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  Foreword




  The concept of reason is used in these pages in a very specific way or context. I address very fundamental questions that relate to our modern way of life and thought and action by referring to certain basic facts that are obvious or can become so if you take the time to look or consider them; and then I draw seemingly obvious conclusions based on logical thinking in relation to these facts. My use of reason starts with the facts of the matter and always do I attempt to be aware of a priori assumptions, and use assumptions based on truth or human good. The reader can decide whether I have been successful or not in my attempts.




  In a nutshell: I consider the thinking process to be guided by reason only if based on facts and/or on direct experience. And a conclusion is not reasonable unless it includes what is relevant, regardless of bias, as well as what is true. My conclusions have the goal of hopefully stimulating the reader to think about these issues carefully with an open mind. I have not the intention or the purpose, the desire or the right, to persuade or convince anyone. What you believe is your choice and your responsibility, and you will experience the consequences of your beliefs, of your thinking. Nothing more and nothing less.








  



  Introduction




  All human problems including the great ones we face in the modern era have their origin in the human mind. Our ways of thinking, self-understanding or the lack of it, values, judgments, biases, fears, perceptions, and beliefs, especially regarding the purpose and meaning of human life, shape and direct our lives both individually and on the world stage. As individuals, there may not be much that can be done directly to affect the great movements that determine history. Yet each of us can work on and influence for the better the origin of human culture and civilization, the human mind, our own human consciousness. We can make our own minds and our own lives part of the solution to what ails us and refuse to be part of the problem. The world is the result of the thoughts and actions of a great many people; it is here that each of us can begin to offer corrective thinking and action through our own lives, our relationships, our attitudes, and our feelings for each other, for Mother Earth and for all life.




  In these pages, a way is presented by which we can align ourselves with Love, real understanding, and the Higher Power in which we all live and move and have our being, and thereby contribute towards the solution that is so needed. I hope the reader may join me in this if you are so inclined, and I hope what is contained in these pages may be helpful in some way. Many different themes are explored, yet all relate in some fashion to one central idea: I am part of the basic problem or part of the solution in everything I do, say, think, or feel, and the choice is mine every moment. Life takes place in the present; all problems begin and end there. From this fact comes our saving grace. Thank you for reading this book. May God bless us each and every one.








  Chapter 1




  Thinking




  Almost all serious examination of the process of thinking and the acquiring of knowledge thereby is concerned with the data themselves, the contents of the process. Thoughts, feelings, reason, arguments, beliefs, these are endlessly examined, analyzed, dissected, compared and contrasted with each other. The questioning that drives philosophical inquiry, considered to be the most serious examination of what we know through our thinking process, is itself almost always limited to the content of thinking itself.




  Much of what passes for thinking in our modern era is simply the exercise of the intellect within the boundaries of whatever paradigm has been accepted by the thinker. This is equally true of thinking on the greater scale of the many or in the mind of the individual. Thinking is used within narrow boundaries to confirm and reinforce what is already believed or used to defend those beliefs in argument with another.




  Critical thinking is the examination of thinking itself. It is usually understood as the application of thinking to a particular argument or belief to ascertain the truth or falsity of it. I propose a more universal and self-examining type of critical thinking that looks at the process of thinking itself; not examining the products of thought such as beliefs, but at its own activity in the most basic way. Examining its process, from where it arises, and all the possible conscious and unconscious assumptions that inform it and the ignorance or unawareness that affects and conditions it.




  First and foremost is the issue of awareness itself. All thinking takes place in awareness. Awareness is the most basic and fundamental aspect of what we call mind and somehow is usually overlooked. All thought, feeling, perceptions, impulses etc. arise in and take place in awareness. The whole process of thinking in all its details requires a subject who is aware of thought or there would be nothing happening. This subject is commonly regarded as identity, yet what is identity if not awareness? Through awareness you know your experiences, your perceptions, your likes and dislikes, joys and sorrows. If the sense of identity is not based on awareness then what is its foundation or core?




