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Chapter One

What is Soul Work? What does it look like? Why is it Worth Doing?

So you’ve decided to start a memoir. Good. This book will help you in that process. It won’t be prescriptive – it won’t tell you what you must have and where in the text you must have it. Instead it will take you through a series of exercises and writing activities, all of which are designed to bring memories to light, and to do so in a new way. And it will ask you to listen to yourself in all this, so that you can decide what needs to be in your memoir, and what shape it needs to take. For this will be an individual choice for each writer. There are no cookie-cutters here. One size will not fit all. And so as we go through this book I’ll ask you to take the time to do the exercises; if this process is to work properly you cannot just think about doing them, you’ll actually have to put pen to paper (or fingers to keyboard) and write. In this way you’ll learn to value the memories you have and allow them speak to you. Only then can they reveal their deep meaning to you – the meaning you’ve been looking for.

For the past thirty years I’ve spent a considerable amount of time with people young and old as they write about their lives, getting them to tell their stories in the ways that feel most authentic to each of them. What has become clear over that time is that writing about one’s life, or better still, writing the story of one’s life, causes change at a deep level. So profound is this process that it seems to be best described as Soul Work, since it moves each writer into a different relationship to him or herself and to the past. If you take on this work it will also alter your relationship to the world around you, which in turn provides an enhanced sense of what matters most in life. It’s a spiritual process, although it might not look like it when one watches a writer, day after day, at the desk.

Writing one’s life story involves a process that most people don’t quite understand. To explain I’ll give you a comparison. In Andrei Tarkovsky’s wonderful movie The Sacrifice, which he made as he was dying of cancer, there is a minor character - a small boy who is seen everyday walking over a barren landscape lugging a bucket of water, which he pours over the base of a very dead-looking tree. People tell him it’s useless, but he keeps popping into the frame, barely strong
enough to carry the bucket and does it anyway. The other characters shake their heads and sigh, busy with their confusions and arguments. Almost the last scene in the movie shows the boy still dragging the bucket up the hill, except now the tree has green buds and leaves on it.

As a metaphor for Tarkovsky’s hope that the then Soviet Union would eventually change, it works well and all the more eerily so since the Soviet tyranny did in fact collapse a few years later, after Tarkovsky was dead. As a metaphor for quiet belief in daily devotion to a task it works also. The filmmaker must have felt he was rather like the small boy, trying to coax an uninterested world intent on its absurd arms race to turn back to life and to living. And from our point of view it has deep resonance too – turning up every day to write one’s life story may look to some like a losing proposition, but in the doing of it something changes within the writer. Dead trees sprout leaves, one’s sense of life is enriched – and we move closer to an awareness of what our lives might mean.

Knowing this can be a great help as we set out along this seemingly daunting path. Perhaps you will sell your script and make a fortune. That would be delightful. But the first consideration should not be money or readership. It should be that this is work you need to do for yourself.

In some ways, if you are reading this, you are already at that point of change. Deciding to write your memoir means you are already moving into a different relationship to your life experiences. We all have ‘stories’ that we tell ourselves about our lives. Some of these stories are conscious (such as I’m a white male, or that someone else is an Italian female) and some of them may be less conscious, such as when we may tend to act, at times, like victims, or to accept less than we are due, or when we tell ourselves, ‘I never have any luck in this aspect of my life.’ We know some of our stories; others are waiting to be known. When you decide to write your memoir you are saying two things. The first is that you believe you have a story that’s worth sharing. The second is that in sharing it you believe there is some inner value that you are trying to express that can only be conveyed fully by telling that story. Your ‘take’ on the world has value and its ultimate worth also may need to be clarified to you, yourself, through the process of writing it out. This is a little like the difference between the magnificent memo to the boss that you compose at night, lying awake, that is a masterpiece of tact and intelligence, and the actual memo you send, knowing that it will be read in the real world. The first is abstract, operating in a world that you have temporarily created. The second – well, the second version means you actually have to take responsibility for your words.

Each of us has a life story waiting to make its way into the light of day. And there’s no better time to start than right now.


So let’s think about this for a moment. Life comes at us at different speeds. Sometimes it comes so fast we don’t have time to record anything, and we have no opportunity to get things straight in our minds before the next event hurries along. Sometimes it comes at us so slowly that we think nothing much is happening until, much later, we look back and see that in fact a huge amount was going on. Ask any parent of small children – even one who keeps a diary every day without fail – and you’ll get the same answer. The child who was crawling starts to walk, and the parent’s life is never the same again. Since this is the case, how can we even attempt to record all the events that happen to us in a coherent fashion?

