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Forward
On May 22nd, 2016, David Steele and musicians from Art Compost And The Word Mechanics consisting of Mark Lane, Ivan Huber, John Rasmussen, Felix Garrette, and SETH, gathered on stage at the Mercury Cafe in Denver, Colorado to present a medley of poetry, prose, and music, exploring the power of language and the perceptions we summon by the way we describe events, exposing the underlying yearnings and loving intentions that propel our actions, inviting us to set aside hopelessness and rejoice in the implacable and endlessly innovative life energy that animates our being.  

This performance marked the birth of the Live Love Now Project.  Live Love Now came into being as a response to the divisive tenor of the 2016 US presidential campaign.  It aspires to model a way of being that is not held captive to fear, blame, or anger, that instead invites a loving, compassionate, and pragmatic world view, a transformation from frustration to inspiration, from dismay to hope.  Transformation does not happen at a distance.  It happens within us, all personal and   intimate, and sometimes messy, unpredictable, or scary; yet it leads to liberation, fulfillment, and empowerment.  To paraphrase Mahatma Gandhi, “Become the change you seek in the world.” 
Three Ways To Read
This book contains poetry and ponderings.  The poetry came first.  However, the ponderings were always simmering in the back of my mind.   It bloomed when I conducted the performance at the Mercury Cafe in 2016.  The structure of the show came from the original poetic arrangement while the articulated and codified ponderings provided substance and content for the show.  Each pondering holds thoughts and speculations percolating in me as I wrote its adjoining poem.  

The poetic medley can be read as one continuous long poem, skipping the ponderings; that is how it was originally constructed.  The ponderings are self contained and can be read by themselves (for those who do not resonate with poetry).  Finally, the pages can be read in order, mixing the ponderings and the poems, revealing how they amplify one another.
Gratitude
Thank you to the 69 contributors on Indiegogo who made the launch of Live Love Now possible.  Thank you to Marilyn Megenity and the Mercury Cafe for providing nourishment and the location for the Live Love Now performance.  Without the logistical and emotional support from Craig Lassen and Ken Rosevear, this project would have not gotten off the ground.  Alli Brook, Velina Lujan, and Jennifer Harbin provided invaluable help spreading the word.  Nova Carlton led me to Art Compost and encouraged me to do a live show.  Evon Davis and Jean Bell were indispensable in their editing support.  Finally, without the support and encouragement from my family and friends, this project would have died on the vine.  This book is an expression of the love and sustenance provided by a vibrant community whose vitality has infected me with enthusiasm, courage, and determination.  Thank you!
Introduction
nutritious

What age do we live in?

Fuller story observation - well spring of reality ( what age do we live in).

perceive differently but think we do not

when descriptions differ we ascribe motives to other

what shared reality so we don't feel alone, but a reality the emerges within us not imposed fro outside.

Paula trump story - NPR constitution story.

Fear the same.  Reacting to something not present as if it were.

Story of me driving in truck - boy scouts.

Science study what is - antidote for superstition - great men of science.

Yet, clearly there is something powerful that science cannot answer - wellspring of reality fuller.

Half empty half full peace core add.
How do we guide ourselves?

Danger born out of human imagination
React to image as if present.
more stuff
Petal I:  Prelude
[image: image1.jpg]




As a youngster, I wondered why clockwise was clockwise. I knew it had something to do with the rotation of the earth, but I really didn’t get it.  When I later realized that clockwise is the direction the shadow moves around a sundial, it finally sank in.  A concrete example to anchor my understanding brought clarity.  We often feel confusion when connection to the concrete is absent, when our understanding is solely abstract.  Things don’t quite seem real in the absence of an experiential reference.  They remain conjecture.  A vibrant sense of self arises from connection between the external and the internal in much the same way breath invigorates the body.  We harvest our external sensory input through  sight, sound, taste, smell, and touch, and combine it with our internal awareness, feelings, sensations, insights, and yearnings.  When the internal and external resonate, we experience affirmation and our reality becomes tangible, stable, and secure.   We cultivate a shared reality, a mutual context that enables us to connect with one another.  Vital to our well-being, this shared connection relieves loneliness and provides a sense of belonging and contribution.  We experience trust.


In his early thirties, R. Buckminster Fuller realized that he repeated things he heard as if they were true when he did not know, in fact, whether they were true or not.  This troubled him and he decided to speak only of things as true that arose from his direct experience, truth he had verified with his own observations.  He found the habit of repeating unobserved things as true so ingrained, however, that he ended up taking a one year vow of silence to break it.  This marked the beginning of his emergence as one of the great geniuses of the 20th century.


