Pick UP the Babg

| ate fried chicken and broke two Fillings. It left a raw spot like torn flesh in the
center of one molar. 1 had been watching Burt Lancaster in The Swimmer, and suclc]enlg,
I began to weep, or sob, or cry out. My bodg convulsed with fear. My arms went up like
an infant. I wanted to be helcl, to be taken up and held close. rd never felt that, b@core,
onlg the need, but never the fulfillment, never knowing the fceling of being held tight bg
a Parent, a person larger and stronger. Never knowing the reassurance of being cared
for in the sim[:)le heart. | thought I would never be lifted up from my lonelg fear and held
tight. It was then | knew whg J drank, then drank too rnuchJ then never enough, for so

mang 9681"5.

At First, alcohol fooled my boclg, like arms around me from the inside. Then my
boclg stoPPecl believing the ruse. | began to die backwards to the original abandonment.
Mg boc]9 began to create, bg c]cstroging the illusion of safetg, the old, original Feelings.
The worse | got, the closer | got to re-creating the terror. Now, four years sober, ’'m
learning the infant self of my soulJ Iiving in my sma”, Frightenecl self. 1 said out louc],
wraPPing my arms around mgsehc, "t will hold you. f will hold 3ou.“

When the clag began, I had decided to call the Publisher who has my book, like my
child, a child 1 have faith in, a child I love. 1 wanted it to be loved and cared for, to grow
and succeed. | didn't learn angthing when I called. The book seems to have Passecl from
one editor to another and disaPPcarecl. It seems to have fallen between the cracks,
abandoned. But, not bg me. | don't want to abandon my child. 1 went to the dentist, this
morning, and he couldn't numb the Pain. It was a condition he said he hadn't
encountered in ten years. | got through it. And now | need to tell this story of
catastro[:)hic healing, not of Pain, but of healing. I want to open up, admit my fear, and

ride out the storm.

| climbed back into my original skin, and 1 found my small self, afraid, and my giant
sou|J strong,. Nothing | can do can surpass or rcplacc thcjourneg to the center of my
heart. It all belongs to my soul and not to this curious, Passing dance of costume and

crcumstance that ] ca” my li]ce.



| Feel Sane

Yesterclag was one of the most Powemcul clags I've ever exPcriencecl. Last night, J
went to a recovery meeting, The meetings | go to are social and sPiritual in nature, set up
to allow each person to sPeak, in turn, about their own expericnce. As | drove to the
meeting, | began to be aware that the intense griénc Pve been Feeling, matches the stories
I've heard about the first three months of my life. Pve been told that I cried for three
months, because my mother read Dr. S[:Jock and put me on a fcecling schedule.
Umcortunate‘g, I would cry until I was exhausted and fall asleeP. Then I'd wake up, tired
and hungrg, and start to cry. Because it wasn't time for Feecling, I'd keep crying, until it
Fina”g was time. I'd eat, and then, exhaustecl, fall asleep without cnough food to last,
over and over, on and on, for three months. Then my Swedish granclmothcr told my
mother, “Feed him,” and she did.

It seemed to be a Feecling Problem. But, it was more. It was abandonment. The
night before Iast, | sat in my new aPartment, watching a storg of a man's emotional,
Psgchological breakc]own, and | began to cry. | lifted my arms up like a babg and saic],
"Please, Pick me up. Please hold me." No one did. 1 felt as if it had alwags been my Plight.
J thought that the Feeling, the Feclingl had alwags had, would never end.

Last night, I was the leader of the meeting, and I was losing it fast. | sPoke first.
Through my tears, | told what was going on. | was Fina”g able to feel my original Feelings.
Instead of mental images, | had the Feelings to go with the stories. | had to leave the
meeting. Outsicle, | stood in a cloorwag, in the rain, and | spoke toa power greater than
mgsehc, “ acce[:)t you as my pather, and | acce[:)t you as my rnother, too." Neither of my

Parents Pickecl me up. Neither took care of me. "Please, take care of me," | Pragecl.

I was able to be inside the needs and fears 'd had at the beginning of my life. The
immediate fear was lifted from me. I went back to the meeting, and everyone was great. It
had been cathartic for several Peoplc to witness my griénc. I got great hugs from men and
women. We are all isolated, and we need to know the common truths of our lives. We've
been taught it backwards. We have believed that such emotional times are insane, when,

in Fact, the suPPression of Feelings is insane. To feel is to be sane. It's true. | feel sane. It



i a curious reclunc]ancg. / [66/ sane. ThC true sanitg is the understanding anc]

acceptance of the Feeling.

Catastrophic Healing

Catastro]:)hic healing is any healing that requires sustained time and effort. In the
Past, I've thought of catastrophic healing as something that haPPens to others, even
when 1 knew I was in it, mgsel?. But | couldn't see the end of the tunnel. | saw the light,
long before the tunnel ended. 'm emerging, Fina”g, so | can begin to talk about healing
from the other side. I'm begirming to feeljogful. Pve Feltjog many times in my life, in
glim[:)ses and moments. | came to acce[:)t that brief glim[:)ses onog was my lot in lhce, the
luck of the draw. Then I became ill with a lhce—threatening disease. It was time to heal,
whether 1 liked it or not. So I liked it. Then I'loved it. But | seemed stuck in another mire
of humanitg, great for confusion and poetry, with more Pain and more glimpses omcjog. I

didn't know if there would ever be another kind of lhce, alife begoncl Pain and confusion.

I alwags believed that everyone had a secret. | discovered that my secret is
Feeling, long—helcl Feelings, seeminglg lost, like a caPPecl well. My Feelings, taken to the
source, are the we”—spring of my true liFe, my new life. 1 believe that having got back to
the first Feelings, | can move up to the moment that is all of life. This moment, unblocked,
IS NO longer anchored to a secret, because the secret has been released. I've done the
work that was not clorleJ the work that had to be done. To heal is to remove whatever
has infected the organism, to get rid of whatever inhibits the free growth and the full life
of the organism. Blocked fee/ing is a tumor, a clisease, a negative growth that thwarts
the freedom of Positive growth.

'm exhausted. I'd like a vacation. But what | need is for my life to become what we
imagjne we'll get from a vacation, the way we reserve our dee[:)est sPiritual needs for a
couple of hours on Sunclag morning, if then. The recovery meetings | attend often focus
on the need to remember how seriouslg il we've been. 1 believe we can focus on how

wonclemcuug healthg we can become. | may alwags want to attend meetings, to get



together with others, because Il alwags be a sPiritual being, and rll alwags need to
share the sPirit with others. Thatis i‘ieaiing begond clepenclencg, begoncl the illness.

Original Worth

"Evergthing happens fora reason," is a hard Pl” to swallow when unwanted things
haPPen. I sit here hol:)ing to love my infant self and not gjve in to my insecurity. Insecurity
has been in my life like an addiction. 1 know what its source is. and | need to separate
from my insecurity. | onlg hurt mgselic when 1 allow insecurity, or encourage insecurity, or
gve in to insecurity. When it seems that all hell is brcaking loose, it may be heaven
instead. In the past, whenever 've been in the middle of a difficult transition, | hid from
others. 1 felt like a Pariaii. I thought I might be useful as an cxaml:)le of someone who had
done unhealthg things and survived. Now, | feel like an example of hcalthg Possibilities. I
feel different, softer, more vulnerable, but less afraid of it. 've been bold, and rve been
bolc”g vulnerable, but there’s no need for me to keep believing that bcing vulnerable is a

clangerous risk.

Pve alwags kePt a Part of my life where 1 felt 1 was worthg. Then I created other
Parts where I felt unworthg. In my Familg, worth was not Freelg given. It was not a giveri
that | was worthg. Since I've met mgselF as an imcant, Pve been able to see that I'm
worthg. There’s no need to create unworthiness in my life. There’s no need to create
comPartments of self-worth and self-denial. The action that may have stimulated this
self-worth was a letter I sent to a charitg I worked ]COF, many years ago. | increased their
revenues bg ten thousand clo”ars, but 1 stole from them, bg my guess, about lcii;ly
dollars. 1 wrote the Priest n chargc, and I told him. 1 enclosed a check for $50. | found
mgselic te”ing him that magbe one reason | stole was that he had somethingl wanted and
didn't have. He was a good man, who had a true and working faith in God. 1 didn't. Al my
Preten&ecl self-worth felt emptg beside his aPParentlg genuine faith. 1 stole, so | could
feel like a thief. 1 tried to feel good about it, but it onlg made me feel like a thief. 1 did
that to fulfill my Feelings of unworthiness. | can’t love mgselic without aclmitting how |
don’t love mgselic. Perhaps, when Jesus said that cxcclot you come as a chi/a’, you



cannot enter the Lingc/om of God, he was saying, there is no original sin. Sin is |osing
touch with the original truth.

Fa”ingAwake

Pve used slecp as escape, a retreat, a haven. I've felt Protectcd and aPPreciatcc]
bg the subconscious, bg dreams, sPirit, and imagjnation. I've never been afraid of
dreams, ideas, images, or of the Figures, voices, shapes, Places, or Feclirigs of dreams
and imagination. Nightmares don't scare me in the same way that Pcoplc have scared me.
I'm scared in my nightmarcs, but it's exhilarating. There is some form to it that makes
sense, in a Pcricect way. The scary monsters of dreams are 1Cu”9 met and Fu”g felt. The
ones in what’s called real life are i”usorg. Theg Plag games, theg trick and confuse, theg
Pretencl to be Frienc”g. Evcrgthing in a dream is cxactlg what it is, because my Feclings
iclentiicg with it complctelg.

Since | have felt the truth of my waking life, back to when I was the most
Frightenecl and the most abandoncd, as an inFant, when the original nightmarc was
greatest, | can now be awake with the same awareness and acceptance I have when 'm
aslce[:). | can accept my waking life as being exactlg what it is, as well. The title of my
gracluate thesis, years ago, was [~ all Awake. To fall awake imPlics a sense of saicctg,
Peacmculncss, serenitg. To fall awake is to enter the waking state with the same easy
anticipation | have when 1 fall aslecp. Pm beginning to live with no rigicl schedule, with no
demand on me to deal with a hostile and umcriencng world, or to take care of others’
demands and needs. My time and my life are my own. Just as I've alwags felt theg are, in

my slee[:), now theg are, in my waking.



My Dreams, My Nightmares

All of life is a dream that’s no less Frightening, no less com[:)lete, than slcep
dreams are. | accept my dream. It’s my dream. All the characters, images, and events are
mine. There’s intercourse between our dreams. We cross-fertilize each other, and we
affect each other, in waking, no less than in dreams. /'l be in your dream, if you W be in
mine. | don't see this attitude, or beli@c, or Faith, as an attem[:)t to make life less real, but
more real, bg accel:)ting how complcte and wonderful it all is. We can change our dreams.
We can alter them. We are not victim of our dreams. Parent, instead of te”ing your child,
"It's onlg a drcam," you can say, "It's your dream. You have Powemcul dreams. You're

Powemcul n your clreams." We are Partici[:)ants.

'm not a victim of my clreams, asleep or awake. | Participate. It's my dream. M9
entire dream is mine. It doesn't mean | Passivelg accept, without taking action. I'm not
merelg the observer of my dream. When my dream becomes a nightmare, it is still my
nightmare. It is filled with my monsters, and it is my terror | feel. The more real 1 accept
evergthing in my dream, the more | make it mine. The more | accept my life as a real
clrearn, the stronger | become. | give up the false seParations and the Pretense that |
thought Protected me. Ultimatelg, ’'m more alive, the more | acce[:)t my dream into all of

my life.

My dreams sPeak to me of the unlimited resources available to me. Theg’re
fimited on19 bg my selﬁimposec] limitations. My limitations are mine. Theg can serve my
dream. The fullness of my dream is not determined bg trying to eliminate my limitations
but bg accel:)ting them, bg owning, them, bg taldng them into my confidence, bg becoming
friends with them. If a monster attacks me, | can say, "Heg, monster, how are 9ou?" and
then I can slag him, or | can offer him a Partnership. It's my dream, my monster. There
have been stubborn Pockets of fearin my life. 1 want to dissolve that fear. I've met and
loved my own infant self. 1 said to my infant self, “It's OK to cry. Evergthing is OK. Pll
hold you and take care of you. Evergthing IS going to be all right. I ove you. I won’t let
you be harmed. 1 wor’t let you be unloved. You are my babg, and I love you. This is our

dream now, yours and mine, and we’re going to bejust fine."



My tears are Part of my dream. Theg’rc my tears. Dreams are Feeling-basecl, not
idea-based. | accePt my Feclings. if Pm frightenecl bg my monsters, m trulg Frightenec].
The monster serves me, when | let mgsehc peeljust how terrified it makes me. 1 don't get
rid of my terror bg dismissing the monster. It's notjust a dream. It's my dream. Theg're
notjust tears and Fears, theg are my tears and my fears. Then | can move on from the
tears, after 've cried them. I can move on from the Fcars, after P've felt them. This is the

love that | get to feel. It's my love. It's my dream. It's my fife.

The Abuser Abuses Himself

Pve done abusive things to mgsellc, and P've allowed mgselF to be abused. But |
car’t allow the abuse of my children. A few years ago, | said to my mothcr, "You can
treat me like that, but I won't let you treat my children like that.” And yet, | continued to
abuse that child part of mgsehc that’s so critical to my life. So 1 didn't smoke last night, or
this morning, or this afternoon. The image of Putting smoke into the lungs of a child
helped me better than any other image has. | com[:)artmentalizec] good and bad into my
lhcc, | created mgselF as both worthg and unworthg. | found things to do that exemplhcg
mgsehc as both worthg and unworthg. When 1 allow abuse, | Perpetuate child abuse.
When | suppress my own feelings, I smother a child. When 1 love mgselﬁ I save a child from

alife of neglcct and denial.

Phgsician, heal thgsellc. Aclult, Parent thgself. Protect and care for the child
that’s in you and that is you. We are forever birthing our selves. We’re new born, each
clag. The wonder and innocence, which are the intuitive connection to all life, are
available to every one of us who has not been tota”g orphaned bg abusive Practices.
Suicide is abortion. The sPark of new-born life remains in all of us who survive. I've
rediscovered my child sehc, and I'm charged with Protecting it from abuse and giving it

love. These are words I need to hear.



At Ease in the Bodg

| wasn't able to live at ease in my boclg when 1 was a kid. The hormones of
aclolescence, the exertion of sPorts, then alconol, Partia”g, but e#ectivelg, introduced
me to living in the bodg, sensua”g, and without fear. Now, after all, bg reconnecting the
lines back to my self as a babg, and as a kicl, Feeling the saFetg that I've come to as a
matter of sPiritual trust and hard emotional workJ | can be the man ’'m cal:)able of being.
We are so omc’cen, in this worlc{, simultaneouslg out of touch with our sPiritual self and our
hgsical self. Evergtning we do, in an attempt to make the connections, fails, c]riving us
farther and farther away from our true selves. I've wondered, on a deeper level, whg I
became an alcoholic. Alcoholism has taugnt me two tnings that | on19 understood
inte”ectua”g beFore; humilitg and gratitucle. Alcoholism has shown me my bond with the
Great SPirit, away of understanding God that | accept.

Pve learned that areas of life aren't sPiritual because we make them sPiritual.
Theg are alreac]g sPiritual in their fullest realitg, and | ignore that at the cost of my
realitg. Being Phgsical is sPiritual. It stops being sPiritual when 'm blocking the truth of
it. My inner C/7//d, my innatejog, my unbounded innocence, is part of me, and it'’s a
source for me, unless I refuse to accePt it. We're free to deng the sPirit, and we’re free
to debase the boclg. Sometimes, debasing the bocl9 seems like the onlg solution to the
Pain that caused the se[:)arations in the first Place.

Denial is that Peculiar state of mind that takes over when one has lost direct
experience with one's bocl9 and s[:)irit. It is the disease that denies its own existence.
When one has lost contact with one's own innate sense of s[:)irit and boclg, because one
has never known it, or when one has been Frigntenecl out of it, the whole system of being
adjusts to an alternative realitg. It begins to make new rules and adapts to the new
realitg with a drive, almost with a vengeance, that seems unlimited and uncha”engeable,

until it falls under its own weight.

