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“Words do not express thoughts very well. They always become a little different 

immediately after they are expressed, a little distorted, a little foolish.” - Hermann Hesse 

(from Siddhartha, 1922)  

 

 

“Oh my God, I’m getting pulled over. Everyone, just… pretend to be normal.” – Richard 

(from Little Miss Sunshine, 2006) 

 

 

“If a little dreaming is dangerous, the cure for it is not to dream less but to dream more, 

to dream all the time.” – Marcel Proust 

(from Remembrance of Things Past, 1918) 

 

 

“From there to here, and here to there, funny things are everywhere.” - Dr. Suess  

(from One Fish, Two Fish, Red Fish, Blue Fish, 1960) 

 

 

“Who how? What now?” – Kylie Sven Oppossum 

(from Fantastic Mr. Fox, 2009) 

 

 

“The most wasted day of all is that in which we have not laughed.” – Nicolas Chamfort 

(Mercure Francais, 1795) 

 

 

“A day without laughter is like a day without sunshine and a day without sunshine is 

like…night.” - Steve Martin  

(from Climate Confusion by R.W. Spencer, 2010) 

 

 

“Only connect.” - E. M. Forster  

(from Howard’s End,1910) 

 

 

“It’s only impossible if you stop to think about it.” – The Pirate Captain 

(from The Pirates! Band of Misfits, 2012) 
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CHAPTER ONE 

 

 

bee* 

 

Riddle me this: what does a fractal zoom, a crying dream, the songs Crimson and 

Clover, Let it Be and Honeycomb (both song and breakfast cereal) and a bee have in 

common? Nothing. They are unrelated things without connections, but taken together as 

links in a chain of links and put into a head on a particular day at a particular time they 

smash through a veiled reality. If George Burns had suddenly appeared in the produce 

section of a grocery store as God like he did in the 1977 movie Oh, God! A person 

couldn’t have been more surprised. One minute you think you’re aware and know 

everything you need to know about the world and the next you realize you’re unaware 

and you don’t know a thing about what’s going on behind the scenes. By making 

connections in your mind another world opens to you: a world hidden by assumptions. 

You are not as impervious to the mysterious as you suppose. In an instant your 

perspective can be shifted so that you know, without a shadow of doubt that something is 

going on. You realize that you don’t know what you think you know because what you 

took for granted is enchanted. The whole world is sacred.  

Allow me to explain.  
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What happened was, on an incredibly ordinary day, in an incredibly ordinary way, 

I entered the realm of something mysterious. I was put on the receiving end of a message 

that came from outside myself where bees, geometry, words, songs and cereal speak to 

me and me alone. These things speak (or spoke) not in words, but in associations. It’s like 

walking along, minding your own business and you look down at your feet and on the 

sidewalk you see a sidewalk chalk arrow pointing in a direction. You look in the direction 

that the sidewalk chalk arrow is pointing and you see a sign that says, “Look UP!” and so 

you look up as directed by the sign and as soon as you do, a bird flying overhead poops 

and the poop lands on your head and somewhere in the distance you hear someone 

laughing at something else entirely on TV but you make the connection that the laughter 

is for you (and it is, but the laugher doesn’t know). In this way one thing leads to another 

and then… you get the message. Nature, the world, and everything in it is having fun 

with you. In an instant you realize that you are not separate from the world.  

What I’m trying to describe is a beautifully orchestrated and mysterious chain of 

events that is so interconnected that it really feels like a supernatural experience designed 

for one person – you and you alone or, in my case, me and me alone. Like the example of 

the bird poop, it’s not scary; it’s kind of funny and heartwarming. It may be a little messy 

at times, but there is no curse, there is nothing to fear. The message is gentle and kind. It 

is beautiful and light.  

As you believe, so you are. 

How did I come to think this, well… - are you sitting comfortably on your 

bottom? Do you need some water? How about some music? No? – Ok, well…one day, 

nature, my mind, some songs, and a breakfast cereal spoke to me not with words, but 
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with themselves. It had nothing to do with me being special or deserving. I’m not special. 

I’m neither buoyant nor clairvoyant. I’m a regular person, a run of the mill idiot locked 

ina head like most other run of the mill idiots. And so, there I was, lost in the private 

oblivion of a brain until something strange happened. The only message found in the 

incident I’m about to describe, as far as I can tell, is for me to look around and pay 

attention. There are surprises to be found beneath the surfaces of surmises. Everything is 

connected. I am not separate from the oneness of it all.  

Some scientists say humans are hardwired to see patterns even when none exist. 

Many scientists liken humans to organic machines. They say that in chance we see things 

like luck, fate, destiny, fortune and misfortune but such things don’t really exist. It’s all 

in our head. They call it a confirmation bias or “myside bias. It’s the tendency to search 

for and interpret information that we favour and recall as confirming our preexisting 

beliefs while disproportionately ignoring alternative possibilities. 

Strange things happen. It’s just one of those things, but we see it as something 

magical. For many scientists who claim to have objectivity, these things that we take to 

be meaningful in chance are not meaningful in reality. For such as these pragmatic and 

practical observers, it’s all about probabilities. The complexities of the world can be 

explained by the way the human brain naturally tries to make sense of things. A scientist 

might say that we shouldn’t read things into the strange coincidences that happen to us. 

It’s all randomness.  

Like, when a person on a hiking holiday in the mountains writes a postcard to a 

friend and then bumps into this same friend on the way to the mailbox, that’s just 

coincidence - nothing more. Statistically speaking it’s not beyond the realm of 
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probability. When a meteorite strikes the Comet family home, it’s just ironic. 