Today’s technologically abundant world provides such a diverse contextual pallet to choose from that we can not possibly sample it all.  We steep ourselves in a particular discipline or world view, shutting perspectives that do not fit.  This helps us navigate information overload, but we risk becoming isolated.  Immersed in our own perspectives we may find other perspectives alien and incomprehensible, disturbing.  The desire to find common interests where we can gather and appreciate one another atrophies; the potential for misunderstanding and strife is amplified; thus we often find ourselves arguing, ignoring, and criticizing.  This is why I was moved by Buckminster Fuller's story, why I am a strong advocate for attending to experiential basics, to speak out of our direct experience.  


I have long heard jokes lampooning how people talk about the weather.  As I have grown older, I notice I talk about the weather more.  I used to view it as trivial small talk:  no longer.  Now I view it as a celebration:  I am alive today!  I am experiencing!  Each day is a gift and I want to savor it!  Talking about the weather also provides a living connection with others nonindependent of their world view:  the seasons of the sun, the phases of the moon, day into night into day again, the feel of a breeze on our skin, the sound of a bird in our ear, the taste of a welcome meal:  contextual foundations we all share.

I.  Prelude

Petal I Ponderings (Continued):

Sunrise, sunset, the seasons, the moon phases, these were the original time keepers.   With the invention of the sundial, we were able to organize the day into smaller, discrete segments and coordinate our collective actions.  Eventually, the pendulum was invented and we divided time into even smaller segments, consistent day or night, rain or shine, summer or winter.  Still a reference to the sun endured:  high-noon when it was directly overhead.  Yet, noon in one town was not noon in towns further west or east.  This inconsistency became untenable with the invention of railways and the need to have consistent train schedules over vast areas.  Thus, time zones were we created.  Timekeeping became largely decoupled from the sun and the seasons.  As we divided the time increment into smaller and smaller segments (nanoseconds in computers),  a way to globally agree on what time it is became imperative:  the atomic clock was invented, depending on the vibratory rate of the Caesium-133  atom,  and Coordinated Universal Time came into being.  Without the coordination of universal time, the internet would not function and GPS could not triangulate.  Today our cell phones and computers constantly reference universal time derived from the atomic clocks and translate it into our local time zone for our viewing pleasure: an amazing accomplishment!


We have lost much of our sense of time as the cycle, the perpetual return to the same place that is ever different because our perspective and insight deepen; the return where continuity resonates while the details vary and wisdom emerges.  Today, we think of time as an endless parade of uniform intervals, each identical to the ones proceeding and following.  A cyclic view of time emphasizes the organic while the uniform interval emphasizes the mechanical.  Today’s social structures lean heavily toward the mechanical.  We insist upon tight time schedules and experience fluctuating weather conditions and unexpected life events as inconvenient.  Yet, we  idolize childhood where time was more organic.


Anthropologists have long considered one of the fundamental characteristics that distinguishes humans is our ability to invent and wield tools.  Not only do we digest and react to sensory input, we analyze and explore it; we experiment and learn; we then creatively apply our discoveries, deliberately shaping our environment in consort with the abstract possibilities we envision.  We invent tools to amplify our dexterity and increase our reality sculpting abilities so that we can bring those abstract possibilities into manifestation.  The sundial is a tool; the pendulum is a tool.  Their development fundamentally impacted our civilization, as much so as the wheel and the taming of fire.


Of the countless tools we wield, none is more powerful than language.  Nothing influences our perception more profoundly that the way we describe the world to ourselves.  Descriptions guide our behavior and our behavior shapes our world.  Scientists relentlessly seek increasingly potent descriptions to explain the phenomena they observe, thus we enjoy electric lights and indoor plumbing.   I chose measuring time as an example of how we use tools because language is time dependent:  we experience the timeless, the eternal, but we cannot describe it.  The way our perception digests time is fundamental to the way we perceive the world.  One of the greatest impacts on humanity was relativity; it arose out of a radically new perception of time and it gave us nuclear technology. <<>> power of sun bestower of warmth that feed all life.


When we experience time as indistinguishable uniform intervals proceeding endlessly before us, it is easy to think in terms of assembly lines and identical cubicles, we think of efficiency how fast intervals move - time is money and to forget our mortality.  When we digest time as cycles,  we think it terms of emerging and dissolving, that everything has its season and no situation or thing is permanent, of youth and innocence, of age and wisdom, of the circle of life.
Petal II:  Awareness and Yearning
Tools knowledgeably used empower us to create

The props that give our visions shape,

That we may set our inspirations free,

Contributions to our composite reality.

