cosmic spiraling.  -(from a speech entitled “Starlight and Spirit”)
As profound as Congressman Kucinich’s insight may be, far more profound than what we may ever know about the macro-universe of galaxies, solar systems, and wandering stardust is what we are just beginning to understand about the universe’s smallest things. To quote quantum-astrophysicist Freeman Dyson:

The picture of the world that we have reached is the following. Some ten or twenty qualitatively different quantum fields exist. Each fills the whole of space and has its own particular properties. There is nothing else except these fields; the whole of the material universe is built of them. Between various pairs of fields there are various kinds of interaction. Each field manifests itself as an elementary particle. The particles of a given type are always completely identical and indistinguishable. The number of particles of a given type is not fixed, for particles are constantly being created or annihilated or transmuted into one another. The properties of the interactions determine the rules of creation and transmutation of particles.

Even to a hardened theoretical physicist it remains perpetually astounding that our solid world of trees and stones can be built of quantum fields and nothing else. The quantum fields seem far too fluid and insubstantial to be the basic stuff of the universe. Yet we have learned gradually to accept the fact that the laws of quantum dynamics impose their own peculiar rigidity upon the fields they govern, a rigidity which is alien to our intuitive conceptions but which nonetheless effectively holds the earth in place.

Sir Arthur Eddington earlier (in the 1920’s) cited the implications of the quantum perspective in an elaborate description of the two distinct natures of his writing desk, which someone else recently summarized has follows:

You may be familiar with Arthur Eddington’s parable of the two writing desks. First there is the commonsense solid desk of our physical senses which we can wrap with our knuckles, write on, even sit upon. This desk contrasts with the second desk of quantum physics which consists almost entirely of empty space sprinkled with unimaginable tiny specks of energy separated by distances a hundred thousand times their own size. The interior of the atom is nearly entirely empty, a vast void.

There are many folk sciences, including folk physics. To folk physics things like this podium [at which I am now speaking] are made of substance – something hard that fills space. This explains why you don't fall through a podium when you lean on it. However, the podium to real physics, as Arthur Eddington put it, is mostly empty space in which sparsely scattered...are numerous electric charges rushing about with great speed; but their combined bulk amounts to less than a billionth of the bulk of the [podium] itself. –Peter Suber
We are today learning more and more about less and less that meets the eye, in keeping with the Apostle Paul’s conundrum in Hebrews 11:3: “. . . things which are seen are not made of things which do appear.”
The infinite and everlasting dance of Universal Interiority is uniquely impressed in each of us, and is expressed (literally “pushed out”) by us accordingly. Those who are intimately acquainted with its nature are, like Ralph Waldo Emerson, appreciative of its everywhere-present uniqueness.
These roses under my window make no reference

to former roses or to better ones;

they are for what they are;

they exist with God today.

There is no time to them.

There is simply the rose;

it is perfect in every moment of its existence.

Emerson’s testimony is corroborated by those who fathom the quantum dynamics of rosiness. The occasion of my learning about this corroboration was a 1993 interview with astro-cosmologist Brian Swimme. In his then-recent book, The Universe Story (co-authored with Thomas Berry), appeared a statement that utterly intrigued me: "The human being within the universe is a sounding board within a musical instrument." Preceding this statement were other metaphors of resonant intonation: "Walt Whitman is a space the Milky Way fashioned to feel its own grandeur"; and "the Milky Way expresses its inner depths in Emily Dickinson's poetry, for Emily Dickinson is a dimension of the galaxy's development." 

These statements accorded with my life-long interest in phenomena attributed to the consequences of entrainment via resonant frequencies, of which perhaps the most well-known example is the shattering of a drinking glass from a distance by merely sounding a tone that has just the right volume and resonant pitch to accomplish that effect. Also well-known is the tendency among women who are roommates or housemates to synchronize their menstrual cycles.

At the rarified quantum level of cosmic order there are only resonant frequencies and numerous levels of entrained particle fallout, which at the denser material level of cosmic expression is experienced by us as “hard reality” and “stuff happening”. And so, while interviewing Brian at his kitchen table concerning  the relationship between the ephemerality of quantum dynamics and the apparent substantiality of material phenomena, I asked him to explain as precisely as possible how the invisible quantum dynamics of resonant intonation weave together the material universe. 

