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To my wife, Barbara,
and the Great Wing essence within her.
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who encouraged me to risk writing
in spite of my fears,
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I send it out again.
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Foreword


The late Mother Teresa of Calcutta suggested that
The Great Wing he published in Italian by Rizzpli.
This is a translation of the foreword to that edition.

[image: images] At first glance, The Great Wing might seem like an expression of the New Age culture, but in reality it belongs to the new consciousness that is expanding in the world, including the currently popular concept of recovery.

The volume is a complement to the parable of Jonathan Livingston Seagull, and it reveals the various phases of transformation of an individual goose, Gomer, while he passes from the limitations of his own ego into a sense of community with the flock.

Through crises of self-esteem, of credibility, and of motives surrounding his own existence, the transcendence of his ego leads him to the “Flock Mind.” In this new inner worldview, Gomer can reach “Density One,” which, as the book describes, is nothing other than the simple joining of the individual into the collective consciousness. This allows Gomer and the flock to take off on the grand migratory flight, a symbol of the ultimate realization.

“At some time in their lives,” the book reads, “all creatures doubt that they have been given the inner strength to fulfill their destinies… .’The Great Wing is always there,’ said Grandpa. ‘It is your nature, your essence. It never leaves you.... It is essential to believe in yourself, but it is also essential to fly with those who believe in you too.”

The great challenge in life is to become that which in essence we already are. To awaken the giant that sleeps inside us: this is the great duty!

Frequently I heard Mother Teresa say, “So as a seed is destined to become a tree, so we are also destined to grow into the same consciousness of Christ.”

The postmodern period, which actually developed from the youth revolution of the ‘60s, has provoked the exploration of new inner spaces and new points of view, hastening the crises of values and credibility of our social-cultural system and religious system, crises that we brought on ourselves before the ‘60s, and particularly from the period after World War II.

While on one hand, in a negative sense, a lot of moral and ethical barriers were broken, such as those regarding sexuality and the frontiers of the mind and the subconscious with psychoactive drugs, yet in a positive sense, the whole spiritual world in us was rediscovered, and it claimed us.

By spirituality, I don’t necessarily mean formal religion. One can follow formal religion and still be void of spirituality, or one can be spiritual without ever joining a formal religion; I personally believe, like Etienne Gilson, the French philosopher, that good paths lead to the gospel.

In the last forty years or so, through the media, journeys to the East, and experiments of every kind, the young have put into action other forms of perceptions of the spirit, union with the divine, the Ultimate Reality. Beyond the concepts and the familiar terms of our Judeo-Christian faith, there are popular notions that the same spiritual reality exists in other forms, in other cultures, even older and sometimes deeper than our systems.

The Universal law that governs every existence, and which in the philosophy of the Vedanta was called Sanatha Dharma, describes none other than that which we call, in perhaps a more personal sense, Divine Providence, and in this book, the Great Wing.

Our duty, all things considered, aside from our different paths, is to realize in time and in the space of our individuality what Saint Ignatius of Loyala called, in his book Spiritual Exercises, “the purpose for which we were created.”

If we don’t satisfy this deep necessity of being, we will always be divided within ourselves, running behind our superficial desires and neglecting to remember our deeper needs.

This discrepancy with ourselves will never allow us to find the synergy that makes us enter into the “Density One” and that allows us to take the flight of the Great Wing to the transcendence of our ego, the transcendence of the world of senses, in the freedom of the absolute of God, and with that plenitude which will never wear out.

The Great Wing points out a path of belief and recovery that stimulates readers to question themselves on the great mysteries of existence. Through all the many stages of growth, the great voyage consists of reaching a goal of integration and realization of oneself.

Finally, some words about the author. Doctor Tartaglia is a dear friend from whom I have learned many things. He introduced me to various systems of recovery that he was working with, such as psychiatric medicine, to treat the various forms of dependence and mental illness and spiritual illness that inflict the individuals of our time.

We met, by one of the strange contrivances of the “great mandala” that is Divine Providence, in the “Mother House” of the Missionary Sisters of Charity in Calcutta.

It was specifically Mother Teresa who brought us together. A recovery center for drug addiction was being organized not far from the “Mother House,” on Lenin Serani street, and I was looking for skilled help. Mother Teresa asked Doctor “T” to come to paint and clean the designated rooms in the center. Doctor “T” instead thought that he could do something better for me, and he invited me into his hotel for a beautiful lunch that I really needed. He spoke to me about the various systems of recovery and the spiritual beliefs that he knew about. He illustrated to me in a profound manner the system of the “Twelve Steps” that are applied to various types of dependence and that are most popularly known by the members of A.A. (Alcoholics Anonymous).