A shared reality, is essential to our health; its contours support our sense of safety and belonging.  It affirms our being.  Language is the primary tool we use to create that shared reality.  While tools greatly magnify our ability to manipulate world, they are essentially surrogates that create distance between us and what we manipulate.  We interact with the tool and the tool interacts with the environment.  Thus we can become so caught up in our linguistic tools, our descriptions, that we totally lose sight of what we are describing.  This is the root of much of the conflict and discord in relationships.  We talk about projecting onto others, or not seeing someone for who they are.  We get into arguments about whose description is “right”, and the argument itself becomes the reality we share.


The antidote to becoming captive to our descriptions is grounding in our bodies, our life expression in physical manifestation, noticing and observing our sensory input: sight, sound, taste, touch, smell,  along with our feelings, thoughts, and yearnings.  This pulls our attention away from the description and puts us in direct contact with the energizing experience that supports the description.  It connects us with the source of our being, the ultimate shared reality.
II.  Awareness and Yearning

Petal II Ponderings (Continued):


We have eyes that look forward, a blind spot in back, and appendages to the either side.  Thus we naturally think in terms of left, right, front, and back, or north, south, east, and west.  These four directions meet in our spine, long considered the center of our being where our consciousness resides, digesting the input from the four directions.  Five has thus often been regarded as the number representing human consciousness.  Many martial arts, yogic practices, and forms of meditation pay close attention to the position of the spine as key to mastering their practice.  When we stand erect, not leaning in any direction, our skeleton carries our weight directly into the ground and our muscles do not have to fight gravity to hold us up.  Thus our body is poised and relaxed, not committed to any direction.  This is the posture of clarity where the descriptions we employ have less pull on our attention and we can move freely between different perspectives, harvesting the unique insight each holds.  When our muscles relax the impulse to grasp diminishes.  Relaxation spreads throughout our being and we cling less to our descriptions.  We tend to become more fluid, open to outcome rather than attached to outcome.


We stand erect at the center of our world.  As we turn, our perception extends to the horizon,  which forms a circle, the limit of our awareness, the known.  Our senses deliver input back to the center where we stand.  What lies beyond the circle is unknown,  invisible.  Thus the circle with the dot, an ancient symbol, represents presence: the I am at the center of the known surrounded by the unknown.




 In all of the dreams we have, the pasts we remember, the futures we ponder, the center is still there, witnessing, noticing, recording our thoughts, feelings, and sensations.  Just as we are at the center of our physical world, we are also at the center of our imaginal world. All that we experience, the physically visible and the imaginally invisible, seems to surround, yet not be at the center, yet it is at that center where it emerges into consciousness and becomes experience. 


Somewhere around 460 B.C. the Greek philosopher Empedocles wrote, “God is a circle whose center is everywhere, and its circumference nowhere.”   We are that center,  ever digesting our outward facing sensory input and processing our inward facing feelings and sensations. Wielding language, we organize these experiences into coherent narrative, guiding our actions. We derive order from chaos, discover meaning, and sculpt what we perceive.  We create our identities, our relationships, our lives.  Each and every one of us is a font of creative exuberance.


We are the epicenter of our experience.  The only thing all of our experiences have in common is that we are there.  Our presence, the center point, the meeting of the four directions, the perspective from which we always gaze out at our world, the I Am:  this is the Fundamental Reality, the Source.  Humans are Source aware:  The I Am that knows that I Am.  The I Am that occupies no space yet holds all possible experiences. The I Am that, in the midst of movement and change is perpetually still and unchanging.  The I Am that clothes itself in time, yet is untouched by it.   The I Am that ever resides at the source from which experience flows.  The I Am, invisible and immeasurable, that is the unwavering  and devoted consistency throughout our entire lives!
Petal III:  Introspection and Descent


I characterized one of the fundamental human experiences, the interchange between our outer world and our inner world, as an invigorating breath.   Our senses harvest stimulation from our outer world and deliver it to our inner world where it is metabolized and returned to our outer world through action.  Thus do the outer and inner impact and influence one another.   My inner world is visible only to me.  When we go into empathy my inner world and your inner world connect and we enjoy a sense of companionship.  For me to become vulnerable and share my inner world I must express and make it visible to my outer world where you can experience it and bring it into your inner world.  The outer world supports our shared reality while the inner world holds our identity.