Brian tapped his fingers on the table for some time, glancing thoughtfully about before looking out the window and replying:

Let me do that by considering the rose outside the window here. First of all, the light from that rose is radiating from the rose itself. This is contrary to what Newton said, that light bounces off the rose. From the perspective of quantum physics, light radiates from the rose. When light is absorbed by the rose, every photon that comes from the sun to the rose vanishes, is gone, is absorbed by the rose. So then what happens? Actually, the rose creates light - except that I don't really think of it in terms of light, because this suggests that what is being radiated is different from the rose. What the rose creates is photons, and they are not the same photons that it absorbed. That is point number one: the rose's photons are creations of the rose itself. 

Point number two is that the connotation of the word "photon" is also faulty, suggesting that a particle of light is somehow different from a rose. The photons radiating from the rose are best understood as the self-expression of the rose. What is actually coming to you, what you actually see, is rose itself, as opposed to light bouncing off of rose.  It's just rose. 

Not only is our Newtonian idea of light faulty, so is our Newtonian idea of presence.  Because just as we once thought that light was like little bullets that bounce off the surfaces that it touches, we also thought that a rose existed in one place, that the actual presence of the rose could be localized. In quantum physics that's not the way it works.  It can't be, because the presence of the rose is wherever it affects anything. If you ask where the rose is located in terms of quantum mechanics, you must speak in terms of wherever it is affecting the universe. Therefore, if I am affected by the rose, it is here as well as there. I don't mean that it's partially here, or that its image is here, I mean that the rose itself is here. 

Yet even if you are profoundly influenced by the rose, you are still picking up only a tiny dimension of what the rose is expressing about itself. The range of energies given off by the rose is vast, and the ability of our eyes and other senses to respond to that range is very limited. There is so much that is flooding us, and we are able to respond to such a tiny piece of it. 

Now in that context, let's employ a metaphor similar to that of the sounding board, and say that human beings are like tuning forks. In the midst of a symphonic orchestra, a tuning fork begins to sound its particular note. And that's the way I think of a human being in the midst of the universe.”
Like Emerson’s non-referring roses, each person uniquely resounds Universal Interiority with a resonance that is distinct from that of all former persons – as well as that of all persons yet to be. Accordingly, while from the macro-cosmic perspective of material objectivity it appears that I may be reduced to the sum of my parts, from the micro-cosmic perspective of quantum-field multiplicity, I am produced as a local expression of the totality of Universal Interiority. My species is the latest product (thus far known) of an evolutionary tendency toward ever greater complexity of interrelationships. [NOTE: The Latin root of the word “complex” means “interwoven” or “plaited”.]
The universe is an all-inclusive and never-ending interwoven symphony of Universal Interiority in Ultimate Relationship to the only Self that is: Its own. As instrumentations of that symphony, each of us resounds a local variation of its universal composition. And each of us in so doing is far greater than any summation of our respective material parts. We are whole-self beings attuned to the Universal Interiority  overall, rather than role-self beings who are bound to our earthly tasks or – as some would have us believe - bio-computerized vehicles at the end of a cosmic assembly line. 
In other words, we are as much assemblers of cosmic order as we are assemblages of its order. Our Ultimate Relationship as both assemblers and assemblages is an expression of the “infinite and everlasting dance” of cosmic promise.
Until the Original Moment, 

when space and time began,

God had no room for movement.

And so it was

in the beginning

that God spoke the Word:

"Let a cosmic playground be,

where all that is may know enjoyment

by taking itself lightly."

Thus was the Field of Play

brought into Being.

Seeing this as good, God said,

"Now let there be amongst the play

some time of rest from playing."

Hence began the periodic darkness,

whose service is enhancement of the light.

This, too, God saw as good.

"Now let the Field of Play be filled with players,"

God decreed,

and the game of life took form. 

Seeing, still, that all was good,

God finally declared,

"From amongst the players

let those come forth

whose game it is to write the script."

Eventually the Field of Play

emerged as you and me

and we, God said,

are also very good,

good enough to write the script

henceforward.
Good enough, that is, so long as our message is “Right on” with “Write I Am”.

Ultimate Relationship
Something New

Keep the channel open

Universal Interiority is uniquely impressed in each of us, and is expressed (literally “pushed out”) by us accordingly.

Appreciation

The deepest principle in human nature is the craving to be appreciated.

-William James

Making your story appreciable.
Hearing One Another Out
To listen a soul into disclosure and discovery

is the greatest service one human being can do for another. 

-Quaker saying
Hearing oneself out.