He explained to me another system of belief called the “Master Mind,” which developed in Michigan from the Church of Today, a concept that made a particular impression on me and received the most results with the first group of people together in Calcutta.

From this meeting was born a friendship that lasts still and that on many occasions has been a reciprocal stimulus in the face of the great existential flight.

This is how I am certain that The Great Wing will be a stimulus and a spiritual awakening for many people who are seeking the inner path and searching for completion, imperceptibly, step by step, one day at a time, something that they, like Gomer, the protagonist of this work, had never before dared to hope for. This book, in truth, is just a simple parable that contains a powerful message: an invitation to total wholeness, which is the process of synergy that introduces the individual to the spirit of the flock and allows people to realize the journey of the Great Wing.

Father Angelo Scolozzi
Servant Leader
Missionaries of Charity, Third Order
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The Struggle to Surrender

[image: images] For thousands of years, flocks of geese have been flying in unison from the Northern Lakes to their winter homes in Chesapeake Bay. No flock has ever flown more than a few miles without naturally forming flight patterns. And when migration occurs, the flight patterns become very special.

Scientists have tried to explain the aerodynamics of geese flight patterns, but they still do not understand how these patterns are established. The whole flock instinctively creates a “V” formation, almost like one giant bird.

There is a lesser and a greater wing in the formation. The left side is of lesser strength and is shorter. The lesser wing is manned by the older, infirm birds and by those that are too young to work the greater wing. The stronger birds are able to sustain the phenomenal stress of flying in the greater wing. They bring the flock safely to their new home, a place prepared for them when autumn arrives.

For every animal in nature, the changing of the seasons has a different meaning. To the young, it represents the wonder of the many faces of life. To the old, it brings a sense of reassurance in the constancy of change. For a young goose named Gomer, the change of seasons, though marked by wonder, caused a stirring in his heart that left him feeling uneasy.

All summer, nature had seemed unwavering, but now the days were getting shorter and the evenings growing longer. Gomer Goose had noticed that the leaves were turning many shades of red and gold. There was unusual activity in the flock. Grandpa Goose had been trying to get Gomer to go to flock training, to take the lessons that all geese must learn before their first migration.

To Gomer, the idea of discipline was repulsive; there just didn’t seem to be any merit in it. Flying meant being free—free from life’s problems, free from responsibility, just plain free!

He refused to accept the idea of learning to get the Flock Thought into his mind. He wasn’t really sure that he wanted to leave the area of the Northern Lakes anyway. The summer had been so much fun. He had hung around with the other geese and had had a wonderful time frolicking in the water, fishing, and playing all day. The days were getting shorter, though, and the weather seemed to be getting colder.

The older geese kept talking of flying to another bay, but because it was so far away, he tired just thinking about the long trip. And then there was this Flock Thought that he just didn’t understand. Sometimes the older ones called it Flockmindedness, and others called it the Flock Mind. Since it had so many names, how was he to understand what Grandpa called “just one big idea”? How could he fly with them if he really didn’t have a grasp of what they were talking about?

For the past few days, he had seen the other geese talking. They would get together and discuss their visions of the beautiful new home that Nature was preparing for them. Every cycle she did this, yet in Gomer’s mind there was no guarantee that this event was going to happen again. The older members of the flock seemed to be certain that their winter home was waiting for them. They told Gomer that they intuitively knew and were convinced of its beauty and readiness.

Gomer was skeptical. It just couldn’t be. Grandpa had warned him that he must fly south with them or suffer in the cold weather and experience immeasurable hardships. The geese who stayed behind were never seen or heard from again. The shelters that the stragglers built never seemed to last through the winter; they were destroyed when the great freeze came. Even though Gomer had his doubts about going, he could see from the activity of the flock that just about everyone believed that it was better to make the migration than to remain. A strange time it was, the changing of the seasons, and it made Gomer feel a certain pressure to do something, even though he wasn’t certain what it was. No matter what he did, he never felt that he was prepared for the long flight.

For some time, Grandpa had been grooming Gomer for the migration. Gomer had heard numerous stories of how the geese would develop the Flock Thought to such intensity that the migration would become automatic, but he didn’t believe them. Grandpa understood Gomer’s dilemma. In a comforting voice he had said, “Not to worry, little one. When the time comes for the great migration to our winter home, your natural instincts will enable you to develop the Flock Thought.” Gomer could hear his grandfather’s words echoing in his mind.