Our outer world is subject to the laws of physics and time; our inner world is not.  One thing that truly amazes me about my inner world is how clearly it can see, at least it thinks it can see clearly.  At age 25 I desperately wanted to get out of construction while I had family trauma in my life that was really inhibiting.  I thought, “I’ll deal with my family issues, that will probably take about 9 months, and then I think I’ll move into computers because that’s closer to writing and it will get me out of construction, plus it’s a skill that’s sellable, and from computers I can catapult into writing; so maybe by 33 or 34 I’ll be a writer.“  My computer career is just now coming to an end and you are just now reading my writing.  The map that my mind saw was absolutely clear, but it expected it would take about 10 years:  it was off by a couple of decades, totally naive about the time and work required to bring things into physical manifestation.   We often confuse conceiving of things with actually accomplishing them.
III.  Introspection and Descent
i gentle

          dive

                     into my mind

                                                                     weightless

                                              glide

                      motionless

         ride

                                                         endless  
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                  one vast community

                                        a singularity

                                     quantum constructed

                                                          thriving diversity:
Petal III Ponderings (Continued):


One of the fundamental principals of quantum physics is that the act of observing something actually summons it into being.   Vast as my inner world is, only that which I currently hold in awareness seems to exist.  What I am not thinking of simply is not.  When I am reminded of something, it emerges complete into full-blown awareness, sometimes accompanied by a “I haven’t thought of that in years” or “I had totally forgotten about that” recognition.   Where was it before I remembered it?  Does it exist independent of my awareness?  Where in me does that sense of recognition live?


My inner awareness can wander through past occurrences, contemplate future possibilities, invent and construct and dream.  It can hold dread or hope, be critical or giddy,  heavy and closed and slow or light and open and fast: it can even be still.  It expresses through a diverse variety of voices, images, sensations, and yearnings.  Unanticipated understandings can erupt as insight, bringing ease and freedom.  Unexpected possibilities can emerge as inspiration, providing enthusiasm and purpose.   Just as a quantum singularity held the potential for an entire universe at the time of the big bang, the I Am, the Oneness that I recognize as David holds the potential for all of the experiences I live, all of the activities I engage in.  As I am unity, an individual, so too I am diversity, a thriving community.


Diversity is not limited to my inner experience; my body, it’s a diversity too.  There are trillions of bacteria in my intestinal tract that release the nutrients from food so they it can be delivered to my cells. There are trillions of cells in my body.  I am a member in a family and a participant in a community:  I interact with many people, all of them unique and precious.  Yet, my attention is bound by my perspective as a community member.  I have no idea what that community looks like from the perspective of a whole organism just as a cell within my body doesn’t know what David looks like. 


What I do know is that I love my community;  I draw strength from my community; it gives me purpose in the day when I rise and allows me to contribute to something beyond myself.  It provides a sense of belonging and variety.  Diversity is essential, presenting endless stimulation to interact with and problems to solve.   It alleviates boredom, challenges me, and leads me to discover new aspects of myself.  Thus life remains fresh and invigorating.


The I am is an eco-system:  the multitude of voices and images within me, my body in all of its complexity, the natural environment I inhabit, the communities I join; all live within me, within my experience.  Eco-systems need diversity to rejuvenate and maintain stability.   Amid the unpredictability and chaos, eco-systems also express wisdom and coherence.  Their complexity is often beyond our comprehension just as the cell can not comprehend David, yet the coherence is there.  We search for that coherence when we study physics or chemistry or biology.  We search for it when we study psychology, sociology, and economics, or philosophy, history, and art.  All of these disciplines develop language to describe what they observe; they strive to make sense of  our experiences.  Coherence is language based.


Language itself is diverse.  Music is a language; we’ve all heard of body language;  painting and graphics are another form of language; and words, words are what people usually think of as language.  Language is what allows me to express, to have impact, to participate, to connect with others and with myself, to sustain and be a vital thriving diversity, a stable secure singularity.
Petal IV:  Decision

In the King James version of the Bible, John 1:1 states, “In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God.”  In the ancient hermetic teachings from early Egypt, it is said that in the beginning there was matter and then the matter was impregnated with reason and became intelligent, and thus the universe became God made flesh and life grew.  


As we harvest experience and render it coherent, we develop a narrative to describe what is happening.  This narrative guides our actions and orchestrates our behavior.  Our actions and behaviors influence and sculpt our environment which in turn corroborates our narrative:  a self-sustaining feedback loop. The narrative our language creates has a most profound impact on how we experience life.  


Many self-help and therapy techniques are designed to reshape our narrative and thus influence the quality of our lives, enabling us to consciously redirect imprisoning patterns that constrict our experiences into empowered patterns that provide a sense of freedom and fulfillment.  This is nothing new.  People have long studied mantras, chants, or incantations as a way to deliberately create narrative.