Hearing one another out. (Create a mutually respectful field of love.)
See DHMS WSB:  Reporting from My Inner Experience

Writing Ourselves Out

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. -George Leonard
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. -Marcel Proust
See “Reporting from My Inner Experience” and FF. in DHMSwsb.
SESSION 1

ORIENTATION:

This workshop is only superficially a process of learning how to write from the heart and soul of your yearning to express. Such writing, and how you do it in particular, is only a byproduct of what happens when you get in touch with your heart and soul. Accordingly, this workshop will primarily facilitate your getting in touch with your heart and soul, and only secondarily assist you in finding your way of writing from your heart and soul.

Expressing from the essence of one’s IMpressions:

Expressing: pressing out

The Impression of the Cosmos:

The Cosmos That You Are:

We are constantly recording impressions of experience. Expressing from the essence of these impressions in any mode (behaving, writing, singing, composing, dancing, drawing, etc.) is the closest I may come to portraying what is unique to my experience.

Writing about things as experienced while sharing one’s experience of them

Writing from one’s experience subjectively while objectifying it

Writing from one’s inter-immediate perspective

Freeing oneself from the assumptions that govern one’s perception

Freeing oneself from the ambiguities of written expression:

Examples: 

I alternate between feelings of urgency and unhurriedness. (Because “unhurriedness” is a condition rather than a feeling, it is best that place a comma after “urgency” or substitute “calm” for “unhurriedness”.)

I often don’t appreciate what we have in common.  (that which)

#1. What moves me to attend this workshop is . . . 

#2. What distinguishes experiencing something and having an experience of it is . . . 

#3. What distinguishes writing about my experience and writing from my experience is . . .
DEBRIEFING # 1:

There are at least forty-two ways that I may address other people in writing and speaking:

write-I-am

write-about-I-am

write-I-was

write-about-I-was

write-I-will-be

write-about-I-will be (6 fps)

write-we-are/were/will be (and write-about-us-being/having been/going to be)    

write-about-we-are/were/will be (and write-about-us-being/having been/going to be) (12 fpp)  [18]

write-about-you-are/were/will be (both “you” singular and “you” plural) 

write-to-you (both “you” singular and “you” plural) (4 sps, 4 sps)  [26]

write-about-him/her/it-is/was/will be/ (and they-are/were/will be) (9 tps, 3 tpp)

write-to-him/her/it/them (3 tps, 1 tpp) [42]

What do you suppose distinguishes write-I-am writing from all of the others? 

“Write-I-am” writing distinguishes itself from all other writing:

by expressing the 1) inner 2) impressions of the writer in the 3) present tense;

by expressing from the writer’s experience rather than telling about the writer’s experience.

Ergo: the purpose of this workshop is to assist you in expressing your inner impressions in accord with the tension of their presence.

DEBRIEFING # 2:

Write I am is the opposite of “right it is.” Write I am states the case of my own being, while “right it is” makes a case for something perceived as incidental to my being.

DEBRIEFING # 3:

How were you moved, what/how did you feel, how was it meaningful.

Not what did it do to you (objective) – What you did with it (subjective)

Nouns/Verbs/Adjectives/Adverbs/Prepositions

My experience of Exhibit #[1] moves me (or doesn’t move me) because . . . 

How my experience of Exhibit [#1] moves me (or fails to move me) is . . .

My experience of Exhibit [#1] moves me to . . . 

My title for Exhibit [#1] is . . .

Exhibit #1: Awww

Exhibit #2: Collage (?)

Exhibit #3: Apology

Exhibit #4: Just a Closer Rock with Thee

Exhibit #5: Tenderness – Steppenwolf

                   Angels and Devils the Following Day – Dory Previn

                   Joan of Arc – Leonard Cohen/Jennifer Warness

Exhibit #6:

Exhibit #7:

Exhibit #8:

What is my report about? 

[Interact with responses]

What is my book ultimately about?

[Interact with responses]

One cannot produce a masterpiece of disclosure until one knows precisely what one is intending to disclose, i.e., what one’s writing is ultimately about. In the case of this report, what it is ultimately about is the art of perceptual makeover.

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

An example of “giving it all I have”:

The focus of my epiphany was a flowing dance of water, which I beheld in a mountain stream while seeking solace from an unfinished symphony of circumstances that I shall later describe in more detail. As was my wont whenever in want of relief from feeling piece-full minded, I had sought respite by taking a walk along a brook, in this instance a creek that alternately tumbles and meanders down a gentle mountain slope into the Roaring Fork River south of Aspen, Colorado. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

Though I can’t teach you how to think and write as I do, I can share my thinking and writing processes in a way that may assist you in the process of thinking and writing on your own.