  Let’s begin with this assumption: The fundamental basis of identity is the essential and fundamental quality and aspect of mind that is awareness or consciousness itself. This awareness is aware that it is aware, i.e. it is self-aware. Self-awareness seems to be a fundamental part of awareness itself so perhaps we can say the sense of identity arises from the active experience of being aware of content that appears in awareness and experience, and the accompanying sense of being a self or aware entity in awareness to whom this content is appearing or to whom these experiences are happening. Actually, awareness is, in the most abstract sense, self-referentially aware without the need for an entity that seems to occupy it and to whom the content of experience is happening. However, we will leave this point for now and come back to it later.




  Let’s start with awareness itself as the individual experiences it and its relationship to critical thinking. I would suggest that to have a sound basis from which to exercise the faculty of critical thinking, an individual must be to some significant degree self-aware. That is, he/she must be quite familiar with their own mind, their beliefs, biases, limitations, likes and dislikes, history of judgments and the basis for them. The ability to think somewhat objectively must be a part of critical thinking. In order to have any chance of thinking objectively, you must be very honest with yourself and very aware of all the personal factors that affect and condition thinking and perception. Critical thinking in regard to any subject must be relatively free of bias, overt or covert. It is probably impossible to be completely free of subjective factors but it must be possible to be aware to a great degree of the presence of bias in one’s mind, and, to the greatest degree possible, approach an issue clearly and honestly without allowing one’s subjective factors to have an undue influence on thinking and the conclusions that may be drawn through careful examination. While it is true that all individual thinking is subjectively biased and greatly affected by one’s belief system, to the degree that we can, in effect, step beyond that in the consideration of an issue, to that exact degree can the application of critical thinking be fair and capable of reaching a useful conclusion.




  The day has been beautiful, a natural flow of events and experiences, each one effortlessly transforming into the next, a seamless movement of consciousness. Time is standing still; there is only one moment that is reborn again and again as the now. The present is ever with us, never is there a past or future that is directly experienced; always do they exist only as memory or imagination. And the past and the future are remembered or imagined only now.




  Time is a very strange thing like a river that is motionless and yet constantly flowing. Always do we have the impression of movement within what is intangible, indefinable. It could be said that time is the measure of change; certainly it forms part of the background or context against which or in which change occurs. Yet what is time exactly? Supposedly it can be measured by our instruments in ever smaller and smaller intervals, but what is it exactly that we are measuring? Are not our time intervals completely arbitrary and simply imposed upon something we do not understand? In science, these intervals are used to measure change: Change of state, change of position, change of conditions, change of speed of movement against the background of space, and a host of other changes.








  



  In the practical sense, perhaps we could say time is the “process” of change in the physical and mental factors that make up the superficial level of our experience. In a very basic sense we relate time to our planetary cycles: a day is one complete rotation of the earth on its axis; a year is one complete orbit of our planet around the sun. In both these cases the cycle of time we are measuring then repeats itself again for the next cycle and so on. Over a number of cycles or even less, we notice and measure change in the basic conditions around us. Light turns to dark then light again. The yearly cycle around the sun is marked by the change of seasons and the relative length of daylight and the darkness of night. Yet is there more to time than this.




  Time is often experienced subjectively in different ways. The state of mind, the activity one is engaged in, the mood, even the conditions or circumstances, all these can seem to speed up time or slow it down or even “suspend” time for a short while. In classical physics, time, like space, was thought of as an inert, constant, unchanging background factor of existence. Einstein changed all that, demonstrating that as the speed of a body increases time slows down. When the speed of light is attained, time stops altogether.




  It certainly seems as if time is not what we thought it was. Time is, in fact, in your mind as is everything else. Time and space are not separate. They are, as Einstein suggested, one thing indivisible: Time/space or space/time, arising together. To affect one is to affect the other. Here is an example: As you move through space at increasing speeds, time slows down for you. Your relationship with space, be it stationary or moving, affects the speed at which time moves for you. Without space, there is no change in time. Without time, there is no change in space. In fact time can be defined in a very basic way as the measure or medium of change occurring in space or in relation to a spatial reference. Without space there is no change in time for there is no measure of it. Without time, there is no change in space, for time is the medium of change.