Our narratives are not constructed of words alone.  They engage multiple language modalities, emotional, neurochemical, visual, tactile, to name a few.  A strongly embedded narrative pattern weaves at least three language modalities into a self-reinforcing tapestry.  Petal IV explores two narrative formulas that summon profoundly different perceptions of reality,  both very much alive on Earth today.  One produces phenomena like ISL, the KKK, or cults.  The other invites empowerment,  security, and generosity.  Being conscious of narrative and how to creatively engage it is the impetus behind this book.
IV.  Decision

Petal IV Ponderings (Continued):

Upon what currents doth our awareness ride?  This it is for us to decide.


Coherent photons that fashion sub-atomic particles that compose atomic particles that combine into atoms that cluster into molecules that become amino acids that construct proteins that develop into cells that create organs that comprise bodies that form families that organize communities that associate as cultures that belong to species that mold eco-systems that occupy planets that constitute solar systems that mingle in galaxies that populate universes...


Where on the micro/macro scale from the virus to the eco-system, from the atom to the solar system, do we define organism?  From what level of existence do we draw our identities?  If I conceive of myself as an eco-system I make very different decisions than I do if I identify myself as a pleasure seeking, stimulus response driven body.  How do we describe what we are experiencing?  What are the fundamental precepts that catalyze our description?  What basic orientations toward life orchestrate our behavior?  The I Am holds the potential for all of the experiences we can experience.  Do we look into a hostile universe full of strife and danger?  Do we see a loving universe full of joy and creativity?  Both give rise to valid, consistent, and compelling experiences.  Which do we summon into being through our narrative?  How do we choose?  To answer these questions is to pursue freedom.


Much as a compass guides an explorer through a dense forest, the ability to be aware of what our yearnings are and to name what is precious to us, using that language tool, provides us with an immensely powerful beacon drawing us toward fulfillment and joy as we journey ever into the unknown.  However, when we name what something is we also imply what it is not.  We can focus on what we don’t have, on how we are flawed, on how life is unfair.  Thus, both the world of abundance and the world of lack open before us, vying for our attention.   Which has our allegiance?


To what service do we render our lives?  This it is for us to decide.  


Service is born of belonging, of a desire to connect with and support community, to contribute something beyond the self.  Whether it’s a family, an organization, a political system, a cause, that sense of belonging somehow gives us energy and inspires us to tap depths within ourselves that are otherwise dormant.  It awaken courage, elicits sacrifice, instills confidence, and imparts meaning.  Thus, we feel included, welcome, and secure.  Conversely, we can experience community from the perspective of outcast, excluded, unimportant, and forgotten; the communal then becomes oppressive, hostile, and domineering.  Feeling insecure and unworthy, we shutter behind facades that conform to the expected norm or we can lash out against the community as the source of our aloneness. 


Inclusion, being part of a community where our presence is acknowledged, our name known, is as vital to our well-being as nutritious food.  Just as the food chain begins with plants drawing energy from the sun’s warmth so they can grow and flourish, acknowledgment warms and nourishes our being with confidence, security, and inspiration.  What on the micro/macro scale from the virus to the eco-system, from the atom to the solar system, do we recognize as community?  From what perceptual orientation do we evaluate our interactions?  How often do we flinch and cringe, listening for the rejection and exclusion?  When do we stand tall and open, attuned to opportunities for inclusion and welcome?
Petal V:  Reflection and Cognition

The human brain gets bombarded by billions of bits of information every minute.  A minuscule portion of that information gets sent up to the brain’s higher processing regions.  A lot of what the brain does is discard input it deems irrelevant.  Sudden motion attracts our attention; our brains are hard-wired to think “oh, sudden motion, that’s relevant to my well-being; better send it along.”   Advertising and entertainment thus use abrupt scene change and sudden motion to hold our viewing attention.


We have discovered that what is deemed relevant and irrelevant changes from person to person;  different brains filter things differently, thus, two people can witness the same event and have entirely different descriptions of it, each sincerely convinced their description is the true and accurate one.  This is starting to cause trouble in the justice system because it has been shown that eye-witness testimony is not as omnipotently reliable as we once thought.


So what is it that determines how we filter?  It is the stories that we tell ourselves; the narratives that hold our allegiance.  We are receptive to stimuli that reinforce our narrative and oblivious to stimuli that do not.  We see this same dynamic at play in social media, born of the human imagination, awash with more images and words that can possibly be tracked.  Filtering algorithms analyze what we choose to watch and present us with content already in alignment with those previous choices.  Thus, positions and perspectives presented support the familiar while unfamiliar views and interpretations are invisible to us - nonexistent.  Social media, like the brain, presented with an information deluge, utilizes a filtering system based on a past reflection,
V.  Reflection and Cognition

Petal V Ponderings (Continued):

We all strive to render coherent the deluge of information besetting our senses.  Our sanity requires it.  As I stated earlier, one of the main ways we search for coherence is through history.  History and narrative are deeply and inextricably intertwined.  Of the various historical perspectives, personal history is the most influential; providing the anchor for our identities, upon it rests our individuality.  In all of creation, throughout all time, no one else has the same combination of life experiences that you do.  Thus you are unique, vital, and indispensable.