[image: images]



2
Density One

[image: images] Bombarded by all these facts and ideas, Gomer was skeptical about the notion that Density One would be reached. He was even more skeptical that the flock would then spontaneously form specific migratory flight patterns. Gomer had two major problems with this idea. First, no one was able to explain to him how this incredible process called Density One occurred. Second, he wasn’t even sure what they meant when they discussed the concept of migration. All he knew, from the discussions of distance and air speeds at the older birds’ group meetings, was that it must be a lot of hard work. He suspected that it was very dangerous and that the whole flock was leaving itself vulnerable to a vast assortment of unforeseen problems.

As he paddled quietly around the pond, he thought about the Density One phenomenon. He repeatedly asked himself, “What is it really, and how is it done? Will I even understand it when it happens? Couldn’t I just continue practicing the types of flying that I already know?” His grandfather had told him it was quite all right to learn other forms of flying—to slow himself down and speed up, to play on the pond, to frolic and to exercise his wings.

“That is all well and good,” he could hear Grandpa say. “But there comes a time when what you learn must be used to ensure the survival of the whole flock into another season!”

“Grandpa sure was serious,” he thought. “In order to ensure the survival of the flock into the new season, I must share what I have learned with the other birds. But there is nothing wrong with this season. Why should I bother to change anything? I just want to stay and play!” With that, a cold wisp of wind lightly reminded him that the seasons were changing. He approached the shore and continued to muse about all the new information being presented to him.

“In any case,” he said to himself, “this Density One that Grandpa spoke about will supposedly be reached when enough birds entertain the thought of migration and the Flock Mind is held simultaneously by a large enough proportion of the flock.” Of course, these were only fancy words to Gomer. “I guess it simply means that when a lot of us geese start worrying enough about leaving, something is bound to happen.” But he was sure of only one thing: that he didn’t understand it all. He was almost certain that he preferred to stay behind, and this thought made him feel lonely.

The Great Ones of the flock always made the trip and always seemed to return. They enjoyed the good times they had each summer, but they still had to endure this terribly long flight. They seemed to like it, though—it was more than just OK. From what they said, it seemed that once you were really into it, once you really got going, you could fly for days as effortlessly as a wisp of smoke from a chimney. Obviously, there was a secret to the effortless flight of the Great Ones. Gomer wondered what that secret was and if he would be able to learn it.
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The Great Wing

[image: images] Like most geese, Gomer had been raised in the Northern Lakes region, an enchanted land of forests, ponds, and streams, nestled in the lovely foothills of the Laurentian Mountains. In winter, the lakes lie dormant beneath a soft, silent blanket of snow as they wait for Mother Nature’s power to imbue them with life. In spring, the season when Gomer was born, the land sparkles from clear mountain dew on the grass of small meadows surrounding the lakes. Flowers suddenly abound, blossoming to herald the birth of the young geese. The little birds learn to play in these cool waters amid a changing cascade of spring colors. Life is easy for the young of the flock. Nature entertains them with her endless distractions and provides what their minds and bodies need in order to grow.

By their very essence, the Northern Lakes nurture life. They flow with an abundance of all that is necessary for survival It is in this special environment that young geese innocently spread their wings in their first attempt at flying. As spring transforms itself into the heat of summer, the bodies of the young geese metamorphose into powerful instruments capable of graceful flight on the northern winds, and as the seasons changed, the naive Gomer was transformed into a strong young bird. With only a hint of provocation, his instinct to fly would drive him up into the cool northern air.

Nature has blessed geese with the ability to maneuver the wind, a potential that young geese seldom realize. The older ones know that it takes at least one migration to learn to tap into their potential. Migration teaches the young that unity is essential. If left alone, the young geese would not be able to learn this skillful movement so quickly. But they are surrounded by their families and friends, who possess a fierce loyalty. In other words, geese bond together; they flock. At sunset, formations of geese can be seen moving along the horizon, seeming to float amid the purple and gold as day passes into night.
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“Take a flight into spiritual transformation as you experience how
possibility thinking works its wonders on this flock.”
—Dr. Robert H. Schuller, founder of the Crystal Cathedral

“This is an inspiring spiritual story for all people in recovery.”
—Father Leo Booth, author of The Angel and the Frog

“If you want to soar above the clouds and prosper during the chal-
lenging entrepreneurial journey, then read and follow the values and
lessons captured in this inspiring book.”

—Mitchell Schlimer, chairman, Let's Talk Business Network

“I devoured this book. I couldn’t put it down. I was so excited about
The Great Wing that | immediately shared it with my friends.”
—Diane Bedore, national sales trainer, Women's Life
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“This is one of the most touching and yet powerful parables I have ever read.”
—0g Mandino
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