  Time and space arise together and inseparably. Every process that occurs in the physical universe is a change of form of some kind which is a part of space, and this change requires successive moments of time in which what is one thing or in one state becomes something else or changes its state into one with different characteristics. Change is inconceivable without time and space is inconceivable without form and process which undergo change thus requiring time.




  So what is time then? And why do we hold moments of time long gone by in our memories? These memories are precious, often cherished, and may be with us for a lifetime. Why does time exist? To allow the process we call change? To provide, along with space with which it is inextricably wedded, an apparent backdrop against which change can occur and figures seem to move about? To obscure the unchangeable and unchanging Oneness that is everywhere the same? Time is a sleight of hand, a vast illusion we perpetuate upon ourselves for what apparent purpose?




  Love is a very popular subject. So much has been written about it, so much attention given it almost to the point of obsession, it may seem as if everyone must understand what love is by now. You cannot be a member of our modern (or postmodern?) civilization without being barraged by an unceasing stream of visual media containing much material, many stories and presentations whose theme is wholly or partially “love.” It may be love between human beings (and often is), love of family, romance, love of friends, of pets, of possessions and accomplishments. The romantic fixation in particular is an obsessive theme in so much of the entertainment material paraded before our eyes in many variations of the boy meets girl story, and despite the conflicts, difficulties, ambiguities, and contradictions often present as part of the story line, one question never seems to arise: Is the romantic fixation truly an expression of love?








  



  What is Love? What is It really? Is It dependence, attachment, desire or attraction? Does It have anything to do with pleasure, security or comfort? Love Itself is a flame that burns brightly in the hearts of those who have given themselves to Love, who want nothing else but to be consumed by Love, giving up all else, all other attachments, laying them on the altar of Love until the whole world is reduced to ashes. When nothing remains but Love, when even the heart has been burned away leaving only emptiness, then Love will come to fill that emptiness and sorrow will be no more. Love embraces all, dissolving everything into Itself, leaving nothing to interfere or take Its place. Only then can freedom arise and loose the mind from the bonds of earth. Earth cannot hold the heart that rises on the wings of Love. Gravity cannot hold the mind that soars to the heavens propelled by the force that is Love. Love in Itself contains all happiness, all joy; all peace arises within It. How can gratitude and appreciation exist without Love? All that is good and right in the world, all kindness and generosity, charity and compassion, all high ideals whose purpose is the good of all have their source in Love. Love is a force, a mighty power for good, the power behind all true creativity for creativity is Love in action.




  It has been said Love bears all, endures all, does not give way to pride or arrogance. Love forgives all; there is no act of hatred or violence that is not forgiven through Love. Love recognizes all are part of It. There are no exceptions and never will be. Only Love can heal all hurts, all conflicts, and make all things right again.




  Whenever the urge to escape arises in your mind, what do you do? What are you escaping from? That is obviously the question to ask. What is it in your mind that you want to avoid? Could we say that fear is what you are trying to avoid? That’s it, isn’t it? The avoidance of fear is one of the main preoccupations of the human mind. Much of the behavior whose purpose is to avoid fear arises as an unconscious response; the individual may not be and often is not aware of the motivation that is driving action. Fear plays a major role in human life, not just the obvious fears around our relationships, vocation, money and achievements, but the more subtle psychological fears having to do with self-image, a sense of worth, the opinions of others etc.




  The sunrise is behind me now as I head west, the sky brightening with the first light of dawn. This is the time of transition from the darkness and mystery of night to the clear and even harsh light of day, when everything begins to stand out in all its glory, its secrets revealed for all to see. The mind seems foggy, unclear, the subtle movements beneath its surface cloaked in invisibility, running their own course without any regard for what goes on above. So deep this thing called mind, its different levels seemingly pursuing their own aims and following their own laws, heedless of what goes on above or below. Yet every level affects all others and is affected by it in turn. Information filters down, is absorbed in different ways, digested or rejected, and its influence one way or another becomes part of the ongoing parade that is the constant movement of mind.