Moving outward from our core, family, friends, and social groups where we have common experiences provide our most vivid shared reality, stimulating our most profound sense of belonging and mattering.  This is where we are seen, our contributions concrete, immediate, and recognizable as coming from us.  We directly impact one another with our presence,  inspiring loyalty, devotion, and love.


The next ring out consists of shared interest communities, fans of a given sport or quilting aficionados. We feel an affinity for people we don’t know personally, yet there is a common pool of knowledge to support conversation and share excitement.  This provides comfort because it is easy to fit in, to know the customs and rituals that support our sense of mutual understanding and belonging.


Finally, there is cultural or political or religious history where we experience ourselves as participants in an existence that reaches far beyond the self.  It draws us into a larger experience of self that brings comfort when our lives are chaotic and we cannot make sense of out of our experiences.  Evoking feelings of aliveness and participation that lend an underlying purpose and meaning to our lives, it gives us a glimpse of the transcendent being wherein we are cellular participants.  Thus, we develop profound allegiances, inspiring us to endure great hardship, including a willing to die or kill in service to this grand existence.  This is the basis of patriotism and religious fervor.


All of these historic narrative levels live in our imaginal as well as our physical being.  They direct the filtering mechanisms in our brains that determine what emerges into our awareness.  What we are aware of, we experience as truth.  Thus, the histories wherein we deeply participate feel true.   From truth arises the security that supports our well-being.  When our truth is questioned, it threatens our security and we rise to its defense.  For example, there is much debate in the US currently about our founding fathers, what they believed, what they intended in the Constitution, how they viewed the relationship between God and public life.  Many deeply Christian people perceive us as a Christian nation, proven by the way our founders talked of God, while many others, who experience religion as restrictive, focus on the stories about fleeing Europe to escape religious persecution.  Both experience truth, their awareness filled with reinforcing stimuli while contrary stimuli are invisible, thanks to our brain filters.  And so it goes, with the right to bear arms and gun control, or economic justice and the free market, to name a few.  When our truth is questioned, our continuity, our reality is shaken, our sense of belonging, mattering is threatened, and we are compelled to defend.  Thus we endure strife and conflict.


Truth wears many faces, all of them compelling and valid.  Yet, the underlying drive to belong, to matter, to feel secure, is the same:  thus we discover our mutuality.  Our oneness.  This oneness enters our awareness, becomes our truth, and we experience an inexhaustible, abiding peace, wonder, and love.
Petal VI:  Syntheses and Celebration

We live in our bodies; bodies express life; they are home to all of our experiences. Thus, from family and friends our deepest sense of belonging arises. We experience them directly through our bodies, life in us touching life in them.  Belonging is a biological as well as cerebral experience. Social media can touch us, arouse our emotions, but such impact pails in comparison to the impact stimulated by face to face interaction. It is the difference between a fast food burger and a home cooked banquet. We risk becoming relationally malnourished when we overly depend on electronic intermediaries to handle our interactions. The spontaneity of real-time, unscripted interaction brings vigor and health.

There is no substitute for the energy that emerges from direct contact, seeing another person, looking into their eyes, feeling their hug, hearing their voice, feeling their response to our presence. Agree or disagree, when we look another person in the eye, there arises a dignity and respect resonating with compassion for the life revealed between us.
I

By your tender gaze am held

Until

Deep within your eyes I dwell:

Ponder well such heart held capacity

That your essence pure could

So joy capture and enrapture me,

Naturally,

A gift

Of freedom given

Authenticity

That I may partake

Of your life,

Your light and love,

And thus be renewed

And imbued

With the courage

That your honesty lavishes upon me!
VI.  Syntheses and Celebration

Petal VI Ponderings (Continued):

Toward what future do we strive?  What reality do we summon into awareness through our narratives?  I started this book discussing how richly the way we look at time textures and directs our attention; how one of the greatest impacts on humanity was a radically new perception of time that gave us relativity.  Relativity led to nuclear energy, the very power that fuels the stars and is the foundation of the food chain.  It also enables us to commit planetary suicide and impels us to take responsibility for our impact on the eco-systems we inhabit.  We have crossed a threshold every bit as profound as the taming of fire and advent of cooking or the invention of the wheel and unfettered mobility.


Describing a nuclear fission reaction we speak of “splitting the atom.”  This occurs when a neutron collides with the nucleus of a uranium atom, splitting it apart and releasing more neutrons, which, in turn, collide with their neighboring atoms.  Each time a group of neutrons collides with its neighboring atoms, releasing more neutrons, it is a generation in the chain reaction.  When the atom splits, some of the energy holding the nucleus together is released.  This energy release is nuclear power.


Nuclear energy beautifully expresses and reflects the times we live in.   The fission bomb dropped on Hiroshima had approximately 49 generations in its chain reaction.  90% of the bomb’s energy release was in the last 7 generations.  During the proceeding 42 generations, it seemed nothing was happening.   


Abruptly, in 1989, the Berlin wall comes down when even a year earlier it was inconceivable; in 2011 the Arab Spring begins and people studying the mid-east for decades are totally taken by surprise; suddenly everyone is using cell phones and land lines are vanishing; from out of the blue the internet becomes indispensable; people wake up in the US to discover gay marriage is legal.  In all of these cases, there was a prolonged simmering that went unnoticed because it made boring news copy, because it  spread, invisible, one person at a time until, suddenly, it was everywhere and irresistible.


Neutrons have presence, impact, but no charge.  They are neutral, not positive, not negative, neither Democrat or Republican, liberal or conservative.  Because they are neutral, they do not stimulate defenses and can connect with the core.  When we are in another’s presence without judgment, evaluation, or pretense, we connect deeply at the core.  The tremendous energy we expend to defend ourselves, to maintain a facade, to try and figure out what someone expects of us evaporates into an affirmation of our shared living essence, feeding our being in much the same way energy released from the solar nuclear furnace feeds plants, supporting the food chain.  When we are fully accepted the way we are, right now,  without judgment, and when we fully accept others the way they are, right now, without judgment, our bodies relax, our internal dialogue slows down and we express our uncensored selves, often discovering what we are saying as we hear ourselves say it.  Our hearts open.  We embrace life and step into a miraculous world where we are not wholly dependent on our intellect to plot a course because we no longer feel outsiders to life, supported by its abundance and resourcefulness and resilience.


Nothing affirms and celebrates the I Am like looking deeply into another’s eyes.  The narrative stops, history vanishes; free of description, there is only presence, their presence visible to me and my presence visible to them, and the living joy and tenderness and compassion that supports life fills us to overflowing.  Fear vanishes, warmth embraces the cold aloneness, and there is nothing left but love.
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Petal VI Ponderings:





An endless cycle,


A graceful arc,


The earth


She glides


Beneath the stars


Ever drawn toward


Yet fleeting by


The all consuming yellow fire,


Giver glorious of golden light,


Bestower of the warmth


That feeds all life;


And so on earth we have ever marked


With endless cycle,


With graceful arc,


The unfolding dramas


That texture our lives,


Intricate rhythms


Living inside


The steady pulse of time’s unrelenting tides:





springtimes


ever vigorous and lush


enthusiasm endless rejuvenates


anticipates





summertimes


patience long and calm


steadfast fertile strength


awaits





autumntimes


welcome abundance secure


life’s yearning matures


endures





wintertimes


slow retrospective gestation


temperance preceding innovation


regenerates





And thus and so the seasons weave


Times of joy, times of grief,


Times of turmoil, times of peace,


Life advances, life recedes,


All are born, all must die,


And steadily still flow and flow


Those scrumptious seasons by


Gifts!  Gifts!  Gifts!


Gifts from the timekeeper in the sky!





Upon a sunny hill


The grass green grows


And dances for the gentle breeze


That blows across the mountain peaks


Over melting snow,


Along gurgling creeks,


It meets the trees and finds


A voice in rustling leaves


That brightly sing


With rushing streams


An age old duet


To bird chirped accompaniment.





upon the living mountain lies


a young man, the sun


shining down upon closed eyes,


upon soft skin it shines,


upon soft skin


that gladly dines upon the warmth


the sunlight brings,


upon the gently caressing breeze,


upon the rustling of the trees,


the singing of the birds, the gurgling of the streams,


the feast set before the senses,


the feast the living mountain brings,


the feast upon which the young man dines,


the feast


upon which he dines, the young man ponders,


is but composed in time.


and he wonders how it is he knows.


the mind,


he ponders,


the mind,


of just what


is the mind composed?


where inward does awareness go?


and what feasts might be waiting there?


what is the nourishment that they bring?


with what voice does his inner world sing?


what audience is it that listens to songs so shared?


just what is it, just who is it that is aware?





a misty blur, confusion can the past obscure


with bad times that seem dark and cold as arctic night


fixations risen frigid entombing life


in the cold aloneness where all hope dies -


a fate far too terrifying to contemplate


inducing denial to incubate


with blame and shame sustained


where revenge and rage resonate


providing desperate distraction


from great, the devouring panic that ever waits!





yet good times shine bright and clear


filled with light and warmth and fun


each one a vivid burning sun,


a perpetually exploding golden seed


radiating the enthusiasm upon which life feeds,


a diversely thriving photosynthesis


combining confidence and trust


inducing joy and security to root


and bear forth courage, their matured fruit:


love: there is no substitute!





when joy and courage intertwine,


within the breathing body’s pulsing heart combine,


pouring love’s warmth into our veins,


until no memory of cold aloneness remains,


then life full into consciousness vivid flowers,


with gleeful ease the confused mist devours -


thus are denial’s illusions penetrated and panic is eradicated,


vacant shadows that hold no life within


as if they never quite had been


as if only good times hold something real.





as a gentle yet irrepressible endless early thickening dawn, 


is consciousness ever into honest illuminating expression drawn.


do i deep into the frigid darkness draw, or welcome the early morning 


	thaw?


with revenge’s raging reckless gales do i my own tattered 	passions 


	assail?


doth my being seek out the fun, play in the bosom of all 	creation?


do my thoughts to denial’s tyrannic panic blind succumb?


to the perfection present in every moment do i myself avail,


do i grateful the sheer miracle of living full inhale?


has my breast a harbor for joy’s warmth become,


my heart a perpetual burning sun?





what is the purpose for which we strive?


this it is for us to decide.





upon what currents doth our awareness ride?


to what service do we render our lives?





And thus by reflection upon the past


Our memories as living lanterns glow


Their light into the future cast


Shadows across our minds they throw





As shadows lack substance and yet hold shape


So too doth the past experience imprint but not emanate


Suggesting but not showing, it induces us to speculate,


Thus guessing but not knowing, we grasp ever toward tomorrow’s 


	fate.





Upon today’s decisions doth the future’s form await.


When relying upon past informed expectations,


Then that past we chose to illuminate


Beckons forth a future based on what we anticipate.





Have you been paying attention lately


To what your internal dialogue has been saying lately?





And now a secret I’ll reveal to you,


The world is shaped by what you do,


And what you do is determined by what it is that you perceive,


Which depends in turn upon where it is that your awareness lives.





They say that war brays at our door (terrorism too),


And that the situation is desperate;


Moral decay they say has rotted clean our dignity away,


And we behave as animals;





They say that we are corporate slaves who for profit have ourselves 


	betrayed,


And that we do not guide our destiny;


Immigrants they say have invaded, devouring all that once was 


	sacred,


And there is no safety;


In rules and regulations they say we drown and this is all that holds 


	us down,


And our lives are of fullness robbed by government bureaucracy;


They say that mindless boobs we sit in supplication to the video tube,


And that we are led by stupidity;


Teenage thugs they say do reign - for our social ills they are to blame,


And we cannot trust our children;


And apathy they say holds sway,


And our spirit is forsaken.





And thus and so they say and say,


With dramatic candor their dire visions portray


Inflaming our reptilian brains,


Stimulus response to fear entrained.


 


How long must we behave


As though we still lived in caves?


Must we be still confined


By patterns born of prehistoric times?


Are we predominantly fear driven?


Is stimulus response all there is to living?





in the course of an average lifetime


the human heart beats 2.6 billion times,


and the blood it pumps throughout its veins


knows only of the life its journey sustains:





from this simple steady rhythm there quietly unfolds


the unfaltering devotion that holds our lives and shows


us how out of love’s honest patience life unending grows


in the same way the sun’s devotion silently unfolds the rose!





as fear pries ever at our minds


will we be captive held to its desperate designs?


or from our very breath where it resides


will we allow love’s timeless warmth to shine?


toward what future do we strive?





now is the time for us to decide.





now is the time for us to decide.





remember,


how ever bad they claim things be


i know that we can find


a relentless driving thirst for life


that will not be denied


and as we place our awareness there


i know that we will thrive


and of those who find it not


i say already they have died


and corpses have no bite -


save fear.





and so say i rejoice in life


and thus shall we all thrive


for the more there are who waken to it


the stronger grows life’s drive


magnified by those who partake in it


as the walking dead


one by one discover life


and laughter and joy and play hold sway


and our spirit is celebrated!
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