When | could not trust the life 1 was born into, because it wasn’t nurturing, | left it.
In other words, since being a child was not safe, as soon as I was numanlg ca[:)able, |
became an adult, or a reasonable facsimile. 1 imitated an imitation, in order to survive. To

get out of a cold crib, 1 got out of my childhood Feelings. I looked around at the cold



world, and I made it beautiful. | Painteci it with imagjnation. | put my fears under lock and
keg. When I was an irncant, a bcgirmcr, new to the ex[:)erience, | was not nurtured aiong
the Patii of natural growtii, so | shifted gears. It was going nowhere to continue in

sPirituai and Phgsical need.

| wanted to be loved and to be held. 1t didn't haPPen. Instcaci, | was offered the
alternative, to recreate mgselF in my parents’ image, to become an imitation of their image
of what a child should be. | was bright, so I did what was requirecl of me. It was an
example of the Stockholm Sgncirome. That is, when hostages are takeri, and fear for
their saicetg, tiieg ac]o[:)t the beliefs of their caPtors and come to believe and trust,
suPPort, and Fina”g, adore their ca[:)tors. Thisis a realitg common to children of all ages
and all societies. Once that process has begun, there’s no turning back. The trauma
that bcgari the process s Powemcul, and comes without alternative. The Prisoner, the
iiostage, and the orclinary child, do the onig tiiing theg can do, within the range of their
imagination. Theg acial:)t, and tiieg accept. Theg learn.

There are alternatives. Insanity, suicide, and murder are alternatives. A slow,
insane suicide is more common. We slowlg, insanelg squelch the life that was in us, as
pure sPirit in brand-new bodies. Or we burg it, exactlg as cieep as it is necessary to
conceal it, and hopeiu”g, to Protect it. The more successful we are at burging our truti'i,
the more difficult it may be to retrieve it. Our best exam[:)les of successful People may
be the worst exampies of their own true selves. On the other iianci, the violent failures at
this aciaPtation may have harmed themselves too greatig to be retrievecl, at all. A friend
of mine once saiclJ iooking at a bum Passeci out in the gutter, "We envy the drunk his
selfish freedom.” Yes, but what a mockerg of freedom that is.

It's not easy work to Pick up a child that may have been locked in a box in the
cellar of the heart for decades and give it the love and care and the time it needs to grow
and flourish. But the power of ligiwt and love is amazing. Sometimes, it's as if the child
has been waiting, in susPenciecl animation, and needs onig a few words, a brief prayer, a
glancc, a touch, a moment's oPening, to sPring to life. But evcrgthing conspires against
that happening in the denial of a lifetime. It's amazing, how im[:)cnetrable the denial is, and
then, as if bg magjc, it can be reduced to a giiost. It is a demon that runs us, and then it is

a shadow that evaporates in the iight. It ruins lives, and then, in a moment of grace, it



clrol:)s, like a ragon a stick, ina heaP on the floor. It owes its life to fear and bad magjc.
Those are not easy things to eradicate, because the9 institute themselves into a lifetime
of habits that don't go away wi”inglg, but theg lose hold eventua”g, and the true babg
gets to have it's true life back.

Enouglﬁ

I'm going to get enough. I've lived under the delusion that I could never get
enough. Pve believed that I'll never get enough of angthing. I Feltjusthciecl in saying, Al
want out of life is more.” It seemed like a wonderful, Passionate cry, until you see the
emptiness behind it. A sense of deprivation had locked me into a cgcle of feast and
famine. | wanted what was in my brother's bowl, and | needed to make my bowl emptg, to
justhcg the desire. It's a sim[:)le thing, rea”g. I took a basic condition, as | saw it, and |
analogizecl it into every facet of my life. To start to eat was to be immecliatelg full, but all
the rest was never enough. What masquerades as envy and greecl is actua”g fear of
starvation, and what masquerac!es as altruism and sacrifice is onlg trying to control
de[:)rivation. As | come to believe in my self-worth, neither condition aPPlies. Neither

in&ulgence nor dePrivation serves the worthg.

To come to believe is not the ac]option of an idea or Philosophg. To come to
believe is to accept the truth. Each of us is worthg. Every one of usis worthg. To believe
in one's worth is to feel the truth of that realitg. It's a sim[:)le truth. To believe is to feel it
in the flesh. That's trickg, because it's not suPerFicial. It's not rubbing Fancg oils on the
skin of my life. 1t is a rumbling at the core that makes it all the way to the surface.
Wi”ingness and acceptance establish a truth. And it takes time. Truths are alreaclg in
Place. The work is to get rid of the untruths that cling like Parasites to a truth. The trick
is to recognize the Parasites for their nature, to sto being misled bg their
aPProximation to a truth, to geta long enough look at the truth to trust it, and then, to
feel the truth of it. It takes clear eyes and a clean mirror. It takes honest9 to name a
truth. It takes courage to feel the truth. It takes time to live the truth. 1 am worthg. Itis
the truth. I name it. I feel it. I live it.
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| Get Respect

I've been sitting with one Feeling for five dags now. | feel terriblg sad. It's the
sadness I've alwags Felt, and I've alwags called it loneliness. In the Past, I have absolved
the lonelincss, but never the saclncss, bg Finc]ing a woman. This time, | don't want to do
that. It feels goocl to stag inside the loneliness, feel the sadness, and get down to the
roots of it. What's brought this up is my newlg alive sense of selmc-respect. I have sought
and demanded resPect from others, never thinking that my own selF—resPect was an

answer to my quest.

ve awakened, every morning, Fecling wonderful. I've begun to think in a new way
about resPect. And about Iove, as I've known it, felt it, and understood it. I've sought
love, when it was rcsPect I needed. 've forsaken resl:)ect togana small measure of love.
l’vejuclgecl my relationships bg the c]uestion, "Is there love in it?" By and large, there’s
always been a clcgree of Iove, or somethingl called Iove, and, Feeling that loveJ I tried to
be satisfied. But | was using, color to describe sound. I've been trying to fill the need for
food with clothing. It's like apples and oranges. No amount of apples will give me the
taste and texture of oranges. | may be wealthg with apples and starving for a single
orange. I've loved, and 've been |ovecl; bg PCOPIC | didn't resl:)ect, who didn't resPcct

me. P've Joved mgselﬁ when I needed to resl:)ect mgsel?.

When any need is unmet at the bcgirming of life, it tends to remain unmet, and an
endless atteml:)t to fulfill it continues throughout one's life. Without the actual, real
knowledge of it, the seeker tries to fill the need in the area he knows, which doesn’t
include the area of the never known. Of course, we can't fill the need for res[:)ect with
love. I can't feel selF—resPect bg loving mgsehc. Self-love is inadequate when selﬁrespect
is still unfelt. 1 think it's a Failing of love, but it isn't. We all need a sense of self—resl:)ect,
and we need to feel that there’s someone else we resPect. We need standards bg which
we can sense how much we resl:)ect ourselves and others. | need to let this sense of
sehc—respect take root and give it evidence, make it manifest. That's what's been
haPPening. Because I've taken stePs to clear out the things P've done to clestr09 my own
sehc—rcspect, to clean up the Past and the Present, Pve bcgun to feel simple

sehc—rcspect, which is my inborn right and truth, as it is everyone's. Since I've bcgun to
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feel that, the instances of disrespect from others, and from mgselﬂ stand out like sore

thumbs.

Pm beginning to notice how easi|9 Pve acceptecl c]isresl:)ect in the past. At times, |
acceptecl it as if | deserved it, and at other times, | acce[:)tcd it whether I felt | deserved it
or not, as if it was a given, as if clisres[:)cct was to be exPected, like rain. 1 acted as if
disresl:)ect was normal and acceptable, as if it was a condition to be toleratcd, almost
aPPreciatecl. I oﬁ:enjuclgecl mgsehc bg the c]egree of clisrcs[:)ect J engenderecl. if there
wasn't any, | was confused. | behaved as if respect was the absence of disrespect. |
created clisrespect in my lhce, because | knew about it, and | could gauge mgselF against
it. Mg selF—resPect was clear to me on19 bg the c]egree of my outrage at the clisrcs[:)ect |
felt.

Pm beginning to feel a Positive awareness of real respect. Rcspect IS becoming
the standard bg which | gauge mgsehc in the world and in my sehC-image. Pm begirming to
feel mgsehc defined bg my truth and not bg its shadow. What a marvelous Phenomenon.
ResPcct is a subtle Phenomenon. J onl9 barelg noticed the cliﬁccrence, as it begins to
change my life. 1 don't have to be so busg occupging my space, because it’s no longcr
defined bg shadow. As | become more at home in my bodg, more at ease with mgsehc,
more true to my nature, more accc]:)ting of the life given me, | can relax. I can let go of the

frantic shadow boxing. | can sit still and be still.

All1s well in Mg Town

| feel that all is well. 1 say, / 7[66/, because it's different 1Crom, | think. It's true. M9
gut feels good about life. 1 feel like a kid who is trulg making it on his own. I feel like I'm
doing that. 'm reluctant to use the word fec/, because it's a loaded worcl, Pejorative,
tainted, and abused. It carries the old Sixties sense of touchgﬂceelg, sappy emotion, If it
feels gooa’, do it! When | say fce//ng, | feel, it feels, | mean, to know somethlhg in the
a’ccpcst part of my [ife.
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| feel angry, doesn't mean, / think angry, or, I'm ticked of- 1t means, / feel anger n
my [)oa’y. | feel sate doesn't mean, / holoe I'm salfe, or | wish | was safe, or I'm blind to
a’anger. It means / feel peace in the a’eeIDest, quietest cells of my boc/y. It's as if my boc]9
is a city, and the awareness is in every house. It's not on19 on the radio, or in the mayor's
house, it's in the a”egs and back streets, and in the heart of every citizen. When the city
of the boclg IS unitec], it's easy to feel the energies of revolt and the energies of harm.
When | open all the doors of all the houses, when | meet the residents of all the houses,
when I come to a common unclerstancling with them a”, that is, when theg listen to me,
and |1 listen to them, then, whenever a new energy enters the citg limits, | can take an
instant PO” of the PeoPIe, and I can trust any message I get.

if there's an intruder in any home in my city, I can know it. If there's an angel or a
demon visiting, any house, | can know it. That's what's Possible, when all the doors have
been o[:)ened and the welcome mat is out evergwhere. Some of the doors have been
locked in darkness for a long time. Rumors and long-stancling fears had barred the
doors of some of my housesJ and even of whole districts. Right now, my town is a gooc]
Place to live. 1 don't mind being the mayor, the garbage co”ectorJ the nursery chilcl, and

the town crier. Five o'clock, and all is well in Mytown.

Hi’cchlﬁiking Soul

| had a dream in which 1 was supposed to PerForm a Plag with another actor. |
wasn’t able to do it. | couldnt remember my lines. I broke clown, crging on stage,
humiliating mgsehc. Some People leFt, but some didn't. | began to talk. | began to sPeak
what | was Feeling, and it worked. Then | tried to be satirical, and it didn't work. 1 had to
talk straight. When | talked from the heart, | was at peace, and my audience was happg.
I've been Peaceﬁu‘. It's very quiet, right now. “This c!ag belongs to you, Gocl, J give this
clag to you. J recognize that this clag is yours. Thg clag, be mine. Thg clag, be done.” I've
been a kid, latelg, but also older, wiser, and calmer. I feel like 'm leacling a Fascinating

life. And it |<eePs being Fascinating. The newest fun is to accePt the ride.
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Mg Own Life

| feel a sense of anticipation. Pve done evergthing | needed to do to be at this
transition Point. I have a rigiwt to be alive. Living full. The fear of my living in the world has
alwags been about the corrul:)tions of ego and of power. The secret is to be true to my
true seiic, a child in the iieart, guiciec] bg God. The dream | hacl, the other night, about
Pericorming, has cleared the way for me as a ciag-to—ciag person. It said, Don't worry
about the SC/‘I}Df or the satire. Be yoursc/f. This is what I feel as a miracle. The final
obstacles to my fulfillment have been cleared. 1 believe that. 1 like that wor&, fultllment.
To be filled full, with no holes, no hollow no emPtiness, no hiciing in the rafters or the
cellar. 1 think 1 Fina”g have my life. Thank you, God. Almost 47 years old, and | fina”g

have my own life.

Minnie the Mermaid

AI’ICI then tl"HS StOl’y came out OF mg SUbCOﬂSCiOUS:

A boy, with the innocence, clarity, and wisdom of the ageless, is assaulted by a
boozy, weepy woman, a friend of his parents. He is trapped in a room in her house, while
she pours out her sad story of neglect and abuse, telling him how beautiful and wonderful
he is, seducing him into receiving her lamentations, her wants, needs, and desires, as if he
is a lover, a trusted friend, a confidant. She’s caught up in her own misery, and she
assumes his company and his understanding. She’s drunk, and she covets his innocence.
She wants, for herself, the clean heart that she sees in him. She shoves her way into his
empathetic feelings. She gropes about, pulling on him. She tells him about her marriage,
her childhood, her lost dreams, her secret ambitions, her sexual needs. She tells him about
the places in town she loves to visit, about the little things she does around the house, all
the pathetic, painful, mundane habits that come from neglect and denial.

This is a woman who’s trapped in her own prison. She is a victim who victimizes, a
prisoner who imprisons, the abused who abuses. Unable to speak soberly of her feelings
or to feel her own feelings, she gets drunk and assaults the boy. Her tears gush, hjer face
contorts, and her features blur. Her hands go all over the boy's face and his hands, arms,
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his chest and back, his skinny legs. She talks through her sobs. Her stories pour out, wet
and sloppy. No matter how long she cries, no matter how much she weeps, no matter
what sad, untold story she tells, she doesn't get any better. Her tone never changes. She
gets no relief.

The boy is in panic. He wishes he could help her. When she was sober, he liked
her fine. She was shy and friendly, entertaining, and funny. Now, she's frightening. He's
afraid she's never going to let him go. She acts toward him in a way no one has ever acted
toward him. She looks at him in a way he doesn't understand. He doesn't know what she
wants, but he knows he can't help. He feels trapped. He wants to hit her. He's never felt
that, before. He thinks he's going crazy.

She doesn’t see anything that's happening to him. She’s totally self-involved. She’s
blind drunk. Her eyes are wide and watery. She stares at him. She looks long and deep
into his frightened, transfixed eyes, but she sees only herself. She tells him things about
himself, but they only serve her belief that he’s the perfect listener to her awful story. Her
weeping goes on and on. The inward spiral of her self-pity threatens to suck him down
with her. His head is swimming. He breaks free, finally, and runs out of the room. She
screams, then hates herself, then collapses, then passes out. He hides and shakes. He's
terrified. He has nowhere to run. He gets hard and angry. He vows never to cry again.

Two Parts of Me

What | wrote, 9esterclag, was an attem[:)t to describe the Feelings | had and the
Pictures I got, duringa Phone call from a woman who admitted to me that she has alwags
clenigrated men. Before the ca”, I had become de[:)ressec], and | Fought against it. | went
to a meeting, and I talked about Feeling dePressed, and | talked about the difficulties of
healing. F’eople | resl:)ect, who have more years of recovery than | clo, talked about the
hard work to heal the root causes of their disease. The awareness of these sgmptomatic
diseases has grown bg lca[:)s and bounc]s, in the last few years, but there's still a mgth
that it should be done quicklg. Name the disease, commit to its cure, and be cured. But it
takes time, and it takes effort to overcome, not onlg one's own clenial, buttodosoina
subtlg hostile worlc], still stuck in the reaction to sgml:)toms and the treatment of
sgmptoms.
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I'm still in the process. Healing IS Feeling. I have oPened up to a whole new level of
Feeling, first of Pain and Fear, then of self-love and selic-resl:)ect. Then I felt a wonderful
release. | soared on a nign, a sense of peace, serenitgJ and accePtance. But nabituallg,
and irn[:)erceptiblg, I began to Protect rngseliC from Feeling, afraid of the return of hurt
and fear. Once | realized tnat, | became like a safe cnild, again. After the rneetingJ | went
to the grocery store and Picked upa few tnings. I felt great. When | got nome, J sPoke on
the Pnone to my last girlicriend. She came on the Pnone in a disturbed state of mind. |

tOlCl "'DCT' What | was learning.

Then 1 listened to ner, for almost an hourJ as she cried out her grieiC and sadness
about the way her heart had been shut downJ first by her abuserJ then later bg her
nusband, who cheated on her onlg three months after her marriage, to which she said
she had given 100% of her noperul heart. Two Peol:)le wno, among others that she had
loved and trusted, betraged that love and trust, and hurt her. She withdrew and became
distrusting and denigrating toward men. She wept how much she had hurt herself and
others. She we|:>tJ and she said how freed she Fina”g felt. she said she wished that |

COUId understand hOW mUCh 5[’16 was FCCliﬂg and hOW great l"lCl" T’CliC{: was.

Two parts of me were Iistening. One part was quiet, and one part was
understanding, aPPreciative and knowing. | heard her tears of release, J tnougnt it was
good, | was glad to witness her breaktnrougn | knew that she was my friend and 1 was
her friend. 1 tnougnt | was witnessing a Powencul nealing release. But it also felt like a
horror. My bodg convulsed with revulsion. My arms shook off the waves of abuse. My
eyes shot daggers of Iigntening. My mouth sPit silent curses. My fists clenched in rage. |
banged on the cushions of my couch. The Fingers of my rignt hand worked the smooth
surfaces of the tele[:)none, incessantlg, Frantica”g, wiPing and cleaning, wiPing and
cleaning, over and over, the smootn, black surfaces. It was amazing to me that she never
noticed or seemed to feel any of my Fear, revulsion, and rage. Not once did she show
any fear or nesitancg in te”ing me what was i‘iaPPening to her. And never once did 1 show
any rage toward her. I was able to be in two Places at once. | was able to feel my own

norriicging revulsion, and at the same time, be suPPortive of her.