  Whatever occurs to you must be filtered through mind and mind decides to act or not act according to past experience and tendency. Impulses that arise in consciousness are screened and evaluated, then judged good or bad, worthy or unworthy accordingly. Impulses from the deeper levels of mind are blocked and rejected, or recognized and welcomed. There is nothing that can enter your conscious mind without the willingness to receive it.




  The mind thinks, “I am a body




  I will live a little while


  Then return to dust.”




  All bodies die, they were made
That they would die.




  That is their purpose.








  



  Mind ignores this fact,




  Pretends death is far off, imaginary,
Until it comes knocking on the door.
“Go away,” the mind says,


  “I am not ready.”


  “That’s what they all say,” says death.
“You have forgotten our appointment,
It cannot be rescheduled,


  You must come with me.”




  And go you will as the world
Vanishes before your eyes.




  Death seems to be the enemy


  Always with you.




  A dark shadow,


  Hidden in your mind,


  Waiting, waiting,


  For that appointed day.




  Death has another purpose, a real purpose.
It reminds you to live and love,


  It reminds you the world


  Is not your home.




  You are a visitor here,


  An exile from a far country.




  Death hands you a return ticket


  To the world you left,


  In the other hand is a free pass


  Back to the land where


  The sun never sets.




  How you live here


  Determines which you choose.




  How could the wind do other




  Than what it does?








  



  Can a river refuse to return to the sea?




  It can return now or wait


  Thousands of years.




  The ending will be the same.




  For this it was created,


  To flow, to flow until


  The flowing becomes a silence,


  The silence of the great ocean


  That contains all.




  Watch your mind, listen to it in silence. If you are patient and gentle, it will tell you about yourself, who you are and who you are not. Do this long enough and confusion will vanish. The mind will shine with a clarity that illuminates all things. But you must be patient, don’t hurry it. All things come to those who wait. Mind cannot be forced to reveal itself. Let it show you what you are at its own pace, in its own time. Be quiet and observe today and tomorrow and the day after tomorrow and the day after that until today becomes tomorrow and the future is no more. Even today will vanish and you will disappear into awareness itself. Then nothing more can be said.




  What am I?




  Don’t expect an answer.




  Time was made for that question


  Yet the answer is not in time.




  Beyond all time is a place


  Where all questions are answered,


  Where the one answer to


  All doubt, all questioning waits,


  The mind cannot go where all words vanish.
Answer and question are the same wrapping.
Open the wrapping and nothing remains.
Live with that nothing.








  



  Let it contain you and




  You will know freedom.




  Today is the day




  Not tomorrow, yesterday,


  Or the day after tomorrow.




  The day is sufficient unto itself
Without recourse to what went before.
The future awaits your decision


  To be what it will be.




  Do not disappoint it, to cover it over
With the dust of the past,


  Is to live in a graveyard


  Before you are dead.




  Do not turn and look




  At what lies behind.




  Empty mirages and phantoms.




  Listen to the wind, let it guide you


  To a place of refuge.




  There is nothing else to do.




  Let the branches all around you


  Bend, each in its own direction.




  Fly like an arrow to its mark,


  Let nothing deter your silent flight.




  If the eye of the archer remains true


  Only the wind is heard rustling the pines.




  Do not be afraid to be as nothing.




  Somethings are afraid of everything.
Do not be a something.




  At the core of everything is nothing.
Nothing thinks itself something
And form is born.








  



  Time and space give shape to form.




  They are but a stage upon which
Imagination invents experiences.
Experiences multiply, complexity appears,
Worlds wheel about within the chaos
Images in an empty mirror.




  Hypnotized by sound and movement


  You forget the mirror.




  Mind is the mirror of emptiness.




  The holy mountain stands aloof, unmoved by the activity below. Its blessings are given to all; its peace is freely bestowed upon those who are willing to share it. Nothing can disturb its majestic serenity, not even the noisy machines that race across the snow with their clatter and the stink of diesel fumes. The tiny creatures that crawl about on its slopes on two legs or four, come and go as the seasons change and the years pass away but the mountain remains, its presence beyond all change, all littleness. Once it arose as a great fire melted rock and ash sowing destruction, purging its slopes and the valley below of the past, of the growth of millennia. In time life returned, covering the charred ground with a carpet of green.