Coincidences are found in randomness. A lot of people have had an experience that they 

thought was weirdly coincidental. Like when a family has three children all born 

naturally in different years on the same calendar day as their mother. It’s not impossible 

or improbable; it’s just one of those things. Nothing to it and yet in my experience where 

the interconnectedness of coincidence has excited me, I have come to understand that 

there are no mere accidents. There is no mere anything. Everything means something, at 

least to me. I am a meaning maker. There is no denying that strange things happen, but to 

see strange happenings as meaningless is to rationalize away any possibility of 

experiencing more out of life than mere living. To make the extraordinary ordinary is to 

experience life like Mr. Spock, that fictional pointy-eared non-human in Star Trek who 

was incapable of love. To see the world only as logical even when it is illogical at times 

is to remove any sense of fun and wonder. A life that is fun and wonder filled is more 

wonderful than a life where wonder is removed.  

 

 

2 

Maybe everything does mean something. It is possible. Maybe there is no 

mereness at all. If something strange happens, perhaps a coincidence that is difficult to 

explain, and you stop acting like Mr. Spock for a minute and use your imagination to 

brainstorm the possibilities found in connections and put it together like pieces in an 

intricate puzzle, maybe, just maybe, as hard as it is to believe, you might think you see a 

miracle. I think I do. I think that as one thinks, so one feels. I think myself joyous. To 
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think you see a strange happening as a miracle is to feel miraculous. It is a wonder! 

Nothing is meaningless when you see meaning all around us. Look, scientists say there 

are things they don’t know. They will admit that there are things they know they don’t 

know and there are things they don’t know that they don’t know. These are known 

unknowns but there are also such things as unknown unknowns. And that’s what this is 

about. This is about the unknown unknowns. This is about how I discovered how 

wonderful it is to see beyond the end of my nose to where art and spirit come together in 

me (note italics meant to emphasize how this is key): associations and connecting 

connections meet within me and then… CLICK.  

I see the associations. I see the connections. I finally get the joke in a punch line. 

Something humorous has been leading me along to the surprise and the smile at the end f 

it all. I finally get it. The it (the indefinite pronoun) is what this is about. 

At the risk of sounding crazy (I’m really not, despite what you might think from 

this perambulating perambulation) for a long time as much as I try to deny it, I’ve known 

in my bones that things speak to me. There, I’ve said it. Go ahead, lock me up. Things 

speak in me and through me - naturally. I’m a conduit, a poet and I didn’t even know it. 

(sorry) I’m a receiver of messages of an unknown nature. I know it sounds far-fetched. It 

sounds completely unbelievable and absurd. I’ve obviously got a screw loose, but hear 

(or read) me out. It’s not like I’m hearing a disembodied voice telling me to “Call 

collect!” or to “Cut the lawn!” Which, oddly enough, I’ve heard. There’s a woman on the 

street who tells passersby to, “Call collect!” (she is unbalanced and not quite right, if you 

know what I mean) and my wife frequently tells me to “Cut the lawn!” (and if I don’t, 

she too becomes unbalanced and not quite right and I know you know what I mean). 
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Those aren’t the kind of messages I’m talking about. The messages I receive are 

presented in the things themselves and how these things relate to one another in my mind 

is the meaning perceived.  

It sounds more complicated than it is.  

You could say that I’m reading more into this than is there. I’m sure I am, but that 

is precisely the point. It doesn’t matter. It’s like trying to understand poetry. The reader 

reads into it what he or she will. He or she gets a feeling, picks up on an allusion and 

interprets a meaning designed just for him or her. It’s about reading between the lines to 

see what’s there and not there at the same time. It’s inferring. It’s following clues and 

suggestions and, at the end of it all, it’s in knowing what you feel. No amount of 

intellectual refutation can deny the feeling of happy giddiness I get when I put two and 

two together and get more. The world revealed to me is beyond mundane and totally 

benign. This is where spirit is more than just a word. This is where I feel the presence of 

soul.  

The first time it happened to me – when I got bird poop in the face so to speak - it 

was as if my eyes had opened for the first time. It was a whack upside the head like when 

I bumped into a cupboard and a voice on TV said, “Watch your head!” It happened to me 

when I knew that bumping into the cupboard and hearing the sentence “watch your head” 

coming from the TV was not just a random event – it was meant… for me! When 

something like that happens, you see the world through new-old eyes. It’s beautiful. 

Wonderful! You feel like a Viking eating Viking food, whatever that is. It doesn’t 

normally hurt or require a bump on the noggin to get it. When something peculiar like 

that happens to you, you feel silly and great at the same time. When it happens to me, I 
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feel myself to be in the kind of mood where I’m quick to laugh. I’m no longer separate 

from all that I see. I am one with it all. There is a special unity. It’s weird and silly and 

mysterious.  It’s like the time when I was feeling low in Florida on vacation (my wife had 

twisted my nose and made it bright red) and over the course of a day I kept hearing 

“Bless you!” Wherever I went I kept hearing it. A maid in our hotel sneezed and someone 

somewhere called out, “Bless you!” I was loading suitcases into a car rental, “Bless you!” 

I looked around. Who said that? In a mall coffee shop, someone at another table said, 

“Bless you!” and then again in the airport. By the third of fourth “Bless you!” I knew 

something was going on. I couldn’t help but feel it was for me. I felt a serenity that 

equated with absolute freedom. When you know that you know then you know: you 

know? What do I or you or anybody anywhere have to worry about? Nothing. “Call 

collect!”* 

When it happens, I feel cheerful and easy-going like Lionel Richie singing on 

Sunday morning in a comfortable Lionel Richie housecoat if he wears such a thing. 

When things come together and I get it, it’s as if a window has suddenly opened and I’m 

able to breathe beautiful fresh air through a normally plugged nose. 

When the incident I’m about to describe happened, it was like walking down the 

white wooden back stairs of our old house for the first time even though I know I’ve 

walked down them a million times before. For the first time I saw a bee that I’d seen a 

million times. The bee became magical to me. I made a connection to something beyond 

myself. I became part of an elaborate game of hide and seek and now, as a result of this 

and similar experiences, I see connections all around, all the time whenever I sit and 

practice a kind of secret thinking. Interconnected connections from the past connect with 
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the present. I see now, and then, connected. There is no now. There is no then. It’s all the 

same to the clam.*  

All connections connect to me and I don’t need to abandon myself. I don’t need to 

renounce myself and accept another entity into my being (not that I could even if I 

wanted to). I am me. I can be the snowflake that I am. This is it. I am the work of art the 

world and I create. I don’t have to say it’s not me doing all this because it is me. I can be 

natural. I can keep my personality. It’s okay to be me. All roads end and start with me 

just as all roads end and start with you and meet in us. We’re all snowflakes, each and 

every one of us. That is the beauty of individuality. It’s all about the sovereignty of the 

individual. Group think isn’t so great. Sure community is fine and like attracts like from 

time to time, but look at the damage mobs can do and do, do (‘do do,’ now that’s funny). 

I can be me and you can be you and the relationship between us is something new. We’re 

interconnected royals you and I. I am me and that’s a wonderful thing. I find meaning in 

all things around and through me and maybe, if you try to do what I did in your own 

worldly way, you will find meaning all around you too. It’s a beautiful experience. I see 

meaning in the seemingly meaningless. It’s just a matter of noticing, being open and 

pondering the clues found all around in and out of time. It’s like there’s a spiritual scatter 

gun shooting significance from heaven and it’s up to us to gather the bits and get hit now 

and then.  

It’s about looking to see the signs and putting it together for the punch line and 

then having a good laugh at it all! You can smile to yourself with a secret knowledge that 

passes understanding. This is wisdom. This is unity. This is soul. You can feel beautifully 

at peace with yourself and your world like you do when you see or do something that’s 
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absolutely incredible. You can have the freedom to laugh and to cry. You can get through 

whatever suffering is thrown at you.  

When I finally get an intricate message from beyond myself, it is without question 

a beautiful experience. It is love on a grand scale in all things. I become one with all that 

is and yet, I’m still myself. I feel my soul. I’m like an exotic bird that’s just as precious. 
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Allow me to explain. Here’s what happened. One day, out of the blue, I stopped 

writing lame poetry on my wiki which is a goofy web site I’ve called Poetical where I 

compose lines like the following:  

For more of us sadness denudes and happiness eludes  

as living means crying 

and living and dying are one and the same. 

But for most of us 

the sun comes out and then we say:  

O well. Tomorrow is another day. 

Profound, no? I know, not really. When I wrote this I was thinking about how some 

people become suicidal and how others don’t because they can get through whatever 

suffering is thrown at them through a certain the-sun-will-come-up-tomorrow kind of 

Stoic attitude. I stopped writing lame poetry on a web site frequented by zero followers 

and stumbled upon fractal zooms. I was on a computer at work, chained to a desk as it 

were (figuratively speaking of course), when I jumped into a web of links that took me in 
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and in until I came upon fractals seemingly by accident. There was a whole world that I 

didn’t know existed. After watching my first fractal zoom “Mind = Blown” complete 

with cool music and amazing graphics, I was hooked. I went on the see other fractal 

zooms such as “Like a Dream” which is, as the name implies, like a dream. I watched 

more fractal zooms and what I saw had an effect on me, not only because of the beauty of 

the images, but because of what they stood for: INFINITY… ETERNITY… FOREVER.  

A fractal zoom is based on the Mandelbrot Set which is a mathematical equation 

("Z<->z²+c"). Benoit B. Mandelbrot was a genius who fled the Nazis and worked for 

years at IBM whose motto was THINK.* Fractal was the term Mandelbrot coined to 

describe mathematical shapes that can reproduce nature’s most intricate objects.* It 

involves a concept dubbed self-similarity. Mandelbrot took the concept that you can 

explore the space between two and three dimensions and showed its fundamental role in 

the fabric of the world. It started when he was asked the question: How long is the coast 

of Britain? As he looked into this, he discovered that the answer depends upon how 

closely you look. An island may appear smooth on a map, but zooming in reveals jagged 

edges that add up to a longer coastline. In an interview Mandelbrot proposed that, “The 

length of the coastline, in a sense, is infinite.”* He proposed a radical way to quantify the 

crookedness of an object by assigning it a “fractal dimension.” The fractal dimension is 

an equation that generates a complex shape which is repeated endlessly. The shape looks 

like a man, it looks like a cactus, it looks like a bug; it looks like almost anything you can 

see in nature. The shape is almost an icon embodying how the world works. No matter 

how much it is magnified, you see new patterns and new images emerging because it is 

infinitely complex. With this mathematical equation computers can demonstrate that 
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infinity is in fact real. The Mandelbrot set exists and can be magnified forever and ever 

and yet, it is not touchable. It reminds me of something else that isn’t touchable. The 

Mandelbrot Set is sometimes referred to as the “thumbprint of God.” As a fractal zoom 

goes in and in and in, so I go in and in and in, connecting one thought with another to 

another and so on ad infinitum.  

I watched a 1995 documentary called “Fractals: the Colors of Infinity” narrated 

by Arthur C. Clarke. In the opening of the film a quote from Albert Einstein appears in 

big blue capital letters against a background of animal sounds: “THE MOST 

BEAUTIFUL THING WE CAN EXPERIENCE IS THE MYSTERIOUS.” I have a 

poster of Albert Einstein hanging in my office. It has a quote which reads, “Where the 

world ceases to be the scene of our personal hopes and wishes, where we face it as free 

beings, admiring, asking and observing, there we enter the realm of Art and Science.” I 

notice the key words admiring, asking and observing and realized that this is exactly 

what I’m doing. I’m looking beyond personal hopes and wishes to see what’s there and I 

find that the more questions I ask myself, the more questions I have. The more I observe, 

the more I notice. The experience of watching a fractal zoom brings up questions of God 

and Eternity, and makes me take a second look at reality. My mind connects the dots. I 

see patterns. I’ve come to understand fractals as a metaphor for the interconnected nature 

of life. Sitting at my desk, instead of working as I should, I watched fractal zooms and 

then, that night I had a dream.  
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In the morning I woke up with the song Crimson and Clover and Let it Be playing 

in my mind. I don’t recall when I heard the song Crimson and Clover in my dream, but as 

soon as I woke up, I had to listen to the song and I did - over and over. After about the 

hundredth time I heard the song, I became increasingly aware of how the words “over 

and over” repeated… over and over. It was over and over, over and over. I made a mental 

note and thought, “What is the connection between a fractal zoom and the song Crimson 

and Clover?” Let’s see… they’re both psychedelic. Both are, in their way, repetitive and 

complex. The repetition of the words “over and over” in the song Crimson and Clover is 

like the Mandelbrot Set shape which also repeats over and over.  

I don’t know why I woke up with the song Crimson and Clover playing in my 

mind, but I know that in connecting the song heard in a dream and the fractal zooms I’d 

seen on the computer screen, I made a mental leap. I knew in myself that there is a 

connection between the infinite and me. Everything is related. There is a harmonious 

oneness to all things. I became fascinated with the song Crimson and Clover. What did it 

mean? Why crimson? Why clover? Does it mean anything? And what about the song Let 

it Be? How do the songs relate, if at all? 

I looked up Tommy James and the Shondells. On one particular web page I read 

about how Tommy James constructed this slice of psychedelia from his favourite colour 

and his favourite flower. In an interview Tommy James said, “They were just two of my 

favourite words that came together. Actually, it was one morning as I was getting up out 

of bed, and it just came to me, those two words. And it sounded so poetic. I had no idea 

what it meant or if it meant anything. They were just two of my favourite words.”*  
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I knew of the song Crimson and Clover because I’d heard it at some time in my 

life. It was a big hit a long time ago, but it wasn’t something I listened to ever or over and 

over. It’s interesting to me how Tommy James woke up with the words in his head back 

in 1968 just like I woke up with the words in my head in 2013.  

But why?  

The story continues.  

Tommy James had someone writing songs for him who quit. There was a time 

when most everyone deserted Tommy. He was told, “You can’t go trying to do it 

yourself. You don’t know how to write hit songs,” and then Tommy woke up with those 

two words and went off with his drummer to create Crimson and Clover. They came into 

the studio and played it. After hearing it someone said, “Oh, my God” (because that’s 

what people say). If I’ve got the story straight, they recorded a rough mix of the song and 

in Chicago Tommy played the rough mix for disc jockeys at a radio station there. “Can 

we hear it again?” asked one of them. It was played again and the rough mix was secretly 

recorded by a disc jockey. Later, Tommy heard his song on the radio as he was getting 

into a car. It was a surprise. When the song came out officially, it was the rough mix that 

had been secretly taped by the disc jockey. The song rose quickly in the charts and in 

1968 it went number one during Christmas. People thought Tommy was singing 

“Christmas is Over.”  

It all seems so… coincidental, so accidental. It’s hard to believe it happened that 

way, but it did. What are the chances? As for the Beatles song Let it Be, I remembered 

how I cried and cried as I heard the song in my dream. I don’t know why I was crying in 

the dream. I’ve never cried like that in real life. In the dream I felt incredibly sad. 
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Something had touched me deeply, but I don’t know what it was. There was something 

about the song which tore my heart out. How did the song I heard in my dream connect 

with my waking life? Was there a connection? Let it be… maybe. 

In the story I’d been writing at the time I made a reference to the song Let It Be 

and how Paul McCartney said in an interview that he had a dream in which his mother, 

who had passed away when Paul was fourteen, told him to “let it be.” Paul was going 

through a rough patch in his life and he took it to mean, let it go. It’ll be all right.  

Thinking about this reminded me of how I had a big dream years ago. In the 

dream I sat at the supper table with my family in my childhood home. My brother was 

there and no one at the table took any notice of him quietly eating, but I looked at my 

brother and said, “But… aren’t you dead?” People at the table looked at me. There was 

an awkward silence. It was quiet. My brother didn’t say anything. After dinner, outside 

on the sidewalk in front of our old bungalow my brother stood facing me and I said again, 

“Aren’t you dead?” He didn’t reply. He just looked at me. It was all so real. I said, “I 

didn’t get to say goodbye. You are dead. Aren’t you?” and my brother looked at me and 

spoke for the first time. “You finally get it,” he said. And then we hugged. 

That’s it. That was my dream. I took a lot of comfort in it at the time. I still do. As 

I imagine Paul did when his mother appeared to him in a dream and said to him, “Let it 

be.” It’s strange how people dream about people they love who are dead. Paul did it. I did 

it. My wife does it too. Such dreams are so real. 

As it turns out, both Let it Be and Crimson and Clover are connected to dreaming 

and sleeping and so are the songs connected to me. Paul heard the words “let it be” in a 

dream of his departed mother. Tommy woke up with the words crimson and clover in his 
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head and I woke up with both songs in my mind. As I thought about the connections, it 

occurred to me that in the story I’d been writing called A Fool’s Rhapsody, I made a joke 

about how a character in my story was a guy named Jesus. Jesus was a Mexican who 

worked with the main character of my story. Jesus, a fictional Mexican employee in my 

story and not the Savior of millions, would sing Let it Be except in his version he would 

sing it so the ‘e’ was extended as if he were saying the word “bee” as in the insect that 

collects honey and not the verb to be. In my story I wrote, “Jesus was a guy I worked 

with. He sang, “Let it bee. Let it bee. Buzz, a buzz, a buzz. Jesus was a funny guy.” In the 

story I also mentioned how Paul McCartney had a dream in which he spoke with his 

deceased mother who told him to let it be and that’s where he got the idea for the song. 

At the same time as I was having these thoughts about Let it be, let it bee, sad dreams, 

and visitations with departed loved ones in dreams, I overheard my daughter, who is ten 

years old and my wife, her mother, who is not ten years old, having an argument. My 

wife was annoyed with my daughter who was pestering her to go to the store. My 

irascible wife did not want to go the store, but my daughter insisted. You see, my 

daughter wanted desperately to get a gift card of some kind for a computer game. My 

daughter whined for the hundredth time, “Will you take me to the store? You promised!” 

My wife was getting increasingly vexed as she repeatedly said no, no, no and then my 

daughter asked me to take her. To help calm the waters I said I would. My daughter and I 

rarely go shopping. I thought it would be fun.  

When I said that I would take her to the store, my daughter mouthed the words, 

“You can get Honeycomb?” I did not understand. I am not very good at lip reading. She 

repeated in a whisper so my wife wouldn’t hear. “You can get Honeycomb.” I knew what 
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she meant. She meant the breakfast cereal that we both love, but which is not allowed in 

our house because it is sugar sweetened. “No,” I said. “We better not.” My wife doesn’t 

approve of sugar sweetened cereals, much to our dismay. As all of this was going on, our 

little stereo was playing streamed music from an oldies radio channel on the internet. My 

daughter and I were talking about Honeycomb cereal when the 1957 song Honeycomb by 

Jimmie Rodgers came onto the stereo. Our eyes met as my daughter and I noticed the 

coincidence. 
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Later, I contemplated these things. I made a mental list of coincidences. I thought 

about fractal zooms, about crying in a dream, about the songs Let it Be and Crimson and 

Clover (over and over), and about Let It Beeee (song and story with Mexican named 

Jesus), about waking up with the words crimson and clover, about Honeycomb (cereal 

and song) and I wondered what it all meant. Did it mean anything? What’s the 

connection? Why am I wasting time thinking about all this? I have work to do and lame 

poetry to write for nobody and then for whatever reason, I followed a clue and found the 

song Honeycomb and listened to it. Maybe the lyrics held a key. As I listened to the song, 

I slowly walked out the back door and down the back stairs. I listened intently as Jimmie 

Rodgers sang cheerfully, “Honeycomb… Honeycomb! Well, it’s darn good life and it’s, 

kinda funny, how the Lord made the bee and the bee made the Honey…” and then… just 

as I heard “it’s kinda funny how the Lord made the bee” a flash of the song Let it Bee - 

the pun from my silly story and the Paul McCartney dream about his mother and my 
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dreams about crying to the song and of my dead brother saying, “You finally get it” and 

about fractals (going in and in into infinity and seeing between two and three 

dimensions), about math in nature and how the honeycomb was described as a 

masterpiece of engineering by Charles Darwin – and then, as I went over all this in a 

flash of pure insight, I looked down at the backstairs so that I wouldn’t fall on my face 

and there my eyes fell on a bee on the sidewalk.  

I couldn’t believe it. A bee was just sitting there. I was struck dumb. I felt dumb. I 

looked down at the bee just as I heard the word “bee” sung in my ears. What are the 

chances? 

Coincidence? Probably.  

Accident? Certainly.  

Bees often sit on the back sidewalk (not) and my listening to the song Honeycomb 

isn’t something I do every day, but hey, it’s not beyond the realm of possibility. It’s a 

good song. A little on the sweet side for my tastes, but it’s catchy. I like it well enough. It 

makes me think of 1957 - not that I was alive at that time, but I can see myself as a little 

kid dressed up like a cowboy riding around the yard on a pretend horse to it. Am I 

reading more into this than is there? Of course, bee that as it may (pun intended), it didn’t 

stop my heart from skipping a beat. How extraordinary! I felt alive to the possibility that 

the world and something that I couldn’t see was speaking directly to me! In the instant 

that I saw the bee on the sidewalk my first thought was, “Wow. That’s incredible!” I 

knew in an instant that it – everything - is interconnected and there is, as Albert Einstein 

said in a quote that is all over the internet, “Reality is merely an illusion, albeit a very 
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persistent one.” In an instant, I felt that there was a secret reality that I couldn’t see – a 

reality where bees and songs talk to me. 

 Such a silly incident as I just described would, I’m sure, be dismissed by most 

people as meaningless and incidental, but I don’t think it is. I think such things are 

important. In that instant it was significant. I found meaning in the seemingly 

meaningless. All these threads of thought connected me on the inside to me on the 

outside. I was being led to this knowledge by something outside myself and the more I 

noticed, imagined and connected, the more I felt a connection to connections.  

Like a fractal zoom that goes in and in and connects to ever more connections, my 

mind was truly blown. I connected nature – me and the world around me – to something 

beyond me. I felt a connection between my inner world of dreams and thoughts that 

proceeded to pop in my head like popcorn and the outer world of bees on sidewalks and 

songs vibrating in me as if I were a guitar string going BOING! Or, TWANG! Something 

outside myself was playing me as if I were a song. 

Well it’s a darn good life and it’s kinda funny 

How the Lord made the bee and the bee made the honey. 

And that, my friend, is what this (whatever this is) is all about. Anyone and everyone can 

do it. It just takes imagination (anything is possible), observation (keep your eyes and 

ears open), and interpretation (put two and two together), and then, maybe, just maybe: 

connection. You can connect yourself to the world around you in a significantly 

meaningful way and appreciate the divine path placed in your way. It’s about observing 

and filtering out the extraneous to hone in on the circuitous and curious and to ask 
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questions that get at the heart of the matter. It’s about getting out of your own way to see 

and appreciate what is and isn’t there.  

What I just described with the fractals, the songs and the bee is but a recent 

example of a phenomenon I’ve been noticing for years, but couldn’t quite put my finger 

on until now. Now I see connecting connections spanning years of time. It is, and was, all 

connected. I’m willing to take a chance and consider the possibility that this world has 

magical dimensions. It is only now that I’m able to put it together and share it with others 

who may appreciate or dismiss what I have to say as I’ve dismissed my strangely 

connected experiences for years. The more connections I make, the more connections I 

make. I notice more every day. It’s a veritable nuclear reaction of connections. As I 

connect strange happenings to what’s going on in my life and mind, I notice more 

extraordinary connections and realize that something outside myself has been 

communicating with me over my entire life time. What is first thought of as just 

something weird, something unworthy of attention becomes something more as I invest 

emotion in it. It’s not a coincidence that things happen the way they do. When I make a 

connection, it’s exciting. I get chills of emotion.  

It’s like hearing a lone bag pipe player practicing a song that I don’t recognize in 

the park and then passing polite soldiers marching with full packs around the lake and 

then seeing a dead black and white bird lying on its back and then being struck by the 

feelings I get in my heart. The bag piper standing in the autumn leaves playing his heart 

out reminds me of my Scottish grandfather who would have cried. Bag pipes were played 

for my brother who died at forty-two. The faces of the young soldiers remind me of the 

horrors of World War II and the valiant fight for the good that those who are brave must 
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do. I can see myself reflected in their eyes, this band of brothers. And the dead black and 

white bird on its back with beak pointing up at the grey sky, so beautiful even in death 

reminds me of the beauty and pathos of the world. I hear The Verve playing Bitter Sweet 

Symphony that we listened to in the limo funeral car on a day like today just before the 

snow fell and we put my brother into the ground: “’Cause it’s a bittersweet symphony, 

this life. Trying to make ends meet, you’re a slave to money and then you die. I’ll take 

you down the only road I’ve ever been down. You know the one that takes you to the 

places where all the veins meet, yeah.” And then, after all of this – piper, soldiers, dead 

black and white bird, bittersweet symphony, autumn leaves, grey sky – I get into my 

office to ponder the emotions I feel. Is it melancholy? Is it pride? Is it love? Is it sadness? 

What is it? And I settle myself into a chair at my desk to continue work unrelated to my 

job. I am poetical, not political. I write “Paul McCartney had a dream in which his 

mother appeared and said to him, ‘let it be’” and then I hear strangely familiar music 

muffled and distant coming from somewhere far away. What is it? It’s coming through 

the walls. I step into the hallway of this 1912 building with a tower and I follow the tune 

to its source and as I do, I realize that it’s the same tune the bag piper was playing in the 

park that I didn’t recognize and as I near the source, it dawns on me that the song is Paul 

McCartney’s Mull of Kintyre. I hadn’t heard the song in years. I loved it back then. I 

thought of the lone bag pipe player who had touched my heart back in the park. What are 

the chances that I would hear the song twice in one day in such an obscure way? In a 

hurry I follow the music like a hunter. I have to find it before it’s over. This is my 

mission. I want to see who’s playing it. It is muffled. It is far away. I race up the stairs to 

the third floor which in this old campus is deserted. In the hallway I put my ear to a door 
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as a nun in a full flowing black and white habit and a huge cross dangling from a 

necklace appears. She walks right past me with her eyes straight ahead. I’m not part of 

her world. She looks like a ghost. My heart leaps into my chest. I’ve seen her before. 

Years before I spoke of seeing this nun and nobody believed me. Someone secretly slid a 

“Nuns Having Fun” calendar under my door. It puzzled me at the time. We later laughed 

about it in the staffroom when it was discovered that the nun really did exist. I wasn’t 

nuts after all. I watched the nun walk by as if she couldn’t see me. I had a flash of the 

little dead black and white bird staring straight up at the grey sky. They looked the same. 

She disappeared somewhere and I continued. There was no one else around as I raced 

down the corridor in my 1912 building with empty classrooms and then, the music 

stopped. The song ended. There would be no more refrains about the mist rolling in from 

the sea. I returned to my office with the lyrics in my mind. I never could figure out where 

the music came from. Back in my chair I wondered about the experience. Why had I 

heard that song? Why the bag pipes? Why now? Why did I get chills when I heard it? I 

could feel myself marching to something that’s calling to me from above. I had just 

watched a documentary about Camelot which of course has nothing to do with this, but in 

my mind the connections flew. At the end of the documentary the narrator said that 

Camelot was an idea. It is the idea of fighting the good fight. I thought of the soldiers that 

I’d seen in the park. I couldn’t help but feel that I was fighting the good fight too, but 

nobody knew. I am alone in this. I’m an urban Braveheart, a warrior poet running down 

hallways listening for a source at doors instead of brandishing swords. And at the end of 

it all, I feel confused. I feel close to something that can’t be explained. 
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I couldn’t help but feel that without being aware of it, something wonderful just 

beyond myself was communicating with me. I knew it was true. It takes a willingness to 

run down hallways in search of what you feel and then when it has stopped, in knowing 

that it is has not. Now I see!  

I jump into streams of consciousness where nature and spirit come together. I 

open myself. I connect the power of now with the power of then to see what I didn’t see. 

By becoming aware of what’s going on all around me - in the past, in the present, in the 

future – I put it together. I’ve sensitized myself to the ridiculous. I stop in my tracks and 

say: “Wait a second. Is that a bee? What are the chances?”  

 

 

6 

Here’s the process. I suggest putting on some music right about now. Put on 

something that stirs your soul. You need to be receptive soil to receive the seeds of 

wonder. 

Step one: noticing 

It all starts with noticing. Keep track of your dreams by jotting down what you 

remember. Brainstorm a possible list of connections between your dreams and what’s 

going on in your life - past, present and future. Consider the ideas that pop into your head 

and follow the links (or threads, to use a technical term) and follow-up with research if 

necessary. It’s like school or the show This is JEOPARDY! You are given answers and 

you have to figure out questions. There might be something you didn’t see at first so 

examine the clues, do some research and be like an egg and incubate. 
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Step two: opening 

Keep yourself open. Watch and listen. Wait. Watch. Wait some more. When 

something peculiar or out of the ordinary happens, ask yourself: what’s going on here? 

For what it’s worth, think of that Buffalo Springfield lyric (minus the gun part), “There’s 

somethin’ happenin’ here. What it is ain’t exactly clear.” Figuratively speaking let a Red-

breasted Nuthatch land on your finger. You can’t make that kind of thing happen. All you 

can do is be available and put out your finger. Be patient and open to possibilities. If 

you’re lucky, you’ll be surprised. Whatever is going to come, will come in its own good 

time. I am the soil. I prepare myself for planting seeds of thought that branch into 

infinity. It’s a secret way of thinking. I see my brain as being like an antenna tuning itself 

into a frequency beyond myself. Sometimes something will occur to me requiring further 

research and then I’ll do it and find more connections. That’s when the internet comes in 

handy or books on a shelf. I’ll ask myself what it means to hear the song Honeycomb just 

as I’m talking about not being able to buy Honeycomb. Why honeycomb? In this instance 

I examined all angles relating to the song, the cereal and the object itself and asked 

myself: Is it really a coincidence? No. The key is to be open and accepting of whatever 

comes and to read between the lines in places where there are no lines. If you do that, you 

will see meaning obscured by the seemingly meaninglessness.  

Step three: pondering 

In the morning over coffee I try and recall my dreams. Sometimes there’s only 

mush in my mind, sometimes there are vivid dream recollections and sometimes I’m 

embarrassed by what I dream. Sometimes I have big dreams with vivid recollections that 

mean a lot and last for years in my mind and sometimes I have small ethereal dreams that 
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disappear as quickly as they came. If I have a vivid dream recollection, I jot it down and 

leave it at that. Sometimes a message is clear and sometimes it’s completely weird. 

Sometimes I’ll see an obvious message and at other times there’s nothing there and it 

looks like a mess. It looks like I’ve taken my waking thoughts and thrown them in a 

blender. With dream recollections, in a notebook I list things that I notice and think 

about. These things are a mixture of random thoughts and actual things that happen or 

have happened to me. After I do this, I ponder and then, I ponder some more. I keep track 

of all the weird things that happen to me and I keep myself open to the possibility that 

there might be more going on than meets the eye. Perhaps it’s just beyond my regular 

day-to-day comprehension right there in front of my face but hidden somehow. Behind 

conventions there are connections waiting to be made if we but take the time to 

deconstruct, analyze, tease-out and unpack - connect those circumnavigations! Pay 

attention.  

That’s it. 

It’s like that old Zen story* where a student asks Master Ichu, “Please write for 

me something of great wisdom,” and Master Ichu picks up his brush and writes the word 

“Attention.” The student says, “Is that all?” and the master writes “Attention. Attention.” 

The student becomes irritable, saying, “That doesn’t seem profound or subtle to me,” to 

which, in response, Master Ichu writes simply, “Attention. Attention. Attention.” In 

frustration the student demands to know, “What does attention mean?” and the master 

replies, “Attention means attention.”  

And so it means to me. That’s it. That’s all that I do. Feel free to write in the 

margins and look from the periphery. I used to forget to pay attention back in the days 
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when I didn’t know what I now know. I used to feel separate. I used to let myself get self 

absorbed and busy and unobservant. I let reality get boring. I dismissed what I took to be 

trivialities and forgot to notice and be like a leaf and let go. Like so many people, I 

missed the code. I went through life oblivious of the mysterious, but not anymore. I have 

learned. It’s a matter of noticing, being open, pondering and being patient. It’s following 

leads to make connections and deconstruct constructions.  

That’s what I do. Maybe you’ll recognize the infinite of a fractal zoom in your 

own life. It’s just you and you and you, over and over, just like it’s me and me and me 

forever. Our heartbeats are beyond our control. Our hearts beat of their own accord. 

There’s something eternal talking to us without words. If we but take the time to notice, 

we will understand. Something talks to us through all that is. Something is happening 

here and what it is, ain’t exactly clear.* There’s you and me and more. If you take the 

time to notice and put it together, take a mental leap, it’s there. A shape repeated, 

geometry, eternity, honey, a darn good life and then and then and then… beauty! 
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CHAPTER TWO 

 

 

“Seed of Life” pattern* 

 

A long time ago something happened to me that seemed coincidental at the time, 

but now that I think about it in this new interconnected context of mine, I find myself 

returning to ponder the incident again and again. It was more than I’d initially thought it 

was. It was certainly exciting at the time, but I gradually came to dismiss it. It seemed so 

unlikely that it was anything other than just one of those things that happens from time to 

time. Now that I think about it in the context of what I continue to experience today, I 

know it was more.  

When I tell people about what happened they don’t think too much about it, and I 

more or less convinced myself of the same. People, including myself, came to think of 

what happened as just a silly coincidence and nothing more. It could happen to anybody. 

But now I don’t think so. I think about it now and I don’t think it was a coincidence at all. 

I think it was a message from, dare I say it, from the great beyond - the all, God, eternity, 

infinity, the unconscious, call it what you will - I had a WOW experience as in: Wonder 

of Wonders. 



29 

 

At the time it happened I was kind of amazed, but then I rationalized all of the 

significance away except for a tiny shred that grew and grew in the back of my mind like 

a seed that was planted out of the wind. It’s funny how something so small and seemingly 

innocuous as what I’m about to describe could have an impact on a person. You’ll 

probably not think much of it.  

The incident I’m about to describe happened over a dozen years ago, but no 

matter how much I ignore it, it comes back into my mind and resonates still. 

 

 

2 

One morning at work, over coffee, someone asked me point blank, “Do you 

believe in God?” The conversation had abruptly switched from talking about food and 

movies to the nature of good and evil and the belief in God. I knew that the person asking 

the question was an atheist. He said he was. He was a fan of Richard Dawkins. I think 

everyone at the table was either an atheist or a fence-sitting agnostic and I think I said I 

was too. I didn’t want to be odd man out or equated with religious fanatics. It would have 

been easy to have said, “No, of course not. Don’t be a silly monkey. Only fools believe,” 

like a good atheist should, but that’s not what I said. What I said was a knee-jerk reaction 

that just sort of popped out of my mouth unintentionally. I didn’t stop to think about what 

I was saying. I didn’t second-guess myself. No, like the idiot I am, I said in a most 

annoyingly enigmatic way, “I know there’s something…” I dragged out the vowels. My 

voice trailed off when I said the word something. I sounded ridiculous. Everyone looked 

at me as if I’d sprouted wings. Without forethought, my mouth repeated it, “I know 
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there’s something,” as if it wasn’t totally clear to everyone there that I had clearly lost my 

mind and then I clarified my non-clarification further by saying, “I don’t know what it is, 

but there’s… something.”  

I was met by silent stares. I have that effect on people. 

Not leaving well enough alone, to break the awkward silence that I’d exploded 

like a religious sonic boom, I went on to tell the people as they awkwardly sipped coffee 

why I knew there is something. It was something I’d given a lot of secret thought to but 

had never articulated verbally to the outside world (except to my wife and a friend both 

of whom dismissed me out of hand).  

After I told my co-workers about my experience with this mysterious something I 

was met with even more blank stares. It was actually kind of funny. It was weird. I even 

chuckled a bit, which certainly didn’t help my case. I know I should have kept quiet, but I 

didn’t. I’d opened the door and shown the people at work the real me - a me that’s 

normally hidden behind a modestly middle-class disguise. That’s the way it goes 

sometimes. I knew that they thought I was either mad, silly, or totally naïve. I told them 

my story and then, the atheist nearest me said, “That’s just a coincidence.” 

I anticipated this and with lightning speed, I presented my rebuttal, “maybe,” I 

said. “But I don’t think so. What are the chances?” My question was followed by yet 

more silent stares as each person thought about the chances of getting away from me. I 

heard the slurping of coffee and we quickly switched back to talking about food, movies 

and safe topics like body odor.  

I was no longer part of their world. 
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Nobody believed what I knew to be true and that’s this: there is something. I don’t 

know what it is, but it is good and when I come into contact with it, the feeling I get is 

wonderful. I don’t just believe it. I know it. I experienced – something - first hand and, 

I’ve experience it again and again. I’ve had my own confirmation. And when it happens, 

when I’m touched by something, it’s like having a few moments of absolute beauty, a 

short trip to heaven on earth. I found something in the words behind words. I see, feel and 

hear something behind what I see, feel and hear. It was there before I was born and it’ll 

be there after I die. I don’t want to try to explain what that something is because I can’t. I 

don’t know how this works. If I try to explain, it would just be speculation. If I try to 

explain, you will think I’m trying to make myself sound special or that this is something 

somehow unattainable or neurotic on my part. I know I’m not special. I’m quotidian man, 

common as dirt. I’m in the middle, balanced between on the one hand, wanting to give 

myself up to spiritual views, to something beyond myself and on the other, wanting to 

give myself up to instinct and momentary pleasure. I’m halfway between a spirit with 

romantic ideals and an animal with physical needs. A middle man, that’s what I am – 

middle class, middle-aged, middle-sized, of middle intelligence, in the middle of nowhere 

- ready to be virtuous but not at the expense of convenience which is an overarching goal 

like others of my ilk. Maybe a great artist could describe a transcendental experience 

such as I’ve had or feel that I’ve had, but my words are inadequate. I get tongue tied. I 

don’t want to offend or exaggerate or come across as self-important. I have no wish to 

intellectualize what that something is. Far be it for me to know what great thinkers have 

sought throughout history. I’m no medium. I’m small. Maybe it is through my pure 

regularity, smallness and self-acknowledged limitation that I make myself available and 
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willing to perceive something beyond myself. I have but few words and a limited 

vocabulary at my disposal. I really don’t know how to describe the odd little experiences 

that reveal so much to me.  

 

 

3 

Years ago, when I was in my thirties or forties – bear with me, time is all muddled 

in this - like a lot of people who are half done their lives or who have half of their lives 

left to live, depending on how you look at it - I looked back towards what I’d done with 

my life and I gazed forward towards where I was irrevocably going. I didn’t much like 

what I saw. I’d not achieved much. I’m a lazy half-asser doing everything in a half-assed 

way. That’s good enough is my motto. Perfection is too much of a reach. Each of my 

dreams fizzled like a sparkler that goes out in the rain.  

I’d entered the downward swing of life and I knew that in no time at all I too 

would be launched into eternity whether into darkness or into something more, I wasn’t 

sure. At mid-life I found myself asking: What are we? Why do we exist? Is there a 

purpose in life? If so, what is it and what should we do about it? Of course, predictable 

middle-man that I am, I went on a spiritual quest. I began by reading everything I could 

find about spirituality and religion. I wanted desperately to know. Is there something 

more to life or is this all there is? It was like I’d camped out in a haunted house and dared 

ghosts to reveal themselves. I imagined myself back in the 1880s. I saw no ghosts but I 

did steep myself in religious ideas. I wanted to see and experience the mysterious. I read 

about such things as Mysticism, Gnosticism