I was able to do that for mgselic as well. A Part of me was transfixed in norrorJ and

anotner Pal"t was caring and SUPPOFtiVC O‘F mg own PFOCCSS 8!’1Cl Y'ClCEBSC. ThCSC are the
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fruits of my own catastro[:)hic healing. | didn't have to £go through that, alone, stranded
and helpless. I was able to be a father to my own inner self. As | went through it, | knew I
was guic]ec] and Protected bg a father 1 could trust and count on. I don't know i
everyone needs to exPerience the same process in the same way. I susl:)ect that those
who were raised in a healthg environment are able to go through life more smoothlg than
| have. But | can say, that for those who are in need of hcaling, healing is Possible. It's
not easy, but without it, life is a more and more comPIicatecl, and less and less
successmcul, series of stol:)gap measures, of Faultg and inadequate mechanisms, of
avoidance and collision, of confusion and separation.

| once held dear all those things | tried to accept and dcpend on, as if theg
mattered and were necessary. lnsteacl, Pve found that a life of Pain and separation s
not necessary, and it matters to talk about it, because not ta”dng about it blocks the
fuller life that is Possible. I'm back in acceptance, trusting the process. It comes in waves.
When | think I'm done, I'm onlg resting. | can see now that I know how to feel. The trick is
to kcelo Feeling. The circumstances for growth never stoP Coming. The cha”enge is to
stay with it, to get in tune with the cgc‘es and trust the entiretg, to trust the year and not
get stuck in any one season. There is no endless summer, and there is no eternal winter.
It's a cha”enge to habituate this in my life, not to do it once and be done with it, but to
do it over and over, until prayer is like kncading clough, and trust is like baking bread.
The sim[:)le way is the onlg way.

The Inertia of Fear

I'm Feeling scared and doubtful. I'm Feeling some loss of faith in mgsehc and my
work. | feel like I've been a semi-invalid. 1 had another bear dream. In the clream, J said, /
used to be scared of /7//77, but rm noft, anymore, and | Plagecl with a huge, sancl3~colorcc]
bear like he was a PUPPY- | tossed a blanket over him and Pu”ecl it oﬁc, tossed it on, and
Pu”ed it off. The bear was Plawcul, ke a cat or a PUPPY- Just before | woke up, J
dreamed 1 was saying something to my Aaughter, who is staying with me while she looks
for an a[:)artmcnt of her own. | was showing her a Picture of herself when she was a
babg, and I said, "This is the most imPortant thingl can tell you. This little child is the
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source of all your strength. At the age of this chilc], the soul is closest to the surface.
After this, the soul can become buriecl, and we often lose touch.” When she woke up this
morning, I told her the clrearn, and then I told her about meeting my true child. she was

recePtive. ove te”ing her what I've learned.

| still don't know whether 1 should write out the storg about the bog and the
boozg woman. Part of me is afraid. | hear that voice of fear tell me, /s not impor‘tant.
You've a/rcaa’y felt it. That's gooa’ cnough. Words of c{iscouragcment usua”g come from
fear and the inertia of fear. There is an inertia of fear. Fear is like a big dull beast who
sits on my chest, and tells me to give up, it's not worth it, it's not Possible. It says, Iflgct
up off you, you /i on[g be in Ioa/h

| don't have to Figure angthing out. All 1 have to do is keep fceling, trust in God,
and let £0. And, I have to fet People help me. | have to /et God help me. | think that bg
wanting hclp, I've done that, but it isn't the same. To think about Peo[:)le helping me is to
try to control the need. To trust People to help me is to let £0 of the need. If God is
going to answer my neecls, then I have to let g0 of them. If 1 am being neec]g, then I'm still
trying to control my life.

I'm getting better at acclimating mgsehc to my true Feelings. I'm learning to become
familiar with my Feclings, and I'm |earning to keep true to my Feelings. I'm in a little
confusion and c]oubt, right now. In the Pas’c, whenever my children were arounc], I would
clroP my recePtivitg, start to Plag Parent, act like my mother taught me bg her example,
and give free reinto my coclepenc]encg. It's iml:)ortant to give oneself up to raising one's
children when theg are very young, but my daughter is almost 19, about to get her own
aPartmcnt for the first time, and she doesn't need me to take care of her every need.

This is a real cha”enge For me. Not to take care OF her and not to let her take care o1C me.

There is purpose in this doubt and insecurity, begoncl my wants and desires,
begoncl my fears and controls. And, it’s no cause for smugness or complacencg to trust
in God. I think it’s a good sign. To trust and be just a little scared, at the same time. If it’s
a sign of gving up the controls, then, yes, | think it's a very goocl sign.

18



The Warmth Around the Heart

Pve begun to imagjne that women are warm. This is a change in my thinking.
Des[:)ite my exl:)erience, | never thought that way, when | imagined being with women. A
few clags ago, | did think that, without anyone suggesting it to me. My mind had alwags
blocked the idea from my awareness. It's as if the Primarg message was, Women are cold.
No matter how much exPcrience I had to the contrarg, the original message never
changecl. Something broke the code. | Fina”g became aware that women are not cold.
Women are warm. | imagined anew, goocl, healthg truth and not the old wrong, unhcalthg
message, the lie. The lie had been so Powencul that | believed it, desPite knowing the
truth. The lie had been so Powchul that | believed it, despitc knowing the truth. I knew
the truth, and 9et | believed the lie. 'm inclined to rePeat any new revelation. The
abandonment | felt as a child has come to me as cold. 1 felt cold around my heart. |
couldn’t imagine mgselF warm. Now that | feel whole and Fi”ecl, | feel warm. Now that I feel
warm, in my bodg, around my heart, | can more easilg imagine that others are warm. | feel
the love in my heart, and | can receive the love of others, and esPecia”g the love of the

sPirit of the universe.

Just Plain Scared

I woke up scared, again. | don't like this kind of scared. It's little-kid scared. I've
felt it before. It's the fear of being known. It's the fear of being ex[:)osecl. It isn't being
scared of starting something new. It's not gooc]-ancl-scarccl. It's bad-scared. It's the
fear of a bad thing haPPening. I've been c]odging the writing of the story of the boozg
woman and the innocent bog. I know the source of the story is my own Fcelings. In order
to write the story, | need to imagine the Feelings of both the bog and the woman. I'm
afraid of the Feclings. I know better than to be aFraic], but I'm still scared.
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Flging Free

| had a Hging dream. I've had them bemcore, but in the Past, I had to deal with
obstructions like tree branches or power lines. This time | had comPlete freedom of the
skies. | made noises like some kind of bircl, and then like a coyote or a wolf. A band of
wolves came over a hi”, in response to my calls. One wolf leaped twcnt9 feet in the air to
grow‘ at my hancl, not to bite it, but as if to talk to it. I landed on a high roof. A crowd
gathercd below. Theg wanted me to talk to them. I told them | wasn't reaclg tojoin with
the wolves. The wolves saw me as one of them. | saw them as somewhat Frightcning
energy beasts. It was a wonderful dream, and I felt goocl being among the wolves and

talking to the PeoPlc.

Then 1 had a disturbing dream. | spent hours, in the dream, trying to Persuacle
two mock armies of teenage bogs not to go to war with each other. Their adult leader
wanted them to Fight a real war, | knew many of them would die. Th69 wouldn't listen to
me. Fina”g, theg listened, and the Fight didn't haPPcn. | was exhausted by the second
dream. I think it shows me that my Feelings affect how I feel in the world. 1 dream I'm a
Public sPeaker who talks to wolves, and | feel great. | dream I'm responsible for enc]ing
wars and abuse, and | feel beat up and tired. | feel safe at homc, and at meetings, but 1
feel too sensitive for the worlcl, right now. I'm vulnerablc, because my life has no theme
these clags. | don't know what I'm about. I don't know what I'm cloing or saging. What's
been haPPening to me, in the course of this awakening, is not familiar in my external

WOI"C!

I still haven't gotten into the meat of the Feelings in the story of the bog and the
woman. As I've gotten a few clags away from the writing, and a week away from the first
Feclings, | feel some relief at not being able to access the Feelings. It's haPPened to me,
before, after a disturbing dream. If | ignore it for a while, it recedes, until all 1 have left is
a vague uneasiness and not the Primarg Feelings. | don't like these times of vague
uneasiness. | Préncer the stark Feelings of the event, or the other sicle, the sense of
engagement, outside mgsehc, of work or activity. | feel half-in and half-out of this stuff,
toclag. But it doesn't pay to force it one way or the other. It's time, once again, to let 2@

and trust.
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When the Fcelings are intenselg upon me, I have no choice - it'sjust what it is, but
when | get away from the Feelings, | become afraid of them. I'm afraid of Feeling the
woman's clrunkermess, and I'm afraid of Feelingthe bog‘s terror. I know ! can do it, but I'm
letting externals keep me from it. I'm thinking I have too many worries to get to it. | need
to find another way into the story. if 1 dor’t do it, I'm stuck. When I'm stuck, I'm in limbo,
and all 1 feel is a vague uneasiness. It's avoidance. I'm waiting for work, in order to write.
It's no good. I don't need to be working, in order to write. Work isn't my way of writing,
It's my way of avoic]ing the Feclings. It's the same as booze. Booze didn't help me write. It
helped me avoid writing. | was able to write while clrinking, onlg bg writing the sort of
thing that avoided the Feelings I was avoiding bg c[rinking. Dear Friend, | must finish what
has been started.

still Struggling

| feel PitiFul. | feel like I've been saging, for 15 years, that I was going to give up
evergthing else and do my real work. 1 had a heaclache, 3esterc{ag, that lasted ten hours.
| don't usua”g get headaches. 1 think my life is wonc]cr?ul, in every way, except for
money. It's alwags been money. I've had a goocl and a Fascinating life, a Productivc life,
but alwags without money. Whenever angboclg has asked me about my situation, | talk

about money. | believe in mgschc, People believe in me, and sti”, | strugglc.

It Begins

I've bcgun the story of the bog and the woman. It's great. I've become a true
writer, again. And I'm still struggling. Of course, even the tota”g, 100%, committed
writers have to struggle. The mere fact of commitment doesnt make it automatica”g
easier. 've made commitments to my work b@core, but it’s felt as i God failed to keep up

his end of the commitment. | want to believe that doing God's will ought to include some
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security. I've been througti sO many highs and lows, and ttiegrc all i”usorg. The tiighs are
i”usor9J and so are the |ows, but the rent comes due on the first of every month. I have
alwags wanted one year, to write without money worries. I'm certain, that at the end of
that mgttiical, magical, iong—awaited year, I'd feel the same as I do now. 1 still think the
idea that | have the right to be an artist and be suPPortecl in that, is ridiculous.

I suppose | have the right, but this is the land of Who cares? That's what passes
for rigtits in this c]ag and age. The way the society, and near19 everyone in it supports
the rigtits of others is to say, Who cares? We show our tolerance in the form of
indifference. Indifference masqucrac]es as tolerance. It feels like a great wall of
indifference. Sure, Steve, do whatever the fuck you want. Be a /Doct, be a IDaintcr, be a
novc//st, be any fucking tf)ing you want, because we don't givc a shit what you do. P've
been honestlg enthusiastic about my own work and about the work of ottiers, in my own
life and toward the lives of ottiers, and still there’s a wall of indifference around

evergttﬁing and everyone. It is the American Curtain; The Stone Wall of Indifference.

Now it occurs to me that what I'm saying and teeling is a Projection of the state of
my process. It's Probablg where my little kid is at, in the clcveiol:)ment of my new heart. |
want to include the writing of the story in sync with thisjournal. Last week, | wrote in my

journal, and it openeci up the story, so | coulcljuml:) into it. It's Possibie, now, for this
kind of writing to support the other kind. But I don't want to lose the teeling that |
deserve my own enthusiasm and my own support. Instead of trying to explain my

struggle, Jwant to s[:)eak about it with suPPort and resl:)ect.

Yes, I'm tiavinga rougti time of i, trying to pay my bills and still sPend my energjes
on my writing and on my heart, which is the source of my writing, | feel a little ruthless at
the moment. M9 eyes get colci, harcl, and clear. I like that tceling. It's the strengtti of
instinct, otgranite dreams. I feel at peace with my heart, but 'm not content in my life. Pm
angry. In the story, the bog is about to betrag his innocence. 'm sure a Part of me is
anticipating that, and 'm afraid, Protective, and angry. I've beenin an extremeig agitateci
state for several clags. It seems to get relievecl, and then it comes back, full force. 1 write,
or | go to a meeting, or | sleep. 'm OK for a while, and then the teeiing, a teeling of
sickness, comes back. | try to think of somettiing to do to feel better, and there’s
nottiing. The onig way out s through.
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HealingJunkg

ljust bolted awake, while trying to sleep. My son told me that his higher power,
his sPiritual force, is a black, hardbound notebook, with blank pages, that he writes in,
every clag. In Part, that's who I'm talking to in these entries. Dear Reader is also Dear
God. I'm havinga hard time sleeping, until, I'm exhausted. Then I wake up, scared again. |
know this is childhood stuff. Earlier tonight, | wrote six pages of tormenting, Frightcning
material. It was hard to start, but it was easy to stay with it, once it was going, My house
feels like ajail. It has never felt that way, until | got to this Point in the story, where the
bog feels traPPed. | know I'm learning to support mgsehc, emotiona”9 and sPirituallg.
Tonight, | heard some guy (it’s alwags a gug) comPlain about People who get into the
reasons for their dgsmcunction, their histories, their emotional lives, and their Feelings,

ca”ing them process junkics.

When | quit drinking, I got rid of alot of Problems. And I uncovered the Problems
I had covered up with all the Problcrns created bg drinking, the Problems I no longcr had.
So, 9eah, it’s great to feel free of the Problems created bg clrunkermess, but sobrietg
made it clear | had other shit | had to deal with, that I hadrn’t dealt with over the years of
my drinking. I suppose m a Processjunkie, if being committed to healing makes me a
Processjunlde. Being a Processjunkie is not the same as being a hgpochonclriac. That's
unkie. So, OK, I'm a healing
awful. 1 still like it a lot. Pve

been A@Cencling my healing) in the face of very little to show for it. 1 don’t know whg I

like saging to someone in the hospital, You’re a /763//}75‘]
s

junkie. I like this healing, even though, sometimes, it fee
should have to struggle against this negative evidence, except that it’s what I've alwags

strugglec] against. Serenity amidst the sorrow, jog in the middle of Pain, thank you,
Joseph Campbe”.
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| Finished the Storg

| woke up at 4AM, and began to write. | wrote until 6:30 and stagecl up for two
hours. | fell aslee[:), Fina”g, content that | had done it. Now 'm crazy again. I woke at APM,
and 1 felt the same. I feel vulnerable, but not from the outside, from the inside. 1t’s still
the same as it was the last few dags. I thought when | finished the story, it would 2@
away, but that’s not it. | feel like 'm havinga nervous breakdown, but it seems to be the
breakdown of my defenses. 1 am going to have to relg on God, because I'm not capable
of taking care of mgsel]c in the old ways. I'min a kind of dazed state. I'm not in my boclg. I
don't have any interest in things. My apartment feels like a Prison of cold fears. It used

to comFort me. [t was a haven. Itisn't my secret cave anymore.

| don't feel safe angwhere. | watched The Young Lions last night, barelg able to
see it. The on19 part that enticed me was watching Montgomery Clift Fistqcight. | wanted
to do that. I wanted to get ina ?ight, get my nose bustecl, laugh, go crazy, and then beat
the shit out of cvergbodg who wanted to ﬁght, Fina”g having everyone, inclucling me,
realize I'm an invincible, gle@cu‘, Fighting machine. I want to feel the freedom of not caring
about being hurt, and not caring about hurting others who Fight me wi”inglg. I’m not sure
where this puts me, in my renewed child, but 'm going through it, there's no doubt of
that. | may have to lose evergthing to rebuild this life so that 'm free to live and feel as

much as I'm capable of peeling. ’m wi”ing, and I'm scared.