  The summit, upraised, looked down on the changes it had wrought and found them good. And so it remains, waiting for the time when the fire will be called to return and cleanse the land below. For now, the mountain shares its beauty and silence with all and the life-giving waters flow to the valleys and villages that surround it. The Sacred Light of its Presence uplifts and heals hearts and minds and sometimes even bodies. No payment is asked; only the willingness to receive and to respect the power that gives itself so freely.




  God has given his mountains a special purpose: to stand above the petty dramas and jealousies of human life, the endless conflicts and tragedy; to be images of beauty and strength that reach from the earth to the heavens, unaffected by change and human destiny. The mountains represent what we must strive for, what the great ones in our history have embodied. Each of us must become in our own life a mountain peak that rises above what is meaningless and represents all that is best and highest in human life. Each of us must become a place of beauty and healing, a source of the life-giving waters that flow into the pain and sadness of human life.




  Some days seem strange, as if the minutes get out of step and begin to trip over one another. Things don’t work out, there is no smoothness to activity; fits and starts, stumbles, and always the timing is wrong. Time is like an escalator that is breaking down and starting again. If you hold on long enough you will get to the top but you fall on your face when you get there. Before you stand on another escalator, so gingerly you step aboard holding tightly to the railing. Before you know it the day is over, the ride shuts down and it’s time to sleep. Tomorrow is another day.




  Nothing is stranger than time. No one knows what it really is yet all are in it, carried along helplessly it seems to some destination we know not where. It does no good to complain, you will go along for the ride whether you like it or not. Somewhere up ahead lies the future, glittering with promise, yet you can’t get there from here. Instead the future comes to you disguised as today, a today that becomes yesterday, a memory of what was and will be again. The future has already happened though we don’t remember until it gets here.




  Time is very subtle; we cannot see it or grasp it but cannot deny its existence. The evidence of it is everywhere in the changes around us. How did this all happen we cannot say; it just does somehow. Over time the body changes; it grows up, matures, then slowly weakens. We have no control over time but we can try to control or mitigate its effects. Never are we more than partially successful for time is all-powerful and takes us where it will. “Time waits for no man” it is said and it waits for no woman either. All are swept along in the ceaseless flow that is time as it winds its way along towards the great ocean of eternity.




  There is nothing static about time. As a child, I once tried to stop time by counting to three and then willing the present moment to hold still so I could grasp it but it would not hold still. I tried again, over and over until I realized life was not a static thing that could be grasped but rather something active, something that flowed without ceasing, carrying me along whether I wanted to go or not. At best we can seem to direct our lives, to control certain of life’s conditions. Some are very good at this. Yet ultimately all control is lost when the sands of time have all poured through the narrow opening at the bottom of the hourglass carrying us with them as time empties itself into eternity.




  Whatever time is lost




  Cannot be found again


  No matter where you look.




  Fortunately, as my friend used to say,


  “When God made time, He made plenty of it.”
Yet is there only so much


  Allotted to each of us.




  Use it well.




  You will not pass this way again.




  The sun rises, trees bend with the wind,




  My shadow falls across the wall.




  It follows me everywhere I go


  But vanishes when night comes.




  The moon casts no shadows


  They cannot live in reflected light.




  We are like the moon,


  We live by the reflected light








  



  Of the Great Sun.




  Live in that Light


  All shadows will vanish.




  The body is little more than a shadow
Lying across the face of the inner Sun.




  * * *




  The pines stand so straight and tall




  The earth beneath them covered with needles.
Sunlight filters through the trees


  Patches of light everywhere.




  I sit in silence


  Listening to the conversation of leaves


  Dancing in the wind.




  Birds telling their story


  To each other and to me.




  I’m amazed at what I hear.




  The same story is told


  A hundred different ways.




  Joy then pain then joy again


  Love and hate and love again.




  Gain and loss and gain and loss,


  Always the story repeats but the characters change.
The movements are different, situations alternate
Yet the result is always the same.