Yet if we can’t or don’t take the time to record what happens in our lives then it becomes very hard to make sense of chronology, to keep track of events, and ultimately it becomes almost impossible to understand them. Which of us hasn’t found ourselves, at some time or another in our lives, looking back at an event and saying that we really didn’t see that one coming? Or perhaps we find ourselves not knowing how we got to this particular difficulty. How did my life get to this point? If we can’t remember the steps we went through we’ll find it very hard to understand how we got to our present moment.

At various points in our lives we’ll want to do just that; we’ll want to try and reconstruct the past in order to make sense of it. Perhaps you have reached a turning point in your life and you feel the need to reassess what has been going on. Marriage, graduation, divorce, moving house or changing jobs, the birth of a child, retirement, the arrival of grandchildren, bereavements, a near-death experience – any and all of these events, and others, can move us to the place of contemplation and wonder.

This sort of reassessment is not simply idle or nostalgic, although some people just shrug it off as too complicated to think about. If you allow yourself to review what has happened in your life you’ll be engaged in what I call soul work. It deserves to be taken seriously. If we do the necessary reflecting we can make connections, become more thoughtful, and access our understanding. We can grow our souls and transform our hearts. We can expand our wisdom and our compassion. In fact the very act of wanting to understand is never simply based in idle curiosity: it’s always a desire to look beneath the surface of things, to find the deep structures that make up our psyches.

Many people don’t know this, at least to begin with. Most think that they’ve been through a difficult series of circumstances and they feel the need to get it on paper, somehow. Others feel that they’ve had interesting lives and they want to write it all down. These are good places to start from. And for everyone who does make a start there is the opportunity to do some profound soul work. Still other writers feel a driving need to communicate what they have lived through.
Elie Wiesel described this best when he wrote, “It is the duty of the survivor to speak of his experience and share it with his friends and contemporaries.” Wiesel was a survivor of the Nazi concentration camps, so he knew that sharing his experiences was not just a form of self-indulgence. He wanted to warn others so the events he’d lived through would never occur again. The word he uses, ‘duty’ is an important one. To some extent we owe it to others, and to ourselves, to tell our stories.

Almost every writer I’ve worked with has realized in the course of writing that this was work that could enrich the understanding of what life is, and what it could be. Here’s what one of my students wrote, echoing the thoughts of others: “I write because somehow, when I’m doing it, I begin to see the shapes and patterns of my life, and it begins to make sense to me.” (Mara M.)

This recognition of what one is doing at a deep level sometimes takes a while to emerge, so I’ll give you an example that will show what I mean. Many years ago one of the first people I worked with was Kenny Wightman, a convict locked in the most secure wing of the most secure jail in Massachusetts. He told me he wanted to write his life story because he’d already sold the screen rights to his life and he wanted to be able to produce a book that would tell the real story, not just the Hollywood version. I liked him and what he had to say. I checked out the details. He had in fact sold the rights to his life story to Paramount Pictures, so I agreed to work with him. He was serving a long sentence and needed something to fill his time, to keep his spirits alive, and he hoped the money would be useful to pay his lawyers so he could appeal his conviction. Behind that, though, I sensed a real desire within him to try to come to terms with the life that had led him to where he was at that moment.

We met each week in the grey-walled former death chamber (the remains of the electric chair hookup were still visible on the wall) amid the deafening echoes that rumble through bare concrete buildings where guards and inmates routinely yell at each other. Sometimes we had to speak through a steel mesh, but mostly we were allowed to sit at a table. In the course of our time together Kenny began to see that the more we talked, and the more he wrote, the less his story looked like a simple action-adventure movie. The events were startling, of course, with fast car chases, escapes, life on the run - but we could both see he was beginning to be more thoughtful about them. He was reassessing his life, which seemed oddly fitting in the death-chamber. He was making himself anew as he saw who he had been, and why, and why it wasn’t necessary to remain as that other person. “Sometimes,” he’d say, “when I look back it’s as if I’ve lived a whole other lifetime, and all this happened to another person.” In being able to stand outside his personal experience he could see his actions and judge his life from a different perspective.
And often he wasn’t particularly pleased by what he saw. He was, in this way, rehabilitating himself by writing his story. Each day he was saving his soul, one paragraph at a time.