This process of letting g0 of my defenses, of shcclcling defenses, is scary. For
over two months, I haven’t reverted to the Protective saFetg of any of my familiar
patterns, no women, no booze, no work. | g0 to meetings, and | speak in unfamiliar ways
about unfamiliar Feelings. I have thisjournal, but I've cracked open a Frightcning story in
the middle of it. This is a new level of healing that requires new awareness and a new
clegrce of support. | believe the Famil3~og—origin awareness that’s sPreacling now may

eventua”g change all our institutions and all our lives, but right now, it's changing my life.
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Clﬁanging Relationships

[ feel Peacmcul at home with my daughter. We were up until 8AM, ta”dng about Familg. It's
goocl that we get to have this time together. It's becoming what haPPened with her
brother, last summer. It's been slower with her, but good. We needed this time, and it's
graclua”g happening. ’m able to feel it, now. She's coming to accept me, in a different
way than being a claughter who worships, des[:)iscs, fears, and wonders at her distant
father. We're getting to know each other and to acccPt each other as normal Parts of

our lives. It takes time. I'm g‘acl we've had the time.

Avoid and Pachcg

Sometimes, when I'm scared, | become arrogant, hard and angry. Then Pm
reminded of the power of humilitg. I remember it's OK to be scared. When | remember to
honor my true Feclings, | feel free. I'm a scared nine-gcar-ol&, in the process of my re-
growth. | have been talking about going for my Passion and quitting my Pachciers. Pm
scared. | don't feel safe angwhere, and 9et [ feel right in my heart and my gut. | need to
cut off the escape routes. | need to do something I've alwags needed to do, even if it
doesn't work. I need to let mgselxc trust God, but 1 avoid it, at almost all costs. This is
imPortant to me. It's the big other shoe of my life. I've alwags sliPPecl out of this one, one
way or another. It seems aPParent that it's now or never. | need to find out what
haPPens on the other side of this. I've come up to this Point b@core, and I've
siclestepl:)ecl it. Fear is an addiction and a Pachcier. | use fear to stop my Passion. Fear
leads to ajob, which pays the bills and Pacigics the fear. There’s a committee of
aclvice~givers in my head that tells me to strive harder and don't let go. It is the committee

OF Fea r.
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The Imitation of Will

Pm haPPiest when | realize that, 59 cloing exactlg what it is | am cloing, Pm Aoing
what | should be cloing. That's a trickg concePt. It means that when | acccpt rngsehC
exactlg as | am, | begin to be who I am. It could be used to justhcg any destructive
behavior, and magbe it does, but itis tem[:)cred bg the truth of ajust and loving sPirit. By
being tuned in to ajust and loving spirit, and bg acting exactlg as that s[:)irit wants and

not as | want, | may Freelg actin ajust and loving way toward mgschc and others.

Back when | thought that | chose to clrink, at the will of my clcsires, | thought I was
doing right bg my true-self, but | was onlg imitating my parents’ will, or God's will as |
wanted it to be. M9 true-Parent would have answered my needs when | was an infant.
That's what | was trging to re-create bg willfu”g trging to fill my own needs. I can fulfill
the original neecl, more clircctlg, bg lctting God take care of my true neecls, instead of
wi”Fu”g trging todo it mgsel?. Whenever | was thirstg or hungrg, I gave mgsehc the bottle.
It seems so Patentlg obvious and so goolish, but 1 did it unconsciouslg, and I was telling

mgsehc, in as simple away as | coulcl, what my needs were.

I'm a willful person. lama tough little babg who didn't trust that he would be cared
for. | thought | had to care for mgself Babies aren't suPPosed to care for themselves.
Thcg aren't equipped for it. Babies come up with infantile solutions. God is my true
Parent. God's solutions are better than mine. It is best that I let £0 and let God be the
parent. A man, Plaginggocl, is like a child Plaging parent. By being tru|9 childlike in this
question of wi”, | am trulg free. Drinking was as good away as I could come up with to
satisfg my needs. It seemed to work for a long time, and I wasn't about to give it up for
nothing. I didn't understand my true needs, and 1 didn't have another way to satisntg
them. I needed to learn that 1 had legitimate needs and that it was Possiblc to fulfill them.

Drink is a destructive element that seems to fill one's needs. It will eventua”9 stoP
doing that. Then it will kill. such is the pattern of all addiction. Faith will £l my needs,
and will do 50, better and better, and will Fina”g free me. Such is the Pattern of
surrender. A simple child, 1 didn't have faith in my parents, so | came to distrust faith.
Drink gave me faith. It was ersatz faith that | would have recognizecl, if 1d known the real
thing. Talk about a leaP of faith. Twice-burned bg Placing my faith in the wrong Places, I
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had no choice but to trust, firsta recovery group, then GoclJ and now mgsehc. The Pack,
the Great SPirit, and the inclividual;just like a wolf, all three, not one, not two.

I Need to Plag

| want to take a bicgcle ride in the afternoon. Metaphorica”g. Actua”g, | want to
get a motorcgcle and g0 on ajourneg. Spechcicaug, Pve given mgsel]c Permission, once
again, to be a Poet and Plag in the sPirit. | called my son to ask him about motorcgcle
ric]ing on the highwags. I told him the sense | have of Fo”owing the signs of a sPiritual
journeg, without any destination or time limit. It's what I did best as a bog, wa”dng, or on
my bicgclc. It's time to move on. I'm shec]cling skins. | dream of ricling free, | dream of
choosing my Freeclom, | want no ties that don't come from the heart. | have a renewed
sense, like an old sense renewed, of sPirit that’s free from fear. It would be a crime if |
didn't acccPt my freedom. 1 was born to be free. I'm not cquiPPecl for angthing else. It's
onlg logical. You do what you do best, and you stop Prctenc]inggou‘re angthing else.

I've gotten stronger, and | don't need Paci?iers. | don't need my cocoon anymore.
Mg larva clags are over. | can handle the real worlcl, | have wings, | can ﬂg I don't need
the safe Prison of Pachciers, of comfort foods. | Fina”g, honestlg, feel reaclg to accept
mgsehc for what 1 am. 1 don't have to aPologize for it. | don't have to cxplain it to anyone.
This is where I am, this is what | am, this is who | am. This is even when I am. That's more

than F’opcge ever saicl, although it's Probablg the same.

lam Whaflam, and that's what | am.

| am who | am, and that's who I am.

| am where | am, and that's where | am.
| am when | am, and that's when I am.

lam Why | am, and that's W/zg /am.

The cleeplg Philoso[:)hical Popege lives!
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The Prison Sl‘lfl:) of Life

What gives me the r{gf)t to be free? How come I think I can /D/ay like a kid all my
life? When did | decide that the world owed me a /fving? What gives me the idea that I'm
sloecia/ ? What makes me think | deserve any different from anybody else? We”, nothing. |
made it up. Evergbodg says, "Let go and trust God." | want to find out if it's true. Whg, I
think, does God Protect drunks? 1 think God Protects evergbodg, but the sober ones
don't act like it. We sober People are running around trging torun things our way. It's as
if bcing drunk is a good idea, and it's the damn booze that fucks it up. The reason that
living a sPiritual life aPPeals to me, is because it's so much like what 1 was trying to do
when | was drinking. There's no goocl in throwing out the babg with the bath water.
Drunks are like beautiful babies, awash in the bath water of booze.

Pm clebating the sense of alcoholics as grancliose, foolish dreamers. I'm a
clrearner, and I don't want to sPend the rest of my life Pretending I'm not. This is a Phase
I must go throug}m I have to find out what's on the other side of doing nothing. | want to
stoP cloing all of those things I think 1 need to do to be acceptable to my fellow inmates
on the Prison shiP of life. 1 think 1 must be up against another wall of Feelings. The Prison
meta[:)hor is strong for me, right now. | feel imPrisoned, unfree. I want to break out, to be
Free, and I'll bet that's an analogtj for a new level of exPression from the inside out. |
can't hide in bed. I'm yawning all the time, and not esPeciaug tired. Yawning is Fceling,
trying to get out.

Carl Jung said the Poet thinks he’s swimming, when in fact he’s being swel:)t along
bg the flow. The poet's conviction that he is creating in absolute freedom is an illusion.
He fancies he is swimming, but in realitg, an unseen current sweeps him along. The life
I've alwags wanted is still the life 1 seek. 1 drank so 1 could carry my dreams into the next
clag. | don't need to be rich, or drunk, to walk my dreams into the street. First is to love

thC bog Wl’10 clrcams. //OVCHOU) Z)Og W/70 a’rcama
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The Fall Awake

| found the passage from Carl Jung | was looking for. Jung talks about the
life-force that occurs in art and religion. | had missed the religion part, when | read it
first, fifteen years ago. Jung calls it an autonomous COIT]P/CX. It is what haPPens when
something comes alive through a person, which cannot be explaincd Psgchologica”g. Itis
a sPiritual Phcnomenon. Something is born in the s[:)irit and takes sha[:)e through the
person of art or religion. The artist may appear to be neurotic, even Psgchotic, and will
subordinate his other, normal concerns to the autonomous creation, as would a mother.
For the first time, | understand that seeking through prayer and meditation to imProve
my conscious contact with God, asldng for his will for me and the power to carry it out,

describes, for me, the act of writing,

In order to write, I've alwags gone into a meditative state, Ietting o@ of ego,
becoming reaclg to receive the creative will of a higher power. | used to call that highcr
power the muse. A friend looked at me, one clag, as | was beginning to write, and she
saicl, "Wow. Did you know that when you start to write, you become s[:)iritual?" I looked
up, sur[:)risecl. I thought about it, and I realized she was right. I thought of her, earlier
toclag, and that's whg 1 did. | thought, until last night, despite my wishing it weren't true,
that true s[:)iritualitg aPPIied onlg to my life apart from being a writer, that it applied to
me on19 i#1 acjustcd my life to it and that | needed to change mgselF in order to complg
with any sPiritualitg. What I am coming to realize is that I need onlg accePt who | am, and
what | cloJ to be trulg sPiritual.

Years ago, in San Francisco, | was invited bg a Korean friend tojoin him at a
dance club, where he was learning American dances. There were 150 People in a big
dance hall with an instructor, teaching us a step | couldn't get. | tried and tried, | felt
clum59 and stu[:)icl. Fina”g, I looked around, and 1| watched what everyone was cloing.
Thcg were doing a simPlejittcrbug step that | had been doing since | was fourteen. |
alreaclg knew how to dance. | was trging to fit mgsel]c to the ste!:), when I'd been cloing it
for twentg-ﬁve years.
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The St. Francis Prager

Make me a channel of t/y peace, that where there is hatrcaﬁ / may f)ring
love, that where there is wrong, | may bring the spl%/’t of forgfvcncss, that
where there is discord, 1 may [)fing harmong, that where there is error, |
may bring trut/7, that where there is a’ou[)t, / may [)f/ﬂg fal’th that where
there is c/cspa/h / may bring f)oloc, that where there are sf)aa’ows, / may
brfng //g/nf, that where there is sadness, | may bring jog. Grant that | may
seek to comfort rather than to be comfortea’, to understand rather than
to be unc/crstood, to love rather than to be loved For it is [)y
se/f—foqgctflhg that one finds. It is bg forg’v/ng that one is forg’vcn. It is [)y
dylhg that one awakens to eternal life.

I alwags thought I didn't fit that prayer. I thought the meaning applied to other,
kincler, more selfless Pcol:)‘e than | am, and thermcore, | was a washout as a trulg sPiritual
worker in God's fields. Last night, I listened to that prayer as if it described what 1 do
when I'm writing, and it’s exactlg what | do. As a writer, | Practice my s[:)iritualitg. The
Problem comes when | think about my writing, When 1 think about it, I'm egocentric,
fearful, and grandiose. But when | Practice it, those things fall away. God supports me
as a writer. That's like saging that God suPPorts me as someone who prays. ’m on the
verge of gving my life entirelg over to my sPiritual life, that is, to my writing, | feel it as a
moment of true sl:)iritual commitment. The fears | have about taking this commitment as a

writer are the same as the fears one would have about Choosing the sPiritual life.

I thought God's will might be that | shouldn't be a writer. But, bg committing rngsehC
to my life as a writer, | am asking for God's will, in the best way | know how. Not being a
writer, completelg, is avoiding God's will and hanging onto Steve's fear. When | let g0 and
let God enter my lhce, it’s through my writing that the autonomous work is done. The
autonomous work is also called God's will. | alreaclg know how to dance. This is tru19 my
sPiritual awakening. m no longcr asleep, sPirituang. My bed is not for hicling. | don't
need to try to learn these stePs. I alread9 know how. All 1 have to do is let the unseen
current sweep me along. J keeP getting out of the river to sit on the rocl<sJ and think
about swimming, | fancied 1 was a swimmer in God's will, but it's God's will that's Pro[:)e”ing

me and has been a” along. | needed to ta”< to someone | rea”g love and te” them what it
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is | rea”g love. And that is now Possible. m able to make my commitment, out loud, ina
sPiritual circle, to release it to God and to the world, without fear of condemnation or
rePrisal. A true sPiritual awakening comes from letting £0. The fall awake is a fall, not

from grace, but toward it.

Mother’s Will

This is my first clag out in the world without recourse. There’s no food in the
house. | feel released to God's will because of the work I've done to clean out the old
Pockets of Pain in my heart, my guts, and my head. You can't let God in if the old Pain is
still there. Old Pain runs the show. Old Pain forces me into Personal will power, and
Personal will Precludes God's will. I couldn't Fu”g allow God's wi”, until | could be safe
enough to give up my own will. I've alreaclg been to the well of fear toclag. I need to let go
of the habits of fear. I've used the Feeling that you can't be what you want to be, you
have to get ajob, as a way to avoid cloing what | wanted and needed to do. In this
country, money is the last r@cugc of wi”Power. 1l fet God be in cha/:gc of cvcything

cxcc/Dt W/76rc t/76 money comes from. That’s what J imagine a‘most everyone thinks.

As long as it's my wi”, on any lcvel, then | can't tell what's God's will. | need to
know. It’s amazing, how Powemcul the forces of denial are, in one's life, in my life. No one
has dissuaded me from Pursuing God's will in my life. No one has Prevented me. No one
has denied me. No one has stoppc& me. | have. The voices inside of me have been
screaming at me, all my lhce, that I could not be who | tru19 am, that I had to be somcboc]9
or something else. 've taken those voices so much to heart, that all of my attempts to go
against those voices have felt false and doomed to failure. 1 wanted God's will to answer
the question for me, without ever Putting my own will at risk. By giving up my debatc, ’'m
gving up my will. 1 thought that wanting to be who 1 tru19 am was my will, when it’s been
my will to avoid acceptance. It's as if I've been waiting for more evidence to Persuacle me,
but it’s an internal debatc, and the voice of denial has been locked in at the core.

Nothingl did could clisloc]gc the thorn in my inside.
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My mother has been an overwhelming presence in my life. 1 felt as if rd grown up
the cub of a she-wolf with terrhcging teeth. 've seen her as the teeth~mother, incarnate.
Something interesting is haPPening to me, as | write this. 'm cleclaring mgschc the victor.
Pm releasing mgsehc from her gri[:). Pm relcasing her from my griP. This has been a long
Fight. Mg mother's dominance began before my birth, and my Fathcr, brothers,
eclucation, seParation, wi”Power, talent, knowleclge, and success were not strong
enough to get the teeth out of my neck. | had to go back to my birth and rescue rngsehC
from her grasp, even if the grasp s onlg sgmbolic and onl9 in my own mind. On the
conscious level, my mother wouldn't have a clue what I'm ta”dng about. It's true that |
defeat her power bg saving me. She loses her gri[:), as | take mgsehc up from its grasp. I
lift up the baby to my own arms. | hold the babg. I nourish the babg. | offer the babg to

God's care.

Coming Home

There’s a long, narrative poem bg Worclsworth, called Michael that says if you
remember the time and the Place of loveJ God will strengthcn you. The image that comes
to mind is the Indian Monument, west of McCook, Nebraska, where I was a kid. 1 don't
remember what haPPened there, or when it was, exactlg, but it is an icon that, when |
think of it, I feel strength. I need to return to it. In Wordsworth's story, the traveling son
falls into sin, hides across the ocean, and fails to return to the father, mother, home,
and theg all wither and pass. The war between my will and my mother's will is over. God
wins. I’'m a babg, and God is my mother and father. | declare my freedom. I declared that
my life is God's will, not mine. To pray for knowledge of God's will for us and the power
to carry that out is Fina”g to come to know God's will and to feel the power to carry it

out. Itisn't all in the future. It becomes the Present realitg.

Pve been thinking about Feeling in a new way. | want to sPeak from Fecling, more
than I have. There can be no argument about the truth of the heart. When |1 sPeak the
truth of the heart, it’s unarguable. When | sPcak from my heac], the message becomes
contrary, garblecl, Forcecl, or confused. The brain is a suPPort organ and must be in
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service to the heart, sPirit, or soul. The gut s power and also seconclarg. It too must be
in service to the simPle, singular truth of the sPirit in the heart. | want to trust God to
carry me through to the other side. 'm committed to Finding out what's on the other side
of this mountain. I climbed Faith?u”g to the tree line. Then, in the barren rocks, to the
summit. Now I'm on the down sloPe, still in barren rocks, hoPing for the Protection of the

Far tree line. Jwant to know the va”eg and the river below.

The Tigl‘nt Pockets in the SPiri’c

Powerlessness is like a small stream. God's will is the snow in the mountains above.
To ask for God's will and the power to carry it out is to let the snow melt and feel the
surge of power swe”ing the stream into a torrent. I've gotten to the Point where it simplg
can't be any other way. Getting to a Point where I can live that simple truth has been
scary, but it's becoming less and less so. I'm glacl it's haPPening, that | have had to
sustain mgsehc on thisjourneg, that it hasn't been an easier, softer Path. I tried it that
way. Years ago, | thoug}wt it would be easy. | was certain it was easy. And magbe it is,
when one Fina”g acce[:)ts whatever happens. In my young liFe, I thought I was blessed.

And so it went, until 1Cear, alcohol, and self-will took over. Then it was incrcasin519
insane, with moments of acceptance. It seems that, at First, my acce[:)tance was innocent
and total, then | came upon expericnce, knowledge, and wi”, and it became clouclg and
broken. Then | began to Practice accel:)tance, and I have been able to rc-experience
innocence and acceptance. When we grow up, we Put away childish things.
Umcortunate‘g, we also put away child-like things. Living bg my own will results in my
gving up my childlike faith and hustling the world for an existence. It's c]uite simple,
rea”g. Hustling for a living IS something I'm not goocl at. It's something I learned how to
clo, like learning how to tell lies. 1t doesn't come natura”g, but given the talent, one can

adapt

| feel serene. | feel Peaceful, since I've begun to gjve up hustling for a living. I've

been smart enough to pass for a successful housepainter. J triecl, for tWCﬂtg-FiVC years,

33



to follow my Passion and to make a living, like everyone else. I mean that faith gjves
strength that fills out the tight Pockets in the sPirit; the tight Pockets of stinginess that
comes from bcing without resources. Having full Pockets is wealth. ProsPerit9 is a state
of mind, and even more s0, a state of being. I don't feel emptg or Fa‘se, so | don't feel

oor. | feel full and true, so I feel rich. By the laws of energy and cosmic balance, this
should draw Prosperitg to me, but that's not the Point. Nor is it a gjven. What | am
clrawing to me is whatever | need to continue on my Path. All'l need to do is be alert to
the action that's called for.

Pm Fecling Peacmcul and serene, and, at the same time, I'm Feeling hungrg, scared,
and insecure. I've begun to think about the book 1 sent out to the world. Mg book is my
babg. The things I make from my life and my sPirit are my babies. The fear is still there.
It's the core fear of my career, the career fear. It isn't the terror that I felt two months
ago, or six months ago, but it exists, and it's a gooc] gauge of where my heart is. I'm not
frantic or terrified. | keeP Fceling waves of Fear, waves of Feeling, rising from the bottom
to the top. I think we keeP hitting bottom, until we hit the one true bottom, whatever that
might be. There are so many People trying to survive, so many souls in this difficult
world, it's all I can do to let 2@ and trust that my Path is mine. That's all 1 have, and toclag
is the on19 cl39 I have to be on my Path. I think ’m at a rest Point. | need to trust, right

Now. This moment Feels Pregnant. It's the moment when things begin.

Pve alwags felt the Pu” of mgthologies. At the same time, | resented Herny Miller
for mgthologizing his own life. | misunderstood the difference. To accept that one's life
IS mgthological is not to single out and exalt onesel]c, but to acccPt that one's life is a
small part ofa Iarger whole, that the mgthologzj of my life is identical to the mgthologtj of
your life. The shaman/Poct does not listen to himself for the message, he listens to the
unseen powers, and then he givcs the message to others. My alcoholism seemed to
negate that Path, as if my life as a Poet was on19 the deluded fantasies of a drunk, but in
fact alcoholism taught me even more of what | needed to know. | needed to learn that
there are demons that will glac”g become my higher power, if Pm not clear about them. |
stoPPecl drinking when | ﬁna”g realized I was being killed 59 that demon. | thought | was
stronger than it was, but 1 was wrong about that. The unseen powers are many, and |
needed to learn that. Nearl9 losing my life has given me great respect for the power of

demons. Demons and angcls, in some Form, are around us all the time, mctaphorica”g,
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and it's a kind of mgopic selﬁabsorption that we don't res[:)cct that presence. I need to
pay attention, give thanks, and show respect to the unseen powers. And when | don't
know what to do, it's time to meditate, to listen, and to do nothing.

| remember the other times when 1 felt free and poems were all around me. It was
when | was unburdened of having to be something | didnt want to be. P've alwags

wondered how ] coulcl achieve and sustain that state o1C Freec]orn. Itis bg declaring it so.

Off the Path of Sani’cg.

I gave another Poet a ride home from a meeting, and we talked about the
recovery of our Poet-lives. We are both in active recovery for our lives, and we recognize
what feels like the res[:)onsibilities of continuing our work. It felt goocl to talk with
another Poet who is doing the same work, sorting out the differences between
comPe”ing work and com[:)ulsivc habits. 1t's a world of difference to be driven bg the
needs of real worl<, and being driven bg self-destructive addictions. To hold to a ca”ing)
is freedom. To be addicted, is bonclage. I woke up this morning, with the olc],
take-care-of-business attitucle, wherein I hitch up my belt, Put on my mother's Face, get
busg, and stop my foolish dreaming. It's easy to sli[:) back from claritg and resolve. |
didn't like it that 1 had food in the house. Worse, I didn't like it that I ate it. | thought I
needed to be broke to get on with this work, but I don't want that to be true. | got
scared and hungrg, gesterdag, when | thought about the success of my work. | get in my
clee[:)cst trouble when I look to my fellow beings for the clescriPtion of my work. When |
do that, 1 hear too many voices and too little truth. The source of the direction is from
higher sPirit than mine. | need to Practice and hold onto the things that enhance my
listcning to, and Fo”owing, higher and clearer guiclance than the advice that comes from

my neighbors.
| was able to stay in some claritg and work well in the earlg to mid-70s, and the

effects of my alcoholism, willpower, and the state of unrecovered fear knocked me from

the Path. Fear and wi”[:)ower engencler an endless disease of thinking, a kind of
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Perpetual nonsanitg. The Path of s[:)irit and creativitg s my sanitg. These concerns and

cloubts are olcl ones 1Cor me.

What the other poet and | were talking about last night is the acceptance that our
poctness is genuine. Being a poet is not an examl:)‘e of my insanity, as | have sometimes
believed. The insanity is angthing that blocks or Prohibits that true sanity. As a poet, ’m
the wi”ing channel of sPirit. My Personal baggage of fear is the insanity that would have
sabotagecl my accePtance and therefore my fulfillment. Thank heavens for my habits of
recovering my sPirit, from the earliest clags of writing to my later clags of active recovery.

My instincts have been goocl, and theg are suPPorted and reinforced bg my recovery.

When | clrank, I muddied the channels. Drink oPenec{ up my channels, but it
clestrogecl any healthg choices I could make about what I let in and what 1 didnt. A man 1
didn't like very rnuchJ once said to me, "Steve, you're the most open guy I've ever met,
but you're open to all the wrong People." He was right, but 1 thought it was onlg lDeoP/e
that | needed to be concerned about. It was also other energies | should have been
concerned about, but 1 hadn’t learned that alcohol made me Powerless to Protect rngsehC
from harmful realities as well as harmful Peo[:)le. | felt unl:)rotectecl, Powerless, and
misused as a child. And then I was unProtectecl, Powerless, and misused as an

out-oF—control clrunk—[:)oet.

Since P've been able to g0 back and rescue my child sehcJ he doesn’t have to feel
un[:)rotected, Powerless and misused. Since I've recovered my sPirit as an adult, my
mature self doesn’t need to feel unProtectecl, Powerless and misused. | can feel
Protectecl, Power?ul, and useful. If 1 didn’t believe this, I would give up the sense of my
life being angthing other than a delusion, Populated bg fantasies, a Pathetic zoo of bad
habits and bad aclviceJ or a charade of Pretense and manufactured intentions. 1 have
been restored to sanitg, not because | was insane, but because | was kept from my
sanitg. The working of my recovery restores me to the sanitg that existed before
alcoholism and to the sanit9 that existed before any clgsncunction, and to the sanitg that
exists in my true selF, my true sPirit. 'm no more insane because it's occurred in my
Particular life, than the universe is insane because it contains the same Potentials for
light and dark victories. The ground of existence is continuouslg at risk, as | am, but my

lhce can serve to Promote balance between the seen and the unseen.
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It's imPortant to be in the boclg. The trick of all this is not to leave the boc]g and
seek réntuge in the sPirit, safe from bodilg harm. The trick is to bring s[:)irit into the boc]g,
so it’s safe from sPiritual harm. The boclg isa gooc] gauge of sPiritual harmJ bg cleaning
up the boclg and bg bringing the heart, the emotions, and the senses into harmong, but
if the boc]9 has been clamagecl, or if it exists in disharmong with itself, then the risk of
bad sPirit is there. That means that we can't count on sPirit alone to clean up our fives.
We have to do it bg working to break through the damage done to us and the damage
done bg us.

This is a world of Pain and hurt. Pain and hurt are to be Felt, but not to be held.
Anyone who is keeping or holding Pair\ and hurt continues at further risk from harmful
People and harmful sPirit. | can’t wish away old Pain. It must be felt and released. Blood
has to flow through blocked arteries, clespite the Pain. There is no sPiritual bgpass.
There is no anesthesia. One must let go of the griP that fear has on the veins. Then, the
grip is loosened, the clot breaks apart, the blood flows, the boclg breathes in fresh
sPirit.

Hunger Warrior

I woke up from my dreams this morning with resolve. | decided not to turn on the
TV. I have used TV to acﬁust my behavior to the outside world. Acﬁusting my behavior to
othersis my first defense against Feeling at risk and separate. I did it as an infant with my
mother. | identified her exl:)ressions and Feelings, aPecl them, and mirrored them, to get
her to accept me. Then, as | grew up, I clevelo[:)ecl my abilitg to iclentirg with others into
an instantaneous acﬁustmcnt to anyone and angthing, to keep mgsehc safe in an unsafe
world. Now that I'm re-creating mgsehc, it's important that I risk my true self in the world.
That's as sim[:)le as coming from my clreamsJ out into the worlclJ without altering my
natural rhgthms. | want to rePeat this. | sPent my life using my ghct to sense and mirror
the lives of others. Poetrg kept me from the abgss of that Particular suicicle, and
recovery has helped me to this Point. I still need to risk the Primarg truth of my life. |
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need to nurture and nourish the growth of my true self. That means letting go of my
highlg Polishecl skills of Feigning or Feeling any sense of instant intimacy.

As a chilcl, I learned not to feel or accel:)t the intimacg of others but to aclal:)t to
and mirror others so well and so quicklg, that it seemed as if | had been intimate with
them forever. Right now, I’'m Fceling what it's like when every clag is the first cl39 of the
rest of your life. This is the way | live in the moment. To live in the true self is to stop
acﬁusting my rhgthms to others. 'm a very slow being, on a social level. 've acﬁustecl my
Personal rhgthm, my clock, and my timetable to others. When the world said to £go Faster,
1 did. Years ago, | Priclecl mgselF in being the fastest worker on angjob. The rule was, the
faster the better. So I went as fast as | could. Then I adjusted back so as not to offend
my co-workers. It occurred to me one clag that fast was the boss's worcl, not mine. |

bcgan to slow down. I needed to stol:), entirelg.

| decided not to eat any food this morning, It's time | find out what's on the other
side of hunger. I've been afraid of hunger. It was my first need that Para”e‘ecl the
abandonment | felt as a child-soul. | need to let the Feelings of hunger come into my
be”g. I had the Feeling, as a kid, that my brother's bowl had more in it than mine did. 1 had
to cmptg his bowl even after mine was cmptg, and even after | was full. I've never been
hungrg, exce[:)t for short Perioc{s between meals. My fear is in my be”g. | need to let g0
of the Feeling of emPtiness, Fear, and abandonment. | need to let mgsehc feel hunger.
What | eat, to fill out the Fcar, doesn't work.

| choose to not eat. | choose to feel hungry. | choose to feel whatever | feel when
I'm hungrg. | choose not to stuff my Feelings bg stuging my face. I want to slow down.
Alwags. The slower | £0, the better | go. None of this stuff is going away. It is my
cha”engc to continue to do my work, to be mgsehc, to listen to my chichsoul, and not
readjust my behavior. I'm on the right track. I'm OK. This is scary stuff. 've tried for
years to get to this Point, but I haven't been reaclg, much to my disappointment, clisgust,
or sadness. It's time to be a hungcr warrior. I've been a soldier and a Prettg good one,
but it's time to become a warrior. My soul has alwags wanted to come into this boc]9 at
full strength, but 've had to deal with so many obstructions.
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On the Shoulders of my Soul

Get in touch with your fee/fngs. That's the Per‘Fect noroscope. I'm out of balance.
It's an old Pattern. | set mgselF up, 9esterclag. | bit off more than I can chew alone. |
Plantec] a tree, grew it, climbed onto a branch, and sawed it off. I need to be more
aPPreciative of the ste[:)s I'm taking. I woke up angry this morning, It's a sign that I was
unnappg with my actions. | set several new goals 9esterclag, and last night I couldn't hold
to them. I ate a little, and | watched TV. I couldn't give a tnought to this new level of
commitment. | went on a break. | took a vacation. | got a little overwhelmed. I'm
aPPrehensive. And so it goes. | need to acce[:)t toclag as its own clag. Pve been Feeling
sexual latelg. It's good to feel this desire.

I'm still clearing out my mother stuff. Ive livecl, seeminglg Forever, under the
invisible electro—magnetic umbrella of her will, wit, wisdom, women's intuition, whatever
you want to call it. The seParation from my girhcriencl has nelped me to see how |
transferred to her the same powers I gave to my mother. As | get closer and closer to my
true independence, the old habits click in. Old habits don't want to die. The habits of
cle[:)enclence, of believing that some person has power over me, is being rePlacecl bg
giving that power to Gocl, where it belongs. God knows my process. It doesn't cause me
any resentment to believe that God is the one orcnestrating my process from his |o1ct9

aerie of Psgcnic wisdom.

My confusion is clearing up- When 1 felt my anger (and my anger is a sign of my
Fear) this morning, J immecliatelg began to pray. It was awkward prayer, because |
needed it. | was not close to Feeling it, so | had to work at it. First comes the Feelings,
then the awareness of the Feelings, then the decision, then the action. | am in the middle
ofa process that is moving me. ’'m closer to fear of the unknown than I've ever been. 'm
down to one bag of ToP Ramen, some chocolate Powder, a c]uarterjar of ketchup, a
bottle of cooking oil, and a quarter bottle of syrup. One of the goocl Feelings | have is
that | can no longer borrow money because borrowing imPlies repaging. Without a

source of income, I can't carry through with that kind of agreement.

My mind, the repository of my fears, is racing to scam some money. | only scam
v, P Y v, e Y Y

when I'm scared. I'm onlg scared when | don't trust. | used to trust (or want to trust)
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People, but my trust is better Placecl in God and Ietting God decide how People can
work in my life and how I can work in their lives. | need to say this to mgsehc, all clag. it
experience is a teacher, 1l think of ways to get money. Pll think of schemes, Plans, old
jobs, newjobs. Pll think of Pragencul excnanges, as if God will reward me if onlg I take the
right attitude. A little courier will scurry from cell to cell in my brain, trying to get an
answer. He'll ring all the doorbells, with his hat in his hand. | say to you, now, little man,
Take the a’ay off. You’re not needed. You can't solve this IDrob/em‘ The answer to your

quest /s that your quest is over.

I woke up angry, and | want sometning gooc] to naPPen. Sometning big. I keeP
getting nickel and dime rescues. | want something big to haPPen. Then | Prage&, "Goc],
give me what | need. If it's onlg a dollar for coffee and a dollar for gas, that's enougn, if
that's what | need. | want what | need. When | want more than what | need, I get
confused.” I think that what I need is the barest minimum to survive. My soul carries
different needs than 1 do. 1 feel more clear now. I was able for a moment to see the
beautg of the guy cleaning the windows of this bakerg-cafe, where | sit writing, his
Pane—size squeegee working the glass. My mind thinks 1 have needs. I think God has
needs begonc] my comPrenension. But, when I think about my soul's needs, I feel good. I
don't feel overwhelmed bg the sheer incomp’ehensibilhﬁg of the ultimate. My petty
concerns are a muddle, and the universe is too big. My soul mediates. My soul is
recePtive to God's will, and I'm recePtive to my soul. My soul is the sPirit in my boclg. ’m

closer and closer to letting my soul a” tne way in. | sti” nave work to do.

That's how | understand God. I can understand God througn my soul. 'm wi”ing
to let my soul make the decisions for my actions. Mg soul knows how to orchestrate the
power it feels. 1 don’t. M9 soul, when | give it complete residence in my lhce, knows what
to do and how to do it. I am the child. rm wi”ing to be raised, taught, guic]ecl, counseled,
and loved. rm like a little kid ricling on the shoulders of my soul. Sometimes, | think,
because my head is nig er up, that ’'min cnarge. P'm sitting on top of the world, but the
world is being held aloft bg a greater sPirit. How can | be in charge?
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SPicg Tomato Soup

Wc”, I'min clceP shit now. I'm dazed. I ate the last of evergthing. | heated the half
bottle of ketchup with water. Not bad sPic9 tomato soup. That was dinner. l(’%ust got
home from a meeting and made chocolate water. Then | finished the last coffee with
syrup. All that's left is half a bottle of ail. 1 clum[:)ecl the coffee. It was terrible. I'm slowlg
disintegrating. So far it's not emotional.

Pve actecl, these many years, as if 1 had to comPromise my Passion. Whenever |
brought anyone else into this ruse, | used them as my enablers. | encouraged others to
help me Pcrpetuatc my addiction to comPromisc, to heip me Put off embracing my
Passion. The devil on my left has told me that I cannot be in my Passion, that | must
comPromise, that | must drain off the energy from my Passion, that | cannot survive
without se”ing off my time and energy, and 've grudgin519 believed that. I'm in a kind of
trance-like state. | don't feel Phgsica”g normal. I'm not sick. I'm not ciruggeci. I'm short of
breath and a little gaseous. Mg stomach feels a little bloateci, and my throat is tight. |
feel like 1 do when I'm stuffed. A voice in my head is te”ing me I'm full of shit. This voice
comes alivc, whenever | risk. There are those who are obsessivelg artistic and refuse to
work for a living. That hasn’t been my Problem. I've obsessive19 worked for a living and
refused to be an artist. At any rate, | need to shove on through this time.

I'm oPerating onjunk brains, right now, eating salt and iooking half-interested at
the oil. 1 feel Frightencci in my Foreheacl, around and above my eyes. There's a kind of
crazed Feeling from not eating. I'm in food withdrawal, 1 guess. | feel like 1 do when I go
without slee[:). I'm Putting mgselic through some real stress. | ho[:)e I'm fine. | don't think
Pve ever allowed mgselic to feel this hungrg, this c]cl:)rivccl, exccpt when | was going
through withcirawal, but that was when | was sick with aicoiiol, and withdrawal was not
worse than that. This is worse than | felt earlier. I'm starting to feel scared for the next
hours. 1 hasten to say that I will not do worse to stag hungrg. (While all this is going on,
I'm c]eicrosting the reicrigerator.)
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Gibberish Speaks

| feel Prcttg good. I have a lot of energy. I've been on such a high, Iatelg, that it
feels weird to be weird and scared. 1 trust my Practiced abilitg with words to cover for me
as my brain turns to mush. Gibberish would be more accurate. | slept 4 hours, and |
thought | was Prettg normal when I woke up, but 1 used to feel that for half an hour after
sleeping off a drunk. My languagc s Fa”ing apart. So Far, | don't recognize any emotion,
except Feeling out of it, a little lost, scared, Fceling like a bad little bog, wishing | wasn't
sicklg, peeling aPologetic, like 1 brought this on mgsehc, which 1 did.

This is the first dag I've needed help. That's different. I'm so used to relging on
mgsehc to get through hard times. When I'm alone, I'm OK, but when I'm alone and neec]g,
| feel bad. 1 feel Panickg. I felt guiltg. | don't think 1 have a right to be neec]g. I'm moving
real slow. I think about cloing something, like changing the channel on the TV, and my
Finger will hang in the air for a long time, before it Fina”g makes up its mind. This is dumb.
My mind is sPitting up. My dreams were Pleasant. I'm OK. Not crazy. Not brilliant. 1 feel
like a stul:)id kid who's sick with the mumps or something.

Joseph Caml:)be” said that God wants to come into the boclg. I like that a lot,
although, it seems hard to feel God in my boclg right now. It feels like a car wreck in here
right now. When I feel God in my boclg, I don't feel spacey, I feel warm and full. Now, | feel
cool and emptg, like a room with no furniture and no heat, like an eml:)tg room in an
empty house, when you have to imagjne what it's like when People live there. I feel like an
emptg house. It doesn't matter that it's a nice house, it doesn't feel like a home. I'm going
to turn on the heat. That may hel[:). ATV Preacher is talking about agape, the selfless
love of others. It's been hard for me to understand that my writing isn't onlg a selfish
thing | do for mgsel?. I know, from my reacling, the gratitude | feel for the writing, of
others. I think the act of writing is an act of sharing. | carry, in my writing, a sense of

communication, a kind of coml:)assion of shared sPirit.

[ tell you, that's a whole lot of Philosophg, right now. | don't feel it. I feel unable to
give angthing, right now. | don't feel any energy going out from me. I feel like a drain. 1
feel guiltg when I'm a drain. | felt like this as a drunk. Being a drunk was a way for me to

recreate my own self-hatred and sel]c—love, in unhea‘ing ways. | acted out, as a drunk,
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the extremes of the Feelings that were at war in me for all my life. six years ago, | was the
most drunk I've ever been, and I am now, in healthg ways, living out the things I tried to
act out then, when I was using my drunkenness as courage. Back then, | declared rngsehC
a Poet, and I declared 1 didn't want to do angthing else. I tried to relg on my friends to
suPPort me and my dreams. | became verba”g abusive, and theg told me to g0 away. I hit
bottom, and | quit clrinldng, deeplg ashamed of my behavior. This situation is bringing up
all the remorse and guilt, the Pain of that time. It confused the issues for me to be drunk
at the same time that | Fina”g spokc the dream of my IiFe, to live as a free soul. M9

drunkenness SCI"VCCl to drive me back awag FY’OH’I rn9 own truth.

| feel like 1 did when 1 was in toxic withdrawal. It's hard for me tojusti?g my life
when I'm not able to give angthing. Magbe all that this will do, is to help me clear the last
griénc away from my heart. | need to believe my life is worthg, in and of itself. When | got
drunk, | tried to cry out what I'm saging now. Drunkenness recreated my sense of
self—hatred, and then 1 would cry out a Protestation of self-love. Eventua”g, unhealed
self-hatred will drown out the feeble cries for self-love. I'm not drunk, and I'm healing
the self-hatred | assumed from the beginning, but | Feeljust like 1 did when 1 was a drunk.
[ feel hell:)lcss to take care of mgsehc, and I can't turn to anyone else for help. | feel like
I'm out in the wilderness of the soul again, broke and scared. This scary geeling is a
common one. | think | can't relg on anyone, other than mgsehc, to get through this life.
When | was a babg, it must have felt like this. Phgsical c]el:)rivation is great for low
self-esteem. Magbe I'm making this more difficult than it has to be, but nothing else has
ever worked. I can't go on comPromising my self-esteem. | onlg hoPe I'm not sabotaging

mgsehc.

Time Passes

The last two nights, I had wonderful clreams, too numerous to describe. | slePt
twelve and a half hours last night. When I started this fast | thought it'd bring up a lot of
unresolved stuff. Not so far. Magbe I'm clean. Tonight, I felt alone, again. Yesterc{ag, J
thought I was in a kind of withclrawal, no different from withdrawal from booze.
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A Strange and Remarkable Dag

What a strange and remarkable dag. I got up, stressecl, scarecl, stuPicl, Iost,
confused. Then it crossed my mind to have my ashes scattered at the Indian Monument
in Nebraska that meant so much to me when I was a kid. 1 norma”9 never think about my
death. 1t was a reassuring ceremony to think about. I feel reassured bg the sPiritual
images | get from my unconscious sPiritual hcritage, without my seeking it or inheriting it,
desl:)ite my embarrassed hesitance to embrace it. Tonight was a night for me to, once
again, face my historg of comPromise. I was a Painter in co”egc, and I went to gracluate
school in art. I was Planning to move to Chicago and Paint. My future wife said she'd love
to stretch my canvasses for me, but when we decided to get marriecl, I gave up my

dreams as casilg as one giVCS UP aseaton the bUS.

I got ajob teaching school in California. It was a nicejob, but it was a cornpromise
of my dreams. Worse, it was a denial of my dreams. | saiclJ O/7, Wc//, and | gave up my
dreams. 1 was unable to follow my heart. | was afraid. | was trying to be normal. I was
trging to be my father. 1 sold out. That’s the cliché, but rather, | rented out my clreams,
without a whimper. I didn't even know I was cloing it. The message | had alwags hcarc],
believed, absorbecl, and Practicecl, was that | could never have what I wanted without

Pleasing someone else first.

| believed 1 could be true to mgsehc with half of my energy and pay my clues, pay

my bi”s, and pay my guilt with the other half. So 1 drank to drown out the half that was
meant for Pleasing others. Instead of Putting all my energy in being true to mgsehc, J split
mgsehc, and | then tried to drown the other hah(, hoping to free the true half. Of course,
it didn't work. As I heard someone say, "l traded in a vision for an illusion.” By thinking I
was Paging an unselfish debt to others, J betragecl the ghct that should have been
offered Freelg and tota”g. The very thing I have to give was sacrificed. I'm trging to
unlearn many years of sclﬁbetragal, of sPiritual betragal, of social betragal. This is a
ainful awareness, and it is a tough nut to swallow. At the same time, it's so obviouslg the
truth, | feel relieved to say it. ’'m set free bg this truth. At 23, | sold off my dreams. |
didn't sell my dreams to alcohol. Alcohol wasn't my unc]oing. It was onlg the vehicle for it.

Alcohol was there for me. It was a friend who saic], “It's OK, Steve, let's Put the dreams in
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a bottle for a while.” Because the dreams were accessible every time | oPeneci the bottle,

| tnougnt ti'ieg were safe.

| had gii:ts and c]reams, and I had no trust I could pursue them. | denied them. |
denied my heart. It was easy. Ijust saicl, Nevermind. It's scary to pursue, as Cameell
says, one's a’eeIDest bliss. Pm luckg | felt my cieePest bliss in Painting and Pertorming and
then in writing, | don't have to find it. I found it earlg, and I know it. Itried to give it away.
I was led to believe that it was irn[:)ro[:)er to feel bliss. Mg rich aunt told me to Practice my
bliss as a nobbg. My mother told me | was wasting my /ife, Practicing my bliss. Alcohol
said, Poorbog, have a drink. The bottom line is, | gave it away. | Pretenc]ec] I didn't give it
away. | Pretencieci I didn't have it. | Preten&eci I didn't deserve it. | Pretenclec] I had to t)u9
it back. My father gave away his bliss. His gold. His gitt. | emulated my father, even
tnougn my bliss was more Pronounceci, more obvious, even tnougn I was told bg my
times and t)g my contemporaries that | should pursue it. | came of age amid the rebellion
of the Sixties, and even with that encouragement, | refused tojoin in. Instead, 1 did my

ciutg - my ciutg being to sacrifice my dreams.

So, tina”g, in 75, | went for it, and I used a lot of alcohol to bolster my nerve. It
didn't work. I had the best year of my creative life, and still 1 didn't believe in my own
bliss. My bliss was drowned in fear and booze. I needed to be sober, and I needed to
pray for strengthJ and I needed to give thanks. Il need to be Praging a lot to follow
tnrougn on this singular lite-saving act of my small life. 1 am notjust being facetious. My
life is small, but the life of my soul is nuge. My details are small, but my s[:)irit is great.

Three years ago, J Plageci the infamous Reverend Jim Jones on stage in Oakland.
I had to show some dark energy. It's clear to me that all energies are accessible to all
human t)eings. Most People c]eng it, or fear it so greatlg tneg’ve suPPressecl all but a
very narrow range of teeling. The first nignt of Piaging Jim Jones came out of the Painec]
and dark heart of my alcoholism. The second nigntJ I had to work very hard to recreate
the character. 'd been able to exorcise a lot of the darkness from my soul. I was able to

let it £0.

I don't believe alcohol created the darkness in my human heart. The darkness
exists. Alconol oPeneci me to ttie ciar|<. It unProtecteci me. It's gooci to accePt tnat eact'i
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of us is all of us. But alcohol lets the dark side throw the balance. I'm glad | understand
how accessible we all are to the dark sicle, but I'd rather not have nearlg died to know
that.

Last D39 of the Fast

This is the begirming of the last CJ89 of my fast. | have very little energy left to do
this. | want to finish a week, but I don't see what the Point is, other than that Il be able
to say | did it. Oh, well, 1 get to find out. | thought some great cathartic aPotheosis
epiphang would take Placc. Instead, I've had diarrhea and lost a few Pouncls, which is
great, but I Put pepper in my chicken broth, and my diarrhea burned like hell last night.
Things have been haPPening to me the last couplc of clags, but now I'm so out of it, |
can't feel much of angthing. I hopecl that some magjc might come out of this Fast, but
Perhaps the magjc awareness is that magjc comes from sanguine health, not from
de[:)rivation. i1 kept this up, I'd on|9 be dried up, dried out, and c{cacl,just like 1d have
been as a drunk. I'm reaclg to erjog food and life.

No‘clﬁing Left But Tea

This is the last c]ag of my fast. Last night, before slee[:), I did somethingl heard a
woman say she did. She said she Pragecl simplg, every night, that the next cl39 she be
shown God's will. She said she seemed to remember that when she woke up. | liked the
idea of Planting that Feeling in my heart each night, so | said that prayer. I woke up
Feeling calm and Positive. I'm watching a guy on TV say that nothing can ever gjve the
little kid in him what he missed, even though his father loves him now, as an adult. 1 don't
agree. | think my little bog can be loved. 153 me, if not bg others. I can love my little babg
and my little bog. And he can feel it. And believe it.
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The Babg in the Road

| feel exactlg like 1 did when these Feelings first came back. It's the abandonment
again. Mg fast has turned into wi”~Power. I'm over the fast. Now, there's no strength left.
| feel alone and helpless. | feel like 1ll never be taken care of on any level that fills the
emptiness in my heart. This is the hardest time, to trust God when all is dark. In my heart,
Pve alwags felt like a babg abandoned in the middle of a road in the middle of the night,
in the cold and c]ark, in danger and alone, helpless and at risk. My Feelings have come
back full Force, and I haven't felt these fears since Januarg. Magbc I've been living ina
fool's Paradise, like 1 did when 1 was a kid, wanting to believe that my life was good and
saFc, full of love and comfort. I think about Job, who, after losing evergthing, for years
and years, still loved God. After God had abandoned him and treated him abominablg,
he still loved God. 1t reminds me how 1 still love my Parents. And 1 still love God. Partlg, J
think, because I'm scared not to. | was afraid that if 1 didn't love them, God and my

Parents WOUId take aw39 cecven tl"lC i”USiOﬂ O]C IOVC.

Goai | don't love you, i you don't love me. That's an absurdjoke. I still love my
Parents. | want to run away. But there's nowhere to run. | want to call someone, but
there's no one to call. | Put my arms around my chest, and | cry. I go to the mirror, and |
look in my eyes, and all I can say is, "l want you to feel safe. I want you to feel loved. |
want you to be taken care of. I don't want you to feel alone and cold and scared and
hungrg.“ I haven't been able to trust any words of faith. I'm so hungry in my mouth, in my
heart, in my bodg. I don't know about my soul. Mg soul is cliscormectecl, when I'm Feeling
Te} dePrivecl. I feel guiltg about this. There’s an angry voice in my head that tells me it's all
my fault. 1f 1 wanted so much, | shouldjust go out and getit. Nobodg is going to do it for

me.

When | was c]rinking and suﬁcering from it, | knew instinctivelg that onlg a vision
could carry Past the emPtiness, the drowning, the clging. Mg Fceling IS sadness, so much
sadncss, so much grieF. So | guess | have to release even more darkness. | am
hurt—angrg, abandonccl-angrg. I could have sworn I was through anger. There's old
anger, old gri@c. HCIP me, God. | think what's happening now is that I've gone out of my
boclg again. I couldn't stand the emPtiness in my bodg. | feel numb. But, the geelings very
close. It's oclcl, but!cant suppress an odd twinkle in my eyes. I feel drained of anger.
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I give up, seems to be the onlg aPProPriate expression. I couldn't gjve up when |
was a kid. I could onlg try harder. Trying harder is obsessive. It's like takinga drink. One
effort t)egins it, and there's never enough. I've been trging hard all my life. 1 want to stoP
trging so hard. It makes me cry. | feel so bad. 1 can't ever be goocl enough. I think 1 failed.
Again. | can't Please God. SuPPosec”g, God loves me, no matter what. I've gone into
recovery with the same heritage of trgirig hard. 1t's been a battle of hard work and
letting £0. This all comes down to simPIe love. Can Ijust love my self, and can I let God
love me? And can | i<ee|:> loving others, and let others love me? All I can do rigtwt this

minute is continue to love that little bog, who's still there, inside.

! love you, [ittle 5tep/7en. ! love you, Jittle Stelofien. I got my stuffed mountain goat
from the t)eclroornJ that my girltriencl gave me. It's like me. It's a t)at)g mountain goat, with
soft fur and t)ig, cur|9 horns. It has a nice, soft smile and dark, gentle eyes. It smells
gooc{. His name is Dakota. I'm letting g0 of trying so hard. l‘mjust a kid. When 1 hold
Dakota real tigtit against my chestJ it feels good. I hold him real tigtit, and | feel good. I
had a teclclg bear when I was little. Mg son had a tec]clg called Tea’Bear, and I loved him,
too. Mg son is coming here tonight, and 1 used to hold him, too. He made me feel gooc].
It's gooc] to hold Dakota real tigtwt, because he doesn't mind at all. He likes me to hold
him tight. He waits, when I don't hold him. He wants me to hold him. | can even write and
hold Dakota at the same time. It's my heart that needs to be held. My heart feels cold

around it.

I'm starting to love tiolcling DakotaJ under my ctwin, over my heart, and to hold my
face against him. I've never been one of those guys who |<e|:>t a teclclg t)ear, but I coulc],
magbe. | can breathe better when 1 have Dakota with me. I'm not so cold. I need to fill the
hole in my heart with love. I need to find the love in my own heart. if 1 hold Dakota and
love little StePtien, he feels better, and if he feels better, | get to be stronger. This is
what this is all about. I'm saving my life. 1 need to let little Stephen have the clag. I have
been nickel and climing this basic need all my life, tiol:)ing that it would a”just work out.

It seems to me that healing is viewed as somettiing to be done on the side, to be
gotten over with, to be gotten out of the way. At least, that's my Personal historg and
my Perspective. I have never had the time to heal. I've had to fit it all together. I've had to
do evergthing at the same time. I've never been able to Pu” it off. It does feel good to

48



give up the dreams of Pleasing others. It doesn't feel gooc] to give up the dreams of
being mgsehc. My dreams are not of writing iournals. My dreams are of being allowed to
do the creative work that's fed bg the will of God.

Clﬁanging Gears

| feel better. 1 called a Friencl, who's a Painter. Talking to someone who shares the same
sense of things alwags helps. The onlg way to do it is to get out of the way and let it
haPPen. I think l‘mjust changinggears. I think it's time to take action.

Burs‘cing the Bubble of Grace

It's easy to trust God when one is living in a bubble of grace, as | have been for a long
time. This last week, | felt deserted bg God. I've been trging to be angry at GoclJ but my
habit, as alwags, is to blame mgsel?. Ina way, it feels good, to be where 1 am. The thing
that scares me is what happens when 1 have no food. 1 become dePrived, and I'm useless.
| have one goal. When I hear any contrary voices, | feel even more determined. | don't
want selF-Pitg. I'm choosing this. Pl take it. This is between me and God. My Problem of
the last few clags is that | thought it was over, because | wanted it to be over. It's not
over. This is bigger and wiser than I am. | got my Bible down and began reading the book
of Job. Job, despite his miseries, refuses to cut himself off from the roots. I'm doing this

SO that | can embrace my deepest bliss in my heart and in my soul.
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No More Pacifiers

The last Pachcier | have to let 2@ of, is my habit of creating the illusion that all is
wc”, no matter what the circumstance. I used my imagination to create trust where none
existcd, to feel love where none existed. It is the thing I depenclcd on, more than
angthing. | was able to see what | wanted to see, no matter what the truth was. I've
Peelecl away lager after lager of illusion. It's good that | want to love evergthing and
everyone, but what if 1 don't have to love? What if I can feel true love without the effort?
Without the comPulsion? I was born with a silver spoon in my mouth. I took it out and saw
that it was an illusion, but | was used to sucking onit, so | put it back in. I've been sucking
on air, on an empty nipple. This is my oPPortunitg to let the true love out, and can the

rest.

In Control and Out of Control

All Twant is Peﬁtect freedom in my heart. | accePt the addiction of God's will. It's Pencect,
because it's never Preclictable. | chose alcohol in order to control my life. 1 chose alcohol
to be in control, and it controlled me. I chose God's will to be controlled bg it, and it

doesn't control.

To Parent Mgse”z

I love my Parents unconclitiona”g. Theg gave me some things and denied me others, and
yet | continued to love them. Should 1 love God any less? 1 love God unconc]itiona”g. I
love God. It doesn't matter if God loves me, or treats me bac”g, or treats me well in some
areas, bac”g in other areas, and not at all in other areas. I love God. God lives in me, in

my bodg, in the life of a man. I love my children, in their being other than me. ’'m in my
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cnilclren, but I don’t control them. | recognize them and honor them. I love tnem, and my
love goes toward tnem, but theg’re seParate from me, and | can’t control their lives. ’'m
the child of a God who doesn’t need me to fulfill his needs. He doesn’t clePencl on me.
God’s love is reaclg to fill me. That power is reaclg to fill me. But God doesn’t need me to
fulfill a lack in him. No matter if 1 try to fulfill the needs of God, he doesn’t need me. My

e#orts are Fruitless ancl UﬂﬂCCCSS&T’g.

| tried to fill the needs of my Parents. No matter how hard | triecl, I couldn’t
succeed. Tneg can fill their own needs. God's needs are alreadg filled bg the nature of
his being. Godis comPIete. Godis my Parent who has no needs. | don’t need to fill God's
needs. No matter how hard | try, it’s fruitless and unnecessary. God Provides love and
strengtn, because that’s the nature of his being. I may receive God's love and strengtn, if
m able to. If 1 had the same exPerience with my Parents, I wouldn't have such a hard time
understanding the simple fact of its occurrence. Mg nistorg has not Preparecl me for
such unconditional, uncontroling ghcts. Love and strengtn are not listed in events or
material tnings. My parents gave conclitiona”g, and I believed that the tnings | received
from them were Preclicated on certain behaviors. God doesn’t operate like most human

Parents.

This is Part of my process of re—Parenting. Pm beginning to feel the Feelings of
Protection and suPPort for my true self. I've alwags been shg and aPologetic about my
true sehc, because 1 felt no suPPort for it, like a child on his own in the big, bad world.
There’s a fierceness that comes when a child is threatened. 'm beginning to feel that
fierceness. I'm beginning to feel the unconditional love that comes from God. I am

beginning to oger tne unconclitional love to my true sehC tnat a Ioved Parent Feels For its

loved child.

Confidence

Todag, | felt a sort of fierceness against illusion. The fierceness comes when |

believe I don’t need to act on the illusion, that all is well, when all is not well. That comes
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from a Protectiveness over the innate gooclness of my true self. And that is to love the
child that is the source. To thine own self be true. And that is to accept God's will. The
bottom line is to accePt and embrace my own Ihce, regarc”ess of the contraries. I'm able
to do that from a P‘ace in my heart. It seems amazing that I should have digicultg cloing
this, after all the bold and outrageous things I've done in my lhce, but this comes, not
from bravado, but from inherent faith. Not much has changecl, but evergthing has
changecl. | used to do similar things, but my insides are different. I'm more at peace with
my actions. I've been bold in my actions bexcore, but the wral:)around energy of life is
imPortant to all bold action. Confidence is becoming a part of my life. 1 resPond to
action that is backed bg confidence. | trust action that’s grounclcd in the confidence

that comes From bcing at peace with onesehc.

The Life-Force

The hardest cha”enge is to live without illusion. Ten years of harcLeged drinking
didn't change that. It's one thing to be beaten down. It's another thing to see clearlg.
Thisis a big c]ag. i this cl39 had ended at noon, it would still have been a big c]ag. I had a
wonderful time 3esterc]ag and todag, just being mgsehc, without my internal hgpe
machine. My son is visiting, | noticed his wonderful life-force. 1 must have had the same
thing when | was his age. | still have it, but it's different. Age has changcd it. | can't
remember it, because it wasjust the way I was. | assumed evergbodg felt it, because | felt
it. As | got older, I tried consciouslg to tone it down. It existed before alcohol. It existed
in school, where | was safe. It’s an innate vitalit9 that ought not be squelchecl. A lot of
kids have it. ’m the father of my innocence. I've been the mother, and now I'm the father.
Some clag, Il be the old man in this worlcl, but I'm here now. Mg soul is Pleasecl. | used to
call my soul the /DOCf. ’m opening the internal doors to allow my Poet-soul into my

Poet~se|1c.
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The No-Mask Face

| need an image to hold for mgselF in this business of seeing the world without
llusion. Four years ago,on a visit to Esalen in Big Sur, a group of us came upon a father
and his babg. The babg was ricling high, in a baclopack. He was the most immediate
babg I'd ever seen. His face was like a sPeeclecl up, time-lapse Photo map of changing
atmospheric conditions. It went from dark and stormg to overcast to clouclg to broken
clouds to Partlg sunny to brilliant sun, in a matter of mi”iseconcls, back and Forth,
constantlg changing dePending on his Feeling of the moment. There was not one

instance O1C hesitance or FBISItQ His Face was a true CXPFCSSiOﬂ Olc hlS heart.

| have an expressive face. The Problem is in the wi”ingness to stay connected to
my feelings. I have used my face to mask my Feelings, to imitate the ?eelings of others,
and to show feelings other than the true ones. The cha”enge, then, IS simP‘e; to let this
mobile, exl:)ressive 1Cace, express the Feelings of my true self. 1 don't have to have a blank
mask. 've used a blank mask, in the Past, to break free from the false exl:)ressions of
imitation. But it, too, is a mask. There is another Face, that | saw on the babg at Esalen.
It's the face at rest, at peace. It is to be open to the Feeling and not prepare the

exPression, but allow it.

This process of masking has been so cleveloPecl in me, that it's almost
instantaneous. My reaction-exl:)ression is highlg clevelo[:)ecl and habitua”g ingrainec].
The response to my own true Feelings is still awkward and unPracticecl. That's whg I
need an image to reinforce the change. The babg, with his Father, on the gravel roac],
going down toward Esalen, IS a good one for me. I need to reverse my habitual flow. Not
from the external in, but from the internal out. The babg was reacting to the world, and
all babies learn bg mimicking those around them. But, theg’re learning ways of
exPression, not Jaws of exPressiorl. Some message, in the teachers of my babg lhce, said
to me, Don't Jearn from me, learn me. Don't use my ways to express your truf/7, Jearn my

ways to learn me!l was goocl at learning, and the message was overPowering.
The new message is, Let go of the old ways. Theg served you well, in their time.

You did what you could. Now, it's time to learn the new ways. Take the new tools and

Practice the new ways. Poetry served me in the process of a”owing Feeling to occur, but
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it was alwags an event, not common, almost rare. Now, | can believe, from evidence, that
it is the way of truth, and not just the occasion for it. That Esalen babg was living 24
hours a clag in his truth, not in helpless need but in free communication, in openness,

wi“ingness, and honestg. That babg was a teacher.

Going Back to Work

And God said to JobJ Look, Ioa/, the t/'uhgs that are done to Yyou are neither
unishment nor reward. Get it stra{g/n‘, it's jusf life. 1 am the source of life. Punishment
and reward are your concclots) not mine. Guilt and IDria’e are yours, too. | offer life. You
can receive it or a’eny it. It's your choice. Let me know when you reach a decision. | went
to work this morning and worked for three hours, doing very little real work. It wasn't my
idea. There was very little to do. 1did spi” part of a ga”on of Paint on new tiles. Someone
didn't Put the lid on tight, the clag before. M9 boss gave me a small advance. There were

too many workers, stumbling over each other.

| felt removed from the usual banter and bgplag. Ta”dng to my friends on thejob,
 told them what | was c]oing. | said, indicating the work—Placc, "I know this. | know how to
do this, and l‘mjust Iearning how to do the other. In the past, I'd do this all clag, and then
go sl:)encl two hours trgingto do the work 1 love. 1 would sPcnd an hour and a half coming
down from this to do a half-hour's work. And that half an hour would be agectecl, or
infected, bg all this."

| told them it was as if l’c]just gotten out of a treatment center, and I'd come
straight to a very toxic environment, like a clrg alcoholic in a bar. 1 know how to act in the
bars of my life, but l‘mjust learning how to live diﬁcerentlg. It’s onlg been a coul:)le of
months that I've been in this full recovery. I'm not reaclg to take on the toxicitg. The keg
to full recovery is for me to keep cloing what I love. I need to nurture and Protect the
babg. I Pickecl up my babg, and now | don't want to clroP him. 1 felt a real, strong sense
of the babg. I don't want to drop it.
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Last night, when | acce[:)tec] the offer of wor|<, I was afraid I would go to work and
give it all up, like 1 have b@core, but it turned out to be imPossible for me to give it all up. I
felt so goocl this morning, when I drove off to work. | acceptecl the Possibilitg that this
could all be ajoke, and I could give up the ghost without so much as a whimper, that this
journeg was onlg Piss and moan to kill a winter's clag. It was scary to feel so goocl, like
the cheerfulness of the condemned man. Ha. Ha! What's death? A little relief and
resignation, like giving up the hard work of sobrietg for the fuck-it of clrinking, I'm not
worth it. It isn't worth it. Nothing is worth it. It's hard work to stop addictive behavior that

has functioned in one's life for a long time.

with others, last night, I said, "I may not look like I'm c]oing well, but1am. | may not
have angthing to show for it, but I'm on the Path, and I'm in for the duration.” | felt a
burst of victory over the negative voices, inside and out, that might wish me to stop.
Todag, one of my fellow workers said, "At leastyou’re doing something! Go home, r{g/n‘
now!" My true child beamcd, and my eyes went bright. When | quit clrinking, one of the
first things I had to deal with was all the People who liked me as a drunk. And those who
were afraid of change. i1 changecl, theg might have to look at their own lives in a new
way.

When I went back into the bar where I'd been a regular, after | quit, four years
ago, | was met bg three reactions. At First, J hearcl, You look great. I'm g/aa’ you quft.
Good for you!" Then it was, I’'m Pro[)a[){g going to have to quit. I'm /73vfr75 Ioro[)/cms with
boozc, myse/f. And then I was met bg strained, Polite silence, as if to say, 5/7/’25, what're
you a’oing here? Your sobricty s making my life unlo/easant Go away.

if 1 continue to stay away from the addiction of avoidance, | may Push the same
buttons. One friend said to me, last night, "“You still se”ing off your ife?" He came up to
me later and said he was sorry he'd said it. 1 shouldn't be surpriscd if 1 hear remarks
similar to that; strained, Politc sarcasm, or silence, weighted down with fear. The
Proximitg of change IS threatening. I need to suPPort mgsehc in the process, before I can
expect support from anyone else. The process of letting go of the addiction of familiar
P PP Y P 2 g
behavior and embracing the sober life of one's deepest bliss, is even more threatenin
S P S
than not clrinking is. It rcquircs a firm resolve and the company of equa”9 committed
People. | used booze to come to the same conclusions, years ago, but I couldn't Practice

what my heart was Preaching. I'm trging to find a word for the life we lead when we don’t

55



pursue our c]ee[:)est bliss. Norma/cy is not the word. It could be Avoidance, Denial
Sublimation, S/avccg, Fear, Hic//hg Out, Living in Potential, Waiting, or K/’//ing Time. |

dont want to kill time. I want to nurture it.

Developing An Aversion

I got a letter gesterclag from an old Friencl, a guy | knew thirtg years ago, in high
school. A couplc of months ago, | called him and we talked. 1t was a terrific reunion. 1 felt
| was talking to an cqual, a compatriot. He said he was prosperous, after years of
poverty. I wrote him, a while later, and asked him about the Possibilit9 of financial
assistance. He wrote back, saging that he couldn't offer any finances. He said that it
reduced to God's distinction between belief and faith. "Belief accepts his word. Faith

uts 9oursel1C at risk on it. | believed all you said, still do. But one conversation isn't
enough for faith - loaning money. | know who you were, | don't know who you are now.

Sure l"IOPC gOUF bOOl( comes out. Let me l(ﬂOW }'lOW thlngs are gOiﬂg, hcgou can."

It's one of the best letters I've ever received. It's the kind of letter I hope I would
write. | called him on the Phone and told him so. I said | alwags felt gooc] about him, and |
was right. He was happg to get my call. He’d been worried about his letter. He told me
his first impulse had been to send the money, but something made him stoP. I told him rd
been almost haPPg he hadn't sent the money, because I needed to feel my own process,
and the money might have Proviclecl a way to avoid that. He said that magbe I had told

him not to send the money. I said I wouldn't be surPrisec] it that were true.

My addiction to financial insecurity has kept me from Pursuing my dreams, my
true Path. It’s an inherited habit. My father told me many times, in different ways, that he
had to give up his dreams in order to make a living. So | created financial needs that | met
bg working at things | didr't love. | never made enough money to get as entrenched as
my father got. | learned from him. He has Profcssecl bankruptcg ever since | was in

co”ege. I think he needed the fear of Povertg to keep him working at false work.
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| came home from a meeting and called my boss and told him 1 couldn't do it
anymore. He said, "Oh, you've clcveiopeci an aversion." | like that. Then he said that,
even as cleep as he was in his own denial, he could aPPreciate what I was cioing. Amazing,
I woke up this morning, like the dawn of a new clag. | feel a new Peaceiculness. I did it. |
turned down work. Last year, at this time, | worked Fiictg hours straight for a man | found
re[:)ulsive, so that I could pay my rent on time. | remember ciriving down the street on the
last ciag, and thinking, "This isn't so bad. | can do this.” A wave of revulsion shook my
boclg ke a California eartiwquake. | used to Pricie mgseiic in seeing how much abuse |

could take. I could have made a great Marine.

One of the ti'iirigs my iwigii school friend remembered about me, was the negative
way | was treated bg my classmates. His fceiing was that tiieg c]esPiseci me for my
inte”igence and my talent. He said ti'ieg dealt with it bg acting suPerior to me. | remember
those ciags, when 1 tried very hard to act dumber and clumsier than | was. | remember
learning to mumbie, slur my worcis, and swear. | remember acting and fceling the same
way with my father. He thought it was my mother's influence. He Put me ciown, and | felt
like an egg-heacl sissg. So | became an athlete and then a bold drunk. I've never been
able to completeig ciiangc my true colors, orto completelg squelch my giICtS.

My friend reminded me that the qualities that were gjiven to me, are admired bg
most, but are equa”9 clespiseci bg them. I remember a Poet Frienci, years ago, who was
exce[:)tional with words and music. We were sitting arounc], and the talk turned to
discrimination against minorities. He suclcienig became incensed. Minorities, minorities,
I'm a fucking minority! I'm a fucking genius, and cvery[)oa’y treats me like a /epcr, or
words to that effect. I was amused and moved to hear the truth. It is wicielg assumed that
gii:tcc] People have it made. The very assumption Points out the ignorance and the

Prejuclice.

We talked about the free man. | want to be a free man. I feel ca[:)able of being a
free man. My friend said the world admires the free man, but it will try to |<i”, him at the
same time. Martin Luther KirigJ Jr. comes to mind. He was a free man. When he said he
had been to the mountain, I believed him. 1 had never believed anyone who ever said that.
And he was cieaci, within the course of twentg—icour hours. It's not an absolute. | don't

want to die as soon as I'm Free, but it rcquires some care. | would hol:)e that my recovery

57



would keel:) me grounclecl in my connection to others. It's not [)cing g[fted that frees us,
it’s accepting the giFt of freedom, a ghct that's Freelg given to the giFtecl and the
ungi?ted. | want to be able to accel:)t my true nature. If that means acknowlcc]ging my
gi{:ts, then that's what | want, but I also want to acknowlcclge, and acccPt, the gi{:t of
sPiritual freedom that is offered to all of us.

'm exactlg the same as everyone else. There's not a dime's worth of difference
between us in God's eyes. I don't need to Fight my fellow man or woman, or my Father, to
accept mgsehc. I need to remember the common link and accePt the dark struggle of
others, as | have my own. Mg mother's resentment was not that | was ghctecl. She
expectcc] me to be ghctecl. I think her resentment was that | was male and ghctecl. She had
to squelch her ghcts for all the reasons | Felt, Plus the fact that she is female. She
resented me for the aclvantage I have in being male in a male-dominant socictg. And I'm
white, and I'm nice-looking. None of which is under my control. What I've done all my life
IS trg to be less white, less attractive, less inte”igcnt, less talented, less knowlcc]geable,
and less male. And less female. Less is more, when it comes to Plcasing the exPcctations
of others. The less | am, the more selfish | become. The less | am, the more resentful |

!DCCOI’HC.

Pm a ghctecl human being, and I've been trying to hide that Fact, or deng it, or
aPologize for it. Or, and here's a kicker, I've tried to reshape it into some sociallg
acceptablc and/or commercial form, all my life. rve heard every kind of advice about
what to do with my gi{:ts. Rarelg, if ever, have | heard. Let it grow, let it become whatever
it's suIDlDoscc/ to become. I've tried to give mgselF that advice bg rea&ing and ic]enthcging
with the biographies of Keats, Gauguin, Rimbaud, Baudelaire, Dglan Thomas, D.H.
Lawrence, and any other artist | can find who could serve as an examl:)lc. And 1 drank.
When | c]rank, I let out the free man. That's Probablg whg the guy saicl, "“You're the freest
man I've ever known.” But | didn't feel free. I was imprisoned bg the very thing | used to
help free me.

My friend from back home said, "He must have caught a glim[:)se of the free man."
My life was caught up in glimpses and sightings. Poetry and alcohol allowed me to feel, in
odd moments, the nature of my true sPirit. | was able to trick down my cl@censes,

occasiona”g, until Fina”g it became the onlg thing | desired, and the way became ever
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more narrow, and the path more and more treacherous. It became a c]uestion of life and
death. Litera”g, I could choose either the life of my soul, or the death of my soul. I chose
the life of my soul, and graclua”g, all that | hacl, has been restorec], and now I'm on the
brink of having my dreams fulfilled. Perhaps, I'm alreac]9 over the brink.

The CaPtain of the Wind

m stePPing into the role of healthg e><arnl:>leJ or at least, a healthg exam[:)le of
someone who became himselt, who was, to his own selt, true. | don't see how | can do
otherwise. | could fall short of others' e><arnl:>|eJ but I can't fall short of mgselt. Prager s
the ultimate act of the individual. 1t’s the onlg way one person can talk to, and listen to,
the power that informs the universe, without direction or inhibition from anyone or

angthing else. And lc>oetr9 is the codification of prayer. ljust made that up.

Is this a real poem, or did you J’ust make it uID? someone once said. Is that a real
prayer, or did you just make it up? Both, my child. Both, my father. I need to disengage
from the delusion that | was never worthg of my Parents‘ acceptance. I couldn't gain their
accePtance, a’esloite my worthiness, not because of some imagined unworthiness. It’s the
clominating dgstunction in my heart. I believe in mgselt, but my faith is easilg shaken, and
when it is, | become defensive and offensive. This is not easy worl<, to c]isengage from

one's Protective c]gstunction.

I talked about my mother and tather, last night, with my kids, and I found mgselt
te”ing stories of Praise and recognition about them both, esPeciang my mother. Both my
children have now seen me when I wouldnt and couldn't Pretencl that | was satelg
ashore, when in tact, I'm lashed to the mast in a Perilous sea. M9 craftis sturclg, and my
journeg is destined, but the risks are real. 'm the caPtain of my ship, but 'm not the
Cal:)tain of the wind.
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All at Once, In Moving, | Am still

It's Saturc]ag, the clag before Easter Sun&ag. Toclag is the CJ89 between the
crucifixion and the resurrection. I'm in my own cave, with the rock in the cloorwag. Death
and rebirth is a strong mgth in my life. Pm back in the eye of the storm. | feel Protectec],
again. | did something nice for mgselF last night. I did nothing. I slePt twelve hours. |
hadn't slePt much in three clags. I knew I was tired. I didn't listen to my thinking. I knew my
thinking was toxic. | watched TV, read a little, ate dinner, went to bed, and | slePt. Slcep
is imPortant tomy we”—being. I need food, slee[:), and affection.

if 1 don't get them, | go into the kind of clePrivation that triggers my addictive
im[:)ulsions. | need to feed the babg, not the addiction. I need to reassure and rest the
babg, not the addiction. I need to love the babg, not the addiction. In our history,
children are reconnecting with their parents. For a while there, the connections were
severed. For the salvation of the human heart, it was necessary. M9 Parents’ generation
seems lost. Theg seem, with some excel:)tions, to be of another time and unable to make
the transition to re-birth. Th69 seem to be walking relics of a failed era, the Industrial
Revolution Fina”g come to an end. It's time to rejoin with our ancestors of the
Pre—industrial time, to Forgivc our recent fathers and mothers, to be reborn in the heart,
to be at peace with the Planet. It's a little of the back-to-earth iclea, but it's more the

back~to~onc 's-true-nature idea.

For hundreds of years, we ran the planet on self-will and wi”Powcr, and it’s been
a botch, just like the self-will of an alcoholic. It's time to sober up from our three-
hundrec{~9ear clrunk, take inventorg, make amends, make peace with that power greater
than ourselves, and come to a sPiritual awakening. It's easy. It's hard work. It may require
an u519 bottom. Magbe humanitg has one last drunk in it, and it will either die or be
reborn. You can't convince a drunk he's sick. The voices of reform sound Preachg and

Fu” OF sel]c—righteousness. This is the extemal / internal war OF change.

It's the question of my clags to no longer com[:)romise, but to do so for life and
not for death. 1 have the wi”ingness to give up com[:)romises that | have alwags thought
were necessary to live in an unsuPPortive world. 'm a creative s[:)irit, but 1 have an

addictive fear and a comPulsion to give up my true nature, in order to get along with
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others. | don't want to do that anymore. It’s my codepcnclencg, and it'll kill my sPirit if 1
let it. I need those who love me for who | am, not for what I do. If what | do comes from

who | am, then I've done all I can.

I'm sitting here in this busg café, with my free hand covering my eyes. I've touched
atruth. I can't pursue litc, or love, or mgselt, in comPromise. I must have what is true, true
work, true loveJ true self. lllusions have kept me from my truth. | accepteci llusions and

Practiccd illusion. No more.

| am Iocrmeatca' by an unaccustomed sense of we//~f>cing a Pcaccfu/ncss
in the midst of a warring climate. This time, the eye of the hurricane is not an
cmptincss at the center of turbulence, but a calm, an identification in the senses
with all that is. | think to make some mctap/wr of the WOI”/G’) yet the sense is not of
the wor/ai but of the ease and warmth of that blooded animal that walks in it. 1 am
that man who breat/ms, whose heart holds the limbs in cmbraccj unbroken [)y
tf)ought. All at once, In mowhg, | am still.

Let the Babg Speak

When 1 do such a simple thing as say, "Ttig wi”J not mine, be done," or when | say,
“Gocl, this ciag belongs to you," then | wonder what the c]ag has in store, instead of
wonciering what I'm going to do. It's Easter Sunciag, a ciag like any other ciag. The sun
comes up every morning, whereas the son came up, this Particular morning. A little
religionjoke. There are musicians Plaging in the cafe. It's an oici—timeg country trio of
bass, guitar and fiddle. And, it's not as crowded as | anticiPatecl. I slel:)t very little. 1 was
filled with anticipation. It is the end of this journal, and winter is over, and toclag is the
clag of resurrection. | could talk about all the wonderful teelings and revelations | had
last nigtwt, but the energy is moving somewhere else. It's time, once againJ to have no
purpose. Keats said that discontent with halt—knowledge causes us to let go of the truth
and beautg that exists in mgstcrg, uricertaintgJ and doubt. The need to know cvergthing

there is to know drowns out the innocence of the moment. It's time for me to be innocent
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again and let g0 of my knowleclge. I'm safer now, to be innocent, of mind, of heart, of

t)cing. It is the true home of Poetrg. Letthe babg sPeak.

Completelg Begun

It's been a week since | thougnt | was com[:)lete with tnisjournal. Of course, the
idea of completing tnejournal meant t)eing comPlcte with the work of the journal. ’'m
sure now that that’s true. I didn't know until last nignt. Until then, it felt comPlete, and
yetit didn't. Events t)cgan to shift. Events have a way of snowing me where my energy is.
The most signiticant event came Fridag morning, Tnursc]ag nignt, | went to the Plag that
a friend was in. After the Plag, he introduced me to a woman who, is well-known in the
literarg world and acts as a litcrarg agent. 139 agreement, | gave her a copy of the storg
of the bog and the drunken woman, and she said she'd get to it next week. 've come so
clearlg to acce[:)t that I have no control over life as I wish it, that I et go of her response.
She called me the next morning and told me she tnougnt it was very goocl. She agreecl to

re[:)resent me as my literarg agent.

My landlord called and agreed to have me Paint the builc]ing Pm living in. So my
rent is Paicl up, rctroactivelg, currentlg, and into the future. I realize, apart from these
events, how love is cletining me. Since December lOtn, when | rented my aPartment, ve
been on a self-defined mgtnjourneg. It felt as if 1 have been to the dungeon of a great,
blcak, dark castle, ruled over bg a dark queen. I went on a Pcrilousjourncg to rescue a
t)at)g, my babg, me. 've completecl tnejourneg. | saved the child. | brougnt the child out.
And, 1 did it bg concentrating on the babg, not on the dark queen. She had power over
me for tortg—seven years. I tried to slag the witch. I'd slain ner, over and over, again and
again, and | had never saved the child. Fina”g, t)g tninking on19 of the babg, | overcame
the power of the dark queen.

I:ric]ag nigtwt, | went to bed at 2AM, no[:)ing to sleep until 9, and then fo@ Plag

soccer. | woke up at 3AM. Wide awake. So much for my Plans. | tnougnt about prayer. ]

was atraicl. | was atraicl }DCCBUSC mg clrcams are coming true. | l’18VC the aPPrOVEBl anc]
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suPPort of someone, a woman, not coincidenta”g, whose oPinion and suPPort could
affect my life. 1 was afraid to believe it. And yet, | knew it was genuine. | needed to tell my
true child that he will be allowed to be himself. | may not be able to be what | want, but 1
can be what I am. | reached for Dakota, my stuffed babg mountain goat, my little
Stephen, and 1 held it to my chest. | hugged it, and held it tignt, and 1 did something I've
never done before. | saicl, out Ioud, "I ove you, Stepnen." I got choked up with tears. It
felt great. | lag in bed, and 1 said it over and over. I said it so that | could hear my voice,
bg ta”dng into the Pi”ow, or toward Dakota, orinto my hancl, CuPPed for my ear to hear.

| Love You, Steplﬁen

Stephen is the name I was called as a child. I never use it. Whenever | say Stelohcn, | hear
my mother's voice in my voice. | feel her presence. In the past, whenever | heard her
voice, | said to the presence in the room, Go away, get /ost, go to f)e//, or words to that
effect. Instead of saying that, this time, | simplg rePeatcd, "I love you, Stcpnen," and |
heard my voice. | heard me say it, and I heard it said to me. I said it to the babg. Each
time | said it, my mother's voice lost control of my s[:)irit, and my voice filled out the sPirit.

The sPirit of Ste[:)hcn filled the space of my heart, com[:)lctelg.

[felt a surge of love and recognition. | said my whole name. I had said it over and
over, emphasizing different words. /and Love and You and Stc/)/'len. I said it in different
voices, different tones. As | told the storg, | realized that the 'ourneg had been
comPleted. I went on ajourneg to find the child, 1 found him, | brought him back, and he's
here with me now. I won out over the dark queen bg concentrating on the babg. It's so
siml:)lc and so amazing, The dark queen lived in my mind. The witch kept her power bg
making me think she was the Problcm, bg my believing she was the Problcm. She may
have been the roblcm, but she was not the solution. The solution was not to be found
bg dwelling on her. The solution is not in the Problem. It's like it was when | faced the
demon of alcohol. Even after I had cut it out of my lhcc, it wanted back in. It had been in
charge for a long time, and it didn't want to give up control either. But, in both cases, the
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demon loses, when I concentrate on love of my true schc, in God's love and in my own
love. I had on19 switched demons. Both had said theg loved me. Both Promisecl me
evergthing. Both told me how wonderful 1 was, and both demanded total a”egiance to

their needs.

After the meeting, last night, several men came up to me and thanked me for
saging what | did, because theg’re trging to do the same kind of work. Noboclg‘sjoumeg
IS exactlg the same. | hope mgjourneg helPs others accept the cha”enge of their own
journegs. It’s Possible to rescue the lost child. One man said to me, "My kid is afraid. I've
ignorcd him for so long. He doesn't trust me. He |<ce|:>s Poking his head out, to see ifit's
OK to come out, but he still doesn't trust me. It keeps getting better and better,
though."

Just keep ta”dng to him. Keep te”ing him and showing him that you love him.
Listen to him. Listen to the things he's been unable to tell anyone else, in the way that
he's been unable to sPeak to anyone else. He wants to talk to you, and he wants you to
talk to him and listen to him. He wants to come home. And he will, if you keep your heart

open to him. Show him he’s loved. 1 love you, little one. I love you, whoever you are.

| was wide awake at %:30AM, so | read Jack London's Call of the W//d, the whole
thing, some of it, out loud. My kid loved it. So did 1. It's a great story.

64