  Whatever I say, it nevertheless seems to be wrong, incomplete or insufficient somehow; words fail me however I attempt to describe it. The Lord comes as He will and I have nothing to do with it other than to be receptive, willing, and aware; to be available to remember, to recognize in my heart and mind what I am being given, which is always something of His Presence, His Light, and His Love. Though this is very healing, lifting me out of the world for a time, it seems to uncover again and again another layer of darkness, of fear, anger and judgment, which must then be faced, understood, and healed. There seems to be no step forward without a requirement that more of the deeper layers of mind be exposed and the imperfections and resistances therein be purged. This purification of mind is an ongoing process that accompanies the whole movement of spiritual realization, also called spiritual awakening. The awakening of the lower nature, which is temporal and illusory to the higher nature by whose reflected light it is aware and to which it owes its existence, is an intense process that must take place on all levels of mind, being, and action. There is no progress, without the purgation of the mind for mind must become empty, clear, and undistorted in order to receive the reflection of Truth, of God, of His Light and Love.




  Heaven cannot be taken by storm; all is given by grace. By grace we live and by grace we are released. Our part is to make ourselves available to that grace. This means a quiet, empty, and purified mind, and an open and surrendered heart. When all the activity of mind, the many thoughts, desires, and impulses are stilled, replaced by the desire for God, and all the attachments and affections of the heart dissolve into the Love for God, then God will come into that mind and heart. He has always been there but His Presence is covered over by the chaos of the human mind, its constant activity, and the divided allegiance of the human heart.




  Whenever He wills, He will come but you must be ready. A clean and empty place must be made for Him within you for He cannot come into the midst of chaos and conflict. God will do His part and we must do ours. It takes great energy, strength of mind, and stability of attention to receive That which comes from far beyond the body and mind. The human mind, split by many contrasting desires and impulses, riven by divisions and contradictions, is too weak and scattered to receive much less hold the reflected Image of the Divine in the mirror of its Soul. Just as the moon is not reflected on the restless and stormy surface of the sea, so is God’s Presence unable to register on the restless and turbulent mind filled by an unceasing parade of thoughts and restless emotions. You cannot have it both ways; either your mind and perceptions are turned to the things of this world, of the senses, or the mind, turned inward and stilled, sinks into the depths within where, in deepest peace and silence, it comes into communion with its Source.




  What to do on a cold and rainy day?




  Dress warmly, walk upon the mountain.




  The forest always welcomes rain


  The trees and shrubs delight in it.




  Healing manna bringing life to a thirsty world.




  Smell of damp pine needles,




  Ravines filled again with the song
Of flowing water.




  The drip drip drip from


  The outstretched branches.




  Joy cannot be measured


  Yet it can be felt.




  Cold gray sky, rain threatens,
The wind in the pines is still


  Smell of damp earth.




  Mind still, waiting for rain


  I sit beside the flowing water


  Emptiness all around,


  Immeasurable fullness of Being.




  There is no merit in doing what you must. That is done by all. To do what is necessary is easy. The pressure of necessity provides the motivation; little is asked of you. To do what is right is quite another matter. All too often right action or response is not convenient, does not benefit us only. Right action is seldom limited by self-interest nor is that its purpose. Right action benefits all, benefits the whole. That whole may be a group, a town, a family, the earth, or the web of life. Right action may have unforeseen consequences, consequences that extend into the future or beyond the immediately visible. Always it arises from Love, from the recognition that all are connected and all are affected by what each of us may or may not do. Right action rests on responsibility, the individual responsibility each of us has for those around us, for the life that surrounds us. Right action is always helpful and always necessary. Integrity is the capacity to act in harmony with the needs of all, to act without selfishness or narrow self-interest; even at times to undertake action that will seem to go against our self-interest. Integrity is rooted in the spiritual understanding that I am my brother’s keeper, therefore I am called upon to love my neighbor as myself and everyone, without exception, is my neighbor.




