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            We Are Moved by Invisible Forces
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        “What is essential is invisible to the eye.” —Antoine de Saint Exupéry

        

      

      Near Santa Cruz, on beautiful Monterey Bay, there is a marvelous place called Steamers Lane where the accomplished and novice surfers test their skills of balance and timing against the temperamental Pacific Ocean. The rookies jump on their boards too early, and the skulking waves pass underfoot before cresting behind them and gently roll them along as if in a wading pool. Other unlucky amateurs rise too late when the towering wave is in full decent and plunges them with indifference to the craggy rocks below. However, the master surfer dude, by some combination of skill and intuition, recognizes the potency of a wave in the distance and times its ascent perfectly to propel them effortlessly to the shore. “Ride what moves…and move your feet” is rightfully the surfer dude’s mantra for becoming part of a greater generative force. Action is the interplay of these forces, the ocean and the surfer, and on occasion unwelcome intruders like tiger sharks, operating in an ancient dance where all participants are beings within a common ecosystem looking to prosper in an environment that decidedly moves toward a greater form of balance.

      We cannot control the ocean, those ubiquitous and unseen forces are more compelling and powerful than ourselves: science and technology, politics, conflicts, economics, social mores, and such. If there is a storm on the water, or the market, your puny little surf board will be thrashed about until you make landfall intact or not. The ludicrous believe that they will outwit the totality of nature by some special providence, while the naysayers are certain that all maneuvering is futile, for in the end, we inevitably succumb. Though we see these perspectives as oppositional, they are delusional in the same way. We can engage our ingenuity to make our situation a positive one, but we have a limited ability to change the circumstances. Yes, we must acknowledge the power and presence of the ocean, to ride what moves, but we have our agency, our ability to navigate, to move our feet.

      If we are to ride the choice waves that propel us to our aspirations, our thoughts must flow with the twisting torrents that surround us but are so often missed, or even worse, dismissed. We must take a higher point of view while never forgetting our precarious and temporal presence in this marvelous and dangerous world.

      We all have the capacity to become the surfer dude or dudette with a unique ability to recognize the force and trajectory of our circumstances and employ them for our betterment. We harness these powers by shifting our beliefs, developing new skills, making better plans and choices, and ultimately, taking more effective action. We are the cleverest of adaptors, albeit mostly avowed pedestrians, we walk on water. Still, we have little ability to change others. They too are aquatic dancers looking for their own choice waves.

      To advance ourselves, we must first recognize that which is progressing around us and harness, to the best of our opportunities and abilities, its vitality—to surf where the big waves are rolling in…or will be soon.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        Fast Tracking

      

      

      My Dad was an All-American in every sense of the term. He briefly battled for the indoor half-mile world record while attending college classes, working the night shift in a perilous paper mill and keeping his three rambunctious boys in line. My Dad never stopped running. The week was a series of drills performed with military precision—“Do it now” was the standing order. With his hustle and ingenuity, he could do more with less than that clever old Franciscan William of Ockham. But the weekend was something altogether different. It was a time to venture out into the natural world and witness the wonders that most miss.

      Jim DeGraff was raised along the St. Joseph River in Elkhart, Indiana. Part Potawatomi Native American, he moved among the underbrush like a character out of James Fennimore Cooper’s Leatherstocking Tales. Camping in the sleet in a leaky, old grey canvas tent used in the Korean War, fishing for mercurial crappie at midnight, or hiking across frozen lakes with a merciless Alberta Clipper chafing across your face, were all opportunities to indoctrinate his sons on the book of nature. He would call out, “What is that?” I would see an indistinguishable jumble of green leaves. He would see “toxicodendron”—poison ivy to the uninitiated. I would see corrugated furrows of dirt. He would see where a snapping turtle had buried her eggs. I would see drab charcoal stones. He would see flint knapped arrowheads. I overlooked everything. He saw it all.

      My older brother John was Cub Scout and ardent rule follower. My younger brother Joe was an avowed miscreant and only to be followed to see what mischief he was up to. I was a daydreaming child. Lying under the old Sugar Maple amongst the violets, I conjured up fanciful creations in cloud and concoction. I lived inside-out imagination first. My interior life was my sanctuary. I was sickly. I didn’t know. We were poor. It didn’t matter. I was failing. I didn’t understand. My lack of awareness of the objective world sheltered me from the disappointment I must have been. I didn’t have many friends. I conversed with my psyche and consorted with my muse. I was safely ensconced inside myself.

      My father rousted me from my airy-fairy fantasies and pulled me out into the distant deep wilderness where the Great Spirit usurps the soul. These excursions widened my dreams and heightened my hopes. Chaotic thunder, petulant wind and imperious sun demanded attention. Our plans were created with these elements. We made it up as we went along. What’s happening now? What does it mean? Where should we pitch our tent? In this sylvan setting, I became accomplished, competent, and real. He was the naturalist Thoreau to my mystic Emerson. I was the poetic Whitman to his woodsman Muir. Though we blew in opposite directions, we both witnessed the amazing and astonishing in the water and wood. Out there my Dad saw me, understood me, and believed in me.

      Experience was his true religion. God lived outside and could only be seen by those who were willing to walk the rugged road to enlightenment. Shangri-La was for sissies. Awareness brought the real Utopia. “Get your head in the game” was his mantra. He understood that from survival to science, our miracles lay just beyond us in the places where we must seek them out.

      As with my Dad, intuition is still my scout, and reason follows fast. We are afraid of our own authentic sight—our divine gift—for fear that we will see the unfamiliar or uninvited. Our one defense is to claim it unreal. Perhaps we all see our Christ on the road to our private Damascus but cannot believe our own evidence. Maybe the avatars, prophets, and messiahs, still walk among us, beside us, and within us. We just fail to see their tracks.
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            We Are Beings in the World Trying to Transcend It
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        “Everything is both part of a greater system and a whole thing unto itself.” —Immanuel Kant

        

      

      We are the mapmakers, navigators, and captains of our fate. Many travel with us. Through the transformative magic of our creativity and energy, and a little luck, we get to help the young take flight and the old and infirmed land softly. We guide our beloved institutions to be made anew or wander slowly with them to their confused demise. Yet, we seldom observe the most basic and fundamental dynamics of the animate world moving all around us, though we see its vast and generative power every day, everywhere. Instead, we deconstruct our own lives into an overwhelming array of things-to-do that when all checked will somehow be reconstructed as our great work. The bullet-point and check-mark are the opiates of our deluded age.

      Alternatively, we desire a transformation so complete that it spans the map of our psyche in search of some utopia such as wealth, or happiness, or love. We would rather toss our affirmations like pennies into the wishing well of the eternal ocean than construct a worthy craft that can move us from our moorings to the undiscovered country. It is the unrealized possibility of the voyage that blows us about and pushes us forward where the future we seek is ever becoming and emerges along the way.

      What we want and what we do to get it is built on the foundation of what we believe to be the purpose of our life. We seek different things: everlasting glory, perpetual youth, spontaneous enlightenment, and even salvation. Yet, under closer examination, there are some common patterns to how we seek them. While we are infinitely diverse in our characters and desires, our strategies and methods for achieving them are remarkably similar. Of course, we may be better or worse at implementing our plan, and there are always mitigating factors like culture, language, and liquor; we share some inescapable beliefs about how our world functions. Our interpretation and experience of the world is personal, but their origins are collective. That which we believe to be most unique to ourselves is that which we inevitably share most with others.

      Our inheritance, our treasure, is our incompleteness and our awareness of it. It provides us with the impetus and the opportunity to grow. It pulls us forward. The totality of the human endeavor may be simply summarized this way—We seek to grow into wholeness.

      We grow in all variety of genus and flower—physical, psychological, social, financial, and spiritual. Yet the creative principles that govern the structure and dynamic growth for all things, and the equities they produce, are only visible when made manifest by our actions. We are the gardeners of Eden. We did not create the energy or majesty that grows the natural world, seen or unseen, but through our mindfulness, care, and skill, we may nurture our plot to some desired paradise. We till, we plant, we weed, we harvest—we matter. At our best and worst, we deviate, the thesis and the antithesis, to create the synthesis, the better and the new. We are part of the structure and dynamics of growth. What we know and what we do are reciprocal. They move each other. This is the essence of enlightenment. Intelligence is the ability to perceive the hidden order while wisdom is the ability to act accordingly. We are existentially aware of our place in the world—free and responsible. Yet, we are neither the lords of creation nor their unwitting servants. We transform our world from within the world.
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        Angling for Awareness

      

      

      My first memory as a child involves wrestling with a rebellious orange life-vest that smelled like an unfortunate combination of grass clippings and Lucky Strikes. In my Grandpa’s trusty old wooden rowboat, my older brother John got the enviable lookout point while I was relegated to the lowly rear bench. Armed with only a cane pole, I fished for all of the variety of leviathans in what I remember as a perpetual torrential downpour. Through the rain, I transfixed my attentions on the bright yellow tip of the bobber; for when it moved, it was a call to action in the anticipation of an acquisition—frisky bluegills and the occasional foul-tempered bass.

      My Grandpa preferred to pursue his quarry by more sophisticated means. He had a bottomless tackle box of bedazzling lures in colors even Kodak had never imagined. They spun or floated or rattled like my Aunt Betty’s jewelry, and to my amazement, the most monstrous of walleye and pike pursued them with the zeal of a famished boy maneuvering for the last donut.

      An unwilling conscript in the Great Angling Crusade, I learned early that our world is as alive as we are, animated by the dynamic signs of energy at work. All life continues from life and gives chase to that which is most active. Nature pursues what moves and derives from it power, progeny, or pleasure. This is the essence of fishing—and meaningful creative endeavors. My Grandpa taught me that a successful outing starts with wishful thinking but is contingent upon our ability to anticipate, attract, and act on that which is already animated. To believe otherwise is to be victim of coincidence or perpetrator of outrageous fortune.

      Sometimes the fish just aren’t biting, and wishing it to be so doesn’t change it. It only changes our experience of the situation and how we make sense of it. Growth comes from developing a deeper understanding of the interplay of the forces and how to manage the tensions of conflict and cooperation. That’s why there is no magic lure or secret checklist for landing the big ones. Our opportunities to become better and new—to become whole—to succeed, are discovered in the places where the world around us is growing and calls us to do the same.
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      In the Middle Ages, before the printed word, the art of memory was employed by poets to conjure up abstract images in the theatre of the imagination and connect them to architectural features in the halls where they performed—a majestic spire, an ornate column, a gilded door. Through this technique, the teller could recreate their verse by deconstructing the design of their mind and reconstructing it in captivating imagery, sound, and meter. These elaborate mechanisms were the craft of the keepers of the well-told tale, in a world where the narrator was always God and the teller just a whisper in the glorious silence of the big story. Memento mori, “remember your death,” the authors warned us so that we might conjure up our character while there was still some drama to be performed. As such we are revealed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            5

          

          
            We Tell Our Story Until It Tells Us
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        “To truly know the world, look deeply within your own being; to truly know yourself, take real interest in the world.” —Rudolf Steiner

        

      

      The kitsch headline of the American story might read, “Grace, Space, and Race.” These three words nearly sum up what is both noble and disgraceful about our collective experience in the New World.

      In our mythologized beginning, drab and humorless, European castaways went looking for a theocratic utopia where they could practice their faith freely, and persecute others who didn’t totally comply with their own beliefs. Tolerance for the intolerant. Others soon followed, not nearly as worried about their souls as their financial redemption. The land was free, unless you were a native inhabitant that happened to be homesteading on an acre or two of someone’s manifest destiny. Living off the land required a strong back, resourcefulness, and tireless industry, to fell the trees, break the plains, and bring in the field. So black slaves where purchased at auction to do the miserable work without recognition or suitable compensation.

      While the description may be accurate, it’s not the story we tell ourselves because it doesn’t take us where we want to go as a culture. Instead, our narrative emphasizes religious forbearance and charity, stewardship of nature, and racial inclusion.

      We trust the teller, not the tale. In one version, we uphold the First Amendment in the face of a refugee crisis, we explore the limits of outer space, and enforce anti-discrimination laws. In another version, we continue to witness religious persecution, commercial exploitation, and social injustice.

      These stories tell us as much as we tell them. Sociologists call this confirmation bias. It’s a mild form of delusion because it blinds us to the negating evidence of the facts, as well as our own experiences. We are captured within their implicit ideology, mawkish amalgamations we take to be a relevant point of view. While some escape the big story, most do not.

      In the age of social media, where most of our friends believe the same nonsense we do, free and independent thinking is scarce, and even treated as strange. The more one wonders from the script, the more likely they will be deemed an apostate and quietly unfriended with all the grace of the Spanish Inquisition. Our own story is either unwittingly a subplot to a larger narrative, or the narcissistic apotheosis of the autonomous man living in his own private Idaho.

      While there can be no absolute freedom from the chronicle of the human condition, we can choose to revise and retell ourselves until we approximate something both authentic and transcendent.

      The story of the late Corazon Aquino is one such example. Her ascent to the presidency of the Philippines reads like something out of Shakespeare where heroines “have greatness thrust upon ’em.” The convent educated mother of five, and wife of Benigno Aquino, the brilliant Philippine senator murdered by the Ferdinand Marcos regime, found herself entangled in a tragedy. She had planned to leave the country for the safety of her children, but realized that her story was the same as many widows who had lost their husbands to a corrupt and unjust government. At great risk, and with the aid of others, she prevailed to become the hero of the big story because she realized it was more important than her own drama.

      When we tell the tale of Cori Aquino, or Moses, or Gandhi, or Martin Luther King, we start from the outside-in. The people were in need. But, our story can only be lived from the inside-out. We understand the part we play, and the role of our own character in the larger plot. It is in this moment that we realize we are both the teller and the tale.
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        Heads and Tails

      

      

      When I was in the third grade, our dog, Mitzi, ran away, or at least that was the story my Dad told us. Mitzi was a high-strung mutt, part Labrador and part Setter, who was terrified of everything, but of my Dad in particular. She wasn’t especially bright or well-behaved and was prone to fits of barking for no apparent reason. My brothers and I were disheartened when she left, but my Dad seemed both resigned to the matter and somewhat relieved. Almost a year had passed since she had escaped on a warm summer night and it was assumed by all that she had perished in the unforgiving throes of a Michigan winter.

      One Sunday near Easter, while leaving a junior high school several miles from our home where we were attending mass while our new church was being built, Mitzi miraculously appeared from underneath our old Dodge. She was a mess and even more scattered than usual. Even at my young age, the symbolism of the black dog rising from the white car during the season of resurrection was unmistakable. I put her in the car before my dad could say anything. He looked on in disbelief as this uninvited and unwanted relative returned. The wagging of her tail kept an ominous drumbeat all the way home where she was quickly penned until we could get her to the vet for a good going over.

      It’s at this point that the story becomes very vague. Though I have very clear memories about my life when I was nine years old, they are quite cloudy regarding what eventually happened to Mitzi. Did she run away, pass away, or simply fade away?

      My story of Mitzi is incomplete in three places: when she ran away, when she returned, and when I tell it now. It is an apt illustration of how upon reflection, the whole of my life, feels episodic. Making sense of it is a bit like editing a video of a trip I took to some exotic locale. I have dozens, if not hundreds, of little clips that can be woven in any combination to make a coherent narrative. The problem is I never know what to include and what to leave out when it comes to the story of my life. Major attractions fade from memory quickly while small events linger: a songbird at the window, a smiling child playing ball, or a surprising sunset. But for me, the greatest challenge is that I’m never certain when things begin and when they end. Both the flow of life and the stream of consciousness make these didactic distinctions arbitrary, especially when viewed as a cycle where starts and stops are the same thing.

      I ignore my own inner-knowing here for I view my own life as one grand project comprised of many smaller ventures with definite goals and well-wrought plans. Though I understand these to be illusory, I chose to follow the initiatives of my ambition because it provides me with a sense of destiny. It is easier for me to make sense of my life and act willfully upon it if I betray my authentic mystifying experiences for those that provide some semblance of continuity and good continuation.

      Consider how I became a top-flight public speaker: high school forensics champion, college speech instructor, university professor, and host of a PBS program. When looking backward, it all seems quite organized and even ordained, as the divine hand of providence works to progress the story. But what if this is just my own need to mythologize my life and I have picked the pieces to fit a story that I have already created? My concern is that this self-deception produces a fatalistic view of life that imprisons me in a tale that I have told.

      Most people I know fail to see the future because they aren’t looking for it in the right place. The enigma of growth is that you need to look backward as much as you do forward. This is the only way to estimate the trajectory of what could happen next and act upon it with sufficient time. But I too resist acknowledging the uncertainty of the world all around, for it raises my insecurities about the instability of my own life. My faith, family, and fortunes are all tied to my past while my resilient growth requires that I free them. Such awareness could move me closer to wholeness as a person or split me asunder. Is it worth awakening if you find yourself in pieces? So, I go on as the narrator of my own life, and tell and retell my tales until they make sense and are true, at least as part of the plausible fiction.

      When I reflect upon the whole of my life, it occurs to me that most of my stories are incomplete, particularly the ones I tell myself about myself. More so, the stories that I have shelved as previous volumes or chapters of my life have a funny way of finding their way back into the narrative—just like Mitzi. Our truth is plural and active. There are many constantly rearranging themselves to help us make sense of our lives.
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            Our Emptiness Reveals Our Fulfillment
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        “The self is not something ready-made, but something in continuous formation through choice of action.” —John Dewey

        

      

      We are bound up and packaged within our stuff. Not just the expensive shoes in our closet that we never wear but refuse to depart with because they are of good quality, but also our outmoded beliefs, tired rituals, and ancient grievances. Most of us realize that these unnecessaries linger like annoying acquaintances or implausible New Year’s resolutions, but keep them on because they have become intractable as they mediate and consume our real experiences and push out our hallowed memories. We appear thoughtful to others, and at strange moments perhaps even to ourselves, but upon reflection, we become entirely aware of our precarious delusion that we know who we really are and what we truly seek.

      Real thinking is difficult. Sense-making devices constructed to tease out the subtleties of sublime truth are perverted by the manipulative that use them to segregate us as true believers or infidels. The manipulators reduce all that is complex and astonishing to the nihilism of the either-or bullet points. It is so much easier to mouth the buzz and blather of the infomercial sponsored by family and friends, church and state, that runs repeatedly in our minds, than to find our authentic images and edit them as free and responsible artists. While rudimentary labeling and decision-making methods are both important prerequisites to more advanced reasoning, we cross over them like bridges as we enter the lands of our own nous. A child learns the Bengali alphabet before advancing to write beautifully, and later still reads the poetry of Tagore where he slowly realizes that language itself has come to master his ability to experience and reason. Growth requires that we take our lives out of syndication and reimagine the plot and narrative.

      Clarity does not come from simply emptying the mind. It comes from understanding and organizing it so that it can enlighten. Knowing what we really think is a difficult if not impenetrable challenge. Our compelling customs, provincial parents, and erstwhile coworkers whisper in our ears and dictate to us what is righteous and real until it morphs into something that appears to be cogent and taken as true. Over time this hodgepodge of assorted aphorisms, blessed precepts, and unacknowledged prejudice are experienced as deeply and uniquely personal. Add to the mix campaigners and admen that troll for schooling bottom-feeders as hucksters perform their magic tricks in the late night circus where disenfranchised and angry gather under the shelter of the big top. False choices, misinformation, and pseudo-journalism distract us like a shill while they steal from us our only possession of real worth—our self.

      Trace a thought down the sinuous path past the teacher, and the preacher, and that first love who knew what was best for us, and we come to the solitary place where Willy Wonka closes the gates to his chocolate factory and mumbles passive aggressive aspersions under his breath to the unsuspecting and unworthy everyone. The only substantive difference between productively participating in civilization and being indoctrinated into an intimidating cult is that we may still chose to explore and exercise our cherished options in the former while we willingly surrender them in the later. The catch is that to be truly free, we must first free our thinking.

      There is a management concept aimed at improving efficiency and quality called “first-in first-out.” The essential idea is to keep the oldest inventory fresh by turning it over first so that nothing ever goes bad. We are aghast when we see this practice in reverse such as at the airline baggage claim where the first people to board the jet are usually the last to get their bags. But this reversed order is basically the way our consciousness works. Through the process of assimilating and accommodating our experiences and structuring them into heuristics, or recipes for sense making, we store our proverbial baggage deep in the cargo hold where they are taken for lost luggage. In times of trouble and triumph, we reclaim our earliest belongings which are really never forgotten or forgiven, for all subsequent travel precariously moves in relationship to these patterns. We are most likely Catholic or Protestant, Democrat or Republican, because of our family background and contemporary community. We typically either continue the pattern from our ancestry or intentionally reverse it as a defiant reaction to it. Obedient or petulant children, we are all are adjoining or disengaging our history.

      If we are to make room for our prospective vision, we must first create the capacity for growth. Just as one clears their schedule to free up the necessary time to take on a momentous project, we pour out our hidden images to make way for the new and keep them more explicit. These are not replacements for our untouchable past, but rather a rereading and reinterpretation of its meaning that will give our character confidence and greater definition with each successive chapter. We must become deep readers of ourselves if we are to understand how we move along the story. There is a necessary narcissism in our task, where we become willing witnesses to our own lives. Since memory and imagination are so entwined, the past can easily be mistaken for the future if we are not careful to decorously divide them. While we may sublimate our pain so that it may be concealed, we may also conspicuously bring it forth as sublime pleasure.

      The decision to grow requires tradeoffs between what was and what will be. Even Santa Claus has to empty his sack each Christmas so that he may fill it anew every Yuletide. We can have it all because we do have it all, just not all at once. We all grow regardless of our efforts. As the yogis suggest, the mustard seed really does contain the entire tree, but it still requires favorable conditions and glorious time to fulfill its potential. How we align and fit our growth with our aspirations of greatness is what needs our clarity and industry.

      Anthropologists have two complimentary theories regarding how innovation spreads from one civilization to another. The first is called “diffusion,” which means that one group trades or battles with another and the said innovation is transferred. The second is called “polygenesis,” which suggests that an innovation appears simultaneously in multiple civilizations because the conditions and time are ripe. We may take these two views to suggest that we may have concomitant opportunities to both reclaim our invisible past as the visible future and create something altogether new. In either case, we must make the implicit explicit first by doing some personal prospecting.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        The Painted House

      

      

      Every day, on my way to the office at the university, I would pass by a stylish hipped roof Italiante home with an angular eastern white pine and sprawling golden oak in the yard. The building was tastefully painted in gradations of grey as if on its way to an elegant soirée. Yet, whenever I encountered this charming house, it seldom failed to bring a melancholy moment. I would speculate that there is a magnificent brownstone just under the surface wishing to be freed. Perhaps, the owners preferred the cultured qualities of dignified shades to the raw and earthen attributes of kilned clay. But, I was inclined to believe that they too would love to see the real character of their home, but stripping away the layers of paint had become a practical impossibility.

      There were days when I felt like the painted house. I too had covered myself in distinguished colors to show my nobility. But, in the process, I had hidden the better qualities of my true nature. I too occupied an impressive corner on a well-traveled thoroughfare. A visible place far better than I could have ever wished for in my youth.

      The adjoining properties were tedious or kitsch. The staid monochrome manor was never lost in the neighborhood or confused for some nondescript tri-level. Somewhere between the temperate ethos of beige and the dazzle of electric blue, the subtle art of the simple yet elegant palate was displayed with temperate esprit de corps, pious and in judgment of all. The painted house stood out, but stood alone.

      Some time back, I noticed a crew of able artisans working on the painted house. Byzantine scaffolding surrounded the structure and towered above a curious array of muscular machinery. I was overcome with anticipation. Finally, I would see under the drab veil and discover the genuine character of the stately dwelling. But, to my astonishment, when the staged contraption was disassembled, the house had been tastefully repainted in currant red with basil green trim. The new masquerading as the true.

      I am ever astonished by friends who believe they have failed at life. Their homes are not so grand. They live far from the watchful eye of the knowing aesthete. Dignity is often lost to drink, dance, and dalliances. Their redemption, a bellicose belief in something so simple as to provide honest shelter from all vulnerability and treasonous reason. And yet, their homes are clean and shine with a reflection of love. They are not fortunate. They are not fine. But they are not false.

      We are the painters who paint ourselves. Perhaps it starts with a light coat on the baseboards or casings above the doors to liven things up. Look sharp. Then on to a tasteful tile backsplash in the galley. Look smart. Next the arches and rooms are redone like a haughty boutique in ghost white and gray. Look up. And in a flash, we are covered completely in the opaque pigments and thick hues of our aspirations made manifest. Look at me.

      The way back to our bricks requires nothing. We simply stop the maintenance and embellishment. Nature restores all. A picnic table in the front yard. A confused and neglected hedge. The primitive art composed in crayon and oatmeal slathered on the arcane walls of the study. And as for the painted façade, life strips all things away. In the end, there is no choice.

      Our tenancy is temporary. Soon, others will dwell here without us. Perhaps the old will remember and report how the house was once glorious. Or, how the owners became occupied otherwise and let it all go.

      As for me, this I know. We are here to build to the best of our abilities and circumstances. To toil and trust that we may improve our lot. It is easy to wish for less. It brings the consolation of rest. But, what are we truly if not the creation of our own work? I celebrate the grandeur of the fine house, but not the paint. Knowing that the sun shines upon all of our neighbors, we are revealed by the light of day. Our authentic color and form uncovered.
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