And it worked. He is now a free man again, living a decent, honest and deeply compassionate life. The whole process was very moving for me, too. Kenny had been famous, in his way, for two things: stealing fast cars and daring the police to catch him (they almost never did, much to their fury); and second, he was an inspired, relentless, resourceful escaper. As a youth his entire attitude had been ‘can’t catch me’. Now he wanted to catch himself so he wouldn’t have to keep running. And as he wrote he became aware of something else as well – if he could understand how he had gone so far astray he felt he might be able to use his story to prevent others from following a similar path. When he saw that, he saw that the story was not merely about himself, but it was a story that reached out to others. It transcended him.

That’s what writing one’s life story can do. It can do it for all of us, even if our lives do not seem at first sight to have been as dramatic as Kenny’s. Not all of us have to find ourselves locked away in a hellish place, as Kenny was, before we start to reflect on who we are. I’d have to say, though, that for some people it’s only when they find themselves at rock bottom with nowhere left to go that they raise the strength to ask, ‘How did I get here?’

If you’ve been to rock bottom, in despair, you’ll know all about this. And if you haven’t been to that point you’ll still have met with situations that have caused you to think about how you’ve chosen to run your life. In doing that you’ll be taking on the soul work that is so important if any of us hope to grow beyond being passive victims of whatever circumstances we have blundered our ways into. That’s when you will begin to reassess your life story.

The important point is that your life story needs to be expressed in more than just talk at the dinner table if you are to learn from it at the deepest, most productive level. It has to include writing. Michael Herr, whose memoir of his experiences as a reporter during the Vietnam war became his book Dispatches, puts it like this: in the book he records that he was going back to the US and before he left he was sharing a few moments with other reporters who had been through similar near-death adventures, wondering how he could possibly make sense of them. His friend Flynn offered him one piece of advice that Herr called “a kind of blessing”, and said: “Don’t piss it all away at cocktail parties.” Herr took the hint and created the extraordinary work that is his memoir, where he asks difficult questions about his own fascination with the war, which again and again led him into highly dangerous situations. The deep understanding came as a result of the writing, not the talking.


Talking about our experiences can help us to let them go, but there may be more to be gained from them, which can be diluted and lost if we’re not careful. As a counselor I’ve noticed how people can talk about their lives and, because talk is so rapid and so hard to pin down, the word choices can lead to distortions, to self-justifications, and to little or large lies and evasions. Talk really is cheap – and often even the speaker doesn’t value it very much. When we take the time to write this entire process is slowed down, especially if we re-read our own words, and we can look at what we’ve written and say: Is that really the way it happened? Or is that just what I’d like it to have been? How about if I tried to see it from the other person’s point of view? Only writing can consistently allow us that degree of self-awareness. Anyone who’s ever kept a diary will know the experience of looking back over the pages and being surprised at some of the thoughts recorded there. Did I really think that way? Well, yes. I must have. Here it is in my own words! And then that recognition leads to another assessment and we move a step closer to a more complex, contradictory version of the truth and away from the self-serving evasions we all like to tell ourselves.

The point is that simply writing things down, journaling or venting, is never enough. It is perhaps no more useful than yelling one’s frustrations into the wind and then forgetting them. It works in the short term but in the long term it means the real stuff of experience, upon which wisdom is built, has been lost. If we are to do the all-important soul work we’ll need some better tools than just a journal, no matter how diligently kept. We’ll need some techniques we can trust. That’s what this book is all about. In it you’ll find specifically tailored exercises and prompts that will lead you to where you need to go – even if you don’t quite know where that place is yet. You’ll find techniques for recruiting your Unconscious awareness so that it works for you, rather than against you. As you do so, you’ll change your relationship to your own past self and in the process create a new version of you. The pain that you felt will not go away, but it will change so that it no longer hurts in the same way. It will be transmuted so that you stand outside it and do not feel damaged or unable or afraid; instead, if you allow it to, the place where you have been hurt will become your place of strength. What does this mean? Anyone who has been victimized and faced the horrible feelings of that event with clarity will know, in his or her soul, what courage truly is, and will never want to be victimized again. When such people speak out they become inspirations for others, and help them to rise above their own wounds. In this way the world becomes more compassionate and more courageous, one person at a time. In fact it’s the only way the world has ever become better.

When you transform your soul and grow in wisdom, you transform other souls around you.



Notes


	Andrei Tarkovsky’s film, The Sacrifice, was released by Kino Video, in 2000.

	Elie Wiesel, writing an endorsement for the back cover of Leon Kahn’s No Time to Mourn; The True story of a Jewish Partisan Fighter, Ronsdale Press, 2004

	Michael Herr, Dispatches, Vintage, 1980, p.267.

	An interesting piece of information comes from Joseph Campbell’s lectures on Navajo myths, as recorded in Mythos I, (Joseph Campbell Foundation, 1996). The legend of the son of the sun and the son of the moon has the brothers go on a quest to find their father, whereupon they are able to return to the world and kill the dragons that have been terrorizing their mother. Once they have killed them, however, the brothers are exhausted and near death. They then meet ‘Talking God’ who tells them that the only way to recover is to create a ceremony in which they themselves provide their life story as the subject of the dance. As an example of the re-vitalizing power of memoir it is unrivaled. It could also be seen with equal validity as an endorsement of talk therapy. In each case the individual needs to find out about his or her ancestry to find out who he or she is, and then it’s possible to kill the monsters that have over-run the ‘homeland’- the experiences of childhood. Finally, the psychic work is completed only by telling the tale. Telling the story saves the person’s life, but only if it is told, or danced, to others and valued in a ceremony, which in turn energizes the listeners. We do not do anything similar in our present day society, and Campbell hints that we are spiritually poorer for that.











Chapter Two

Listening to Your Life: Starting the Writing

So let’s begin. First of all, congratulations are in order. You’ve bought – or borrowed, or perhaps you have even stolen – this book and that demonstrates that you’ve decided to take the idea of writing your life story seriously. You’ve made the most important step, and without that step nothing much can ever hope to happen. In getting hold of this book you’ve told yourself, even if you haven’t told anyone else yet, that you feel you have a story that you need to tell, and that you want to do it in writing. You are responding to the prompting that comes from deep within all writers. I’ve never found a satisfactory word to describe what it is, but it’s almost as if the experiences you have lived through or encountered have reached a point at which they seem to want to make their own way into the world. Sometimes when I work with writers I listen to the way they try to describe that feeling of needing to write, and perhaps the best thing I can say to you is: this is your story telling you how it needs to be told. So, be prepared to listen to what it asks of you. Whether you have several hundred pages of writing ready, or none at all, the process will be essentially the same.

Frederick Buechner calls this process “listening to your life” and it’s hard to overstate the importance of that word ‘listening’. So many people want to shape their information before they’ve even looked at it fully. Writers regularly come to see me with hardly a word written but a strong sense of how their memoir’s chapters will be arranged. It’s natural to think like that and it can be a good starting point. But it’s actually not always that helpful. Thinking that way is a bit like doing what we all do when we seek to justify our own position after an argument we’ve just had. We’re very likely to want to force the facts into our version of how right we are. “There I was, just minding my own business, when suddenly….” That may be a true statement and it might just be the voice of the injured ego, defensive, looking for pity and seeking an ally. We frequently have to be on guard against this aspect of ourselves, since we’re not always right, not always the innocent party, no matter how much we’d like to be vindicated. Being ‘right’ is a concept that comes from the head, from our thinking self. It’s a cognitive defense
that makes us feel better temporarily about whatever has hurt us. Real writing comes from the heart and sometimes it surprises us. When the heart speaks we may find ourselves suddenly feeling compassion for those we thought we loathed. We might find ourselves recognizing how insufferable we were at times, how we antagonized others, how we provoked their anger, and how downright mistaken we were. That’s what happens when one listens to the story that emerges. It gives us insights and surprises we might not always welcome, at least at first.

You can observe this with children: Freddy pokes at Maisie, and Maisie gets annoyed and hits Freddie, whereupon Freddie yells, ‘She hit me! I wasn’t doing anything and she hit me!’ Perhaps Freddie’s actions didn’t merit the thwack he received, but he was hardly an innocent party. If we were able to ask Freddie why he did what he did, he might perhaps eventually reveal that he doesn’t like Maisie, or he envies her, or he thinks she’s spoiled, or he thinks girls are silly. Any number of reasons may exist, all of which have to do with Freddie’s sense of the world as being not to his liking. Of course, Freddie probably can’t articulate that, since he’s only a child and doesn’t have the skills yet. In the meantime, though, he’ll do almost anything so that he can feel he’s right, even if no one else agrees, so he sits and pouts and he’s no closer to any real understanding.

We’re all a bit like Freddie.

I’ll give another example that may help, here. I was speeding down the highway to the bedside of a sick relative whom I feared would die before I got there, when a state trooper pulled me over. I tried to explain what I was doing, roaring through the night on my mission of urgency. Surely he’d see how right this was! Instead he gave me a ticket for doing 80 miles per hour (130 km/h). I drove on, at a more moderate pace. As I did so I began to recognize that I had, in fact, been going much too fast, at night, on a very dark road. I had been foolish and I had been dangerous to myself and to others, and he could have slapped me for doing well over eighty because even though I wasn’t looking at the speedometer in my rush I’m pretty sure I was doing ninety. He had in fact been kind, if I’d had the wit to notice it. He might even have saved me from an accident. And when I arrived at my destination my relative was stable and in no immediate danger – although he did die some months afterwards, having never recovered fully. Looking back on that event now, I can see that part of me enjoyed the drama and reveled in an excuse to drive fast while feeling self-important. My attitude was all ego and the trooper reminded me, in his way, of my posturing. It wasn’t a cheap lesson, but I paid the fine and wrote a letter of thanks to the trooper. It seemed only fair.

Sometimes when we feel we’re absolutely right we’re not really right at all.

These sorts of surprises await us and can only emerge if we’re prepared to let go of our defenses. Here’s another example. A man in one of my groups was writing
about an uncle who had been unhappy and sometimes violent. He was able to see, as he waited for the memories to surface in his awareness, that he was more similar to this uncle than he had wanted to acknowledge. Realizing this he began to come to terms with his own anger, see where it came from, and start to let it go. He thought he was standing outside his uncle’s experience, assessing it coolly. In fact he was facing himself and it was uncomfortable to have to do that. It would have been much easier, and much more evasive, to focus on the uncle.

In another instance, a woman in one of my workshops started her life-writing expecting to produce a memoir about how her brother-in-law had driven another relative to despair and suicide. By listening to her story as it emerged gradually over time, by questioning what she’d written, she was obliged to recognize that other circumstances might have had a role in the relative’s despair and death too, since he’d been to some extent isolated from the family. She would read aloud to the group and stop, sometimes, in mid sentence, saying things like, “It can’t have been like that, can it?” If she hadn’t written her story and then chosen to read it to others, she might never have reached the point of questioning her own words in this way – and so she couldn’t have reached the deeper truths that waited for her. What was remarkable was that she tripped up over her own words, her own version of reality, only when she had to read them aloud. There is something in us that will do this. Our reading will stumble when we aren’t clear about the truth, and it’ll stagger when we tell untruths. It’s as if the body knows and lets us feel it, even when the mind would prefer not to be aware. Obviously this was not a comfortable situation for this woman to have to recognize and cope with. Yet seeing things in this new way allowed her to assess the past afresh, to achieve a sense of peace, eventually, that was based more in truth and less in a fixed idea about others and how much they were to blame. Hers is an extreme example perhaps, but not uncommon. All the writers I’ve worked with, for any period of time, have found themselves surprised in this way, ambushed by the truth.

Not all truths are accessible, unfortunately. One woman who chose to write her life story wanted to present the facts surrounding her husband’s suicide, some thirty years earlier, partly because she wanted her children to know what had happened and partly because she couldn’t understand the event herself. Obviously, the one person who could possibly shed new light on the event was now dead, and so she found herself writing about all the contradictions in her dead husband’s actions. In the end she accepted that there could be no real ‘answer’, no closure that would sew things up neatly. There were only questions. And in the writing she learned, gradually, to let those questions simply exist so that they did not haunt her or make her feel guilty. It was as if writing, even when inconclusive, freed her. This is a major point. Sometimes telling one’s story the best one can, even if there
are huge gaps, sends a message to the Unconscious that says, in effect, that the teller has been honest in the face of one of life’s mysteries, and that is sufficient.

This is important because what happens during memoir writing is that change occurs in the individual’s Unconscious even when the person concerned can’t actually describe that change. The same thing can sometimes happen with dreams. Simply telling one’s dreams to another can sometimes cause inner blockages to dissolve. One may not be able to analyze them in any meaningful way, and ultimately it doesn’t always matter very much if one can. Change still occurs. It’s as if the language of the Unconscious, which is symbolic and exists at a pre-verbal level, can be acknowledged as meaningful even though the meaning isn’t made plain in the conscious world. This shouldn’t surprise us. Anyone who has been moved to tears by music, or by dance, will have a certain amount of difficulty putting into words why the tears welled up when they did; yet something has been communicated at an emotional level that just might be vital. This is soul work happening.

I have a rather hokey comparison I use to describe this phenomenon, but it may help: the Unconscious doesn’t need to have everything explained in order to heal us. It’s a little like what happens when you take your car to an honest mechanic. You tell the mechanic what you think is wrong, he looks at it, fixes it, and even if he tells you what he had to do, unless you truly understand cars you still might not have the faintest idea what he actually did. But you get in your car gratefully and drive away. You don’t really need his explanation, although you do need his expertise. If you had spent the entire day following him around the garage asking questions you would only have slowed up the process and annoyed him. The wisdom of the Unconscious is a little like that. We have to trust it to do what it needs to do. The Unconscious is never dishonest. It’s about the most honest part of you, if you trust it. And sometimes we have to go back and tell it to try again because we’ve not allowed it to be honest with us. Our pride or our fear has got in the way. That’s sometimes why we need to rewrite things a couple of times and try them out by reading them to others.

William Faulkner describes this best. There is a memorable passage in Go Down Moses in which Isaac McCaslin is trying to explain why he feels he can’t accept his inheritance, and he fumbles for words to put his gut feeling into a form that can be understood:


‘Let me talk now. I’m trying to explain to the head of my family something which I have got to do which I don’t quite understand myself, not in justification of it but to explain it if I can.’


Faulkner shows a man attempting to explain why he cannot accept riches he believes to be tainted because accepting them would go against the very spirit of
the land he loves, and he shows that attempt as being unsuccessful as communication. The head of his family doesn’t truly understand. One might say that part of what Faulkner shows is a man trying to do soul work when he hasn’t the resources to explain it successfully, but he goes ahead and does it anyway.

In my workshops I’ve noticed many occasions when writers have read a piece – perhaps a piece that hardly seems dramatic at first – and then have said, “Phew! I didn’t think I’d have the courage to write that, let alone to read it.” The release of tension in such instances is remarkable for the individual. There will be smiles, tears, and often the body posture changes to something far more open, much less tense. So what was going on? In brief, the soul was being allowed space that it hadn’t been allowed before.

Let’s return to the book you are holding in your hands right now. A second thing you can congratulate yourself on is that in getting hold of this book you’ve made another important step; you have acknowledged that writing may involve getting some guidance and a few pointers. Of course, there are plenty of people out there who will give you guidance, but some of these people know almost nothing about what it means to write honestly about one’s life at a deep level. Writing coaches will help you to create a script that, perhaps, you can sell to a publisher. They may want you to conform to ‘what the market needs’ or to work a specific angle. The result may be good or bad, but I can guarantee you that if you are looking to do authentic soul work, then that is a dangerous route to go. James Frey’s famous pseudo-memoir A Million Little Pieces may have made him wealthy and turned him into a household name, but I doubt that his manipulations of fact and distortions of reality led him personally to a place of deep understanding or compassion. Still, that was his choice, and he certainly isn’t the only person to have turned out a bogus memoir. He created a book that was entertainment, but in doing that it was not truly exploration. We won’t be taking that route. You have chosen to take your project seriously and you’ve come to the right place.

When I speak about memoir therefore, please realize that I am not about to guarantee you best-seller status on the New York Times non-fiction list. No one can predict that. What I can offer you is a coherent step-by-step series of activities and reflection points that will be of real help to you as you write about your life. These have been structured in a way that will take you where you need to go. I’ve worked now for several years at the Blue Hills Writing Institute at Curry College and much of the material you will find in this book has come out of that program. The exercises and writing prompts have all been road-tested, so to speak, and found to be highly effective. At Blue Hills we’ve seen how well the program can work. Clearly this won’t be quite the same experience as being in a class, yet it can offer you many advantages, since not everyone can travel long distances to attend a weeklong workshop.
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