  It’s been raining for two days. Low, dark clouds, grayness everywhere. The rain has been steady but not heavy, unceasingly pelting us from above. Cars of many different colors darting everywhere. The rain does not slow them down anymore. So important to get to where I am going as fast as possible regardless of consequences. Seems as if a sense of perspective, a rational valuation of tasks, of what I do and how I do it, has somehow vanished into the digital haze that hangs over so many minds. So much stimulation, so many apps to take the place of what I used to do myself, so many ways to avoid the present, the here and now, by turning my attention elsewhere. Meeting and experiencing life directly has lost its popularity, dethroned by a virtual “reality” that offers endless distractions. Many of us are becoming digital dunces, sitting in a little corner of our own minds, wondering who to text next or tweeting madly our latest banal thoughts to the world out there that we are so busy avoiding direct contact with.




  Tweety birds tweet, humans converse, engage in meaningful communication, or so it used to be. We were made for better things; at least that’s the way it seems to some of us. To spend so much of daily life staring at the little screen in your hands while the richness and beauty of life passes you by unnoticed is a great tragedy. When you see a beautiful sunset or mountain range, enjoy it, engage with it in your heart and mind, be present with it. Simply capturing it on your digital device is meaningless. To reduce life to a series of texts, tweets, and snapshots is to miss it entirely. And saddest of all is the fact that so few even notice what their life has become or remember when a little more sanity and perspective was a part of how we lived.




  Do you know the name of the person(s) who live(s) next to you or across the street? Do you greet each other if your paths cross somewhere? Is there a sense of neighborhood where you live; is it a place where you can borrow a cup of sugar or a tire iron if the need should arise? Neighborhoods seem to be going out of fashion in many places, replaced by communities of strangers who have minimal contact with each other. What kind of life is it to live in isolation, in a kind of digital and emotional cocoon, a cocoon that does not allow its inhabitants to ever break out and find a sense of freedom. Humans are social beings. Throughout our history we have lived together and depended on each other for support in many ways. The increasing isolation from each other and from the simplicity of every day interaction with our fellow human beings seems to be gaining speed. The proliferation of substitutes for personal interaction such as e-mail and the various forms of social media seems almost like an unconscious attempt to fill in the growing void in human life. Yet these means are not the equal of what they replace but simply increase the distance between us. There is a place and a function for them. A sense of community via digital communication is better than no community at all but there is no adequate replacement for what we are losing. As society “progresses” and “evolves,” there are tradeoffs always, and some things are lost or given up in order to gain what is considered of greater value. We have now reached a point, however, where the tradeoffs are becoming a bad deal. What is given up is too often significantly more valuable than what is replacing it though many do not seem to notice that as of yet. The obsession with ever new “toys” and gadgets seems to be reducing many of us to virtual children or perpetual adolescents always looking for new distractions or stimulations to keep us occupied.




  Is reason sufficient to explain all our activities, the attitudes we hold and the values we embrace? Even a cursory look at the world situation, the conflict, fear, violence, and unrestrained greed that drive much of human life, makes apparent that often reason is absent in our day to day affairs, our relationships one with another, our values, and even our thoughts, words, and deeds. The ever-present tension and frantic busyness that drive us make peace and happiness seemingly impossible.




  Have things ever been different in human life? Has a relative or sufficient degree of peace and harmony prevailed on the many levels on which human interaction takes place? There is, in some cultures at least, a recurring myth of a Golden Age in which just rulers led a peaceful and happy society based on the highest principles discovered by the human mind. Even now, our Western democratic society has attempted and continues this attempt to establish conditions under which the majority of citizens have a reasonable chance to pursue the good life: A sufficient measure of personal liberty, and individual happiness and fulfillment. The American concept of the “golden years” is perhaps a faint echo of the older myth reduced to the level of the individual, although in truth, the concept seems more of a marketing slogan held out like a carrot before the hardworking masses to keep their attention diverted from the present.




  Consider the idea of a peaceful, harmonious existence in which happiness and contentment are attainable. Is not this a question of balance, a balance based on our understanding of the factors of life, of the underlying basis of life, and right relationship to each other, to the earth on which we live, and to the means by which we make a living and fulfill our needs and desires? I think it’s safe to say that most every one of us, underneath the goals and activities of our lives, are seeking a sense of happiness and contentment, a happiness and contentment that we believe is dependent on our activities and the attainment of our goals whatever they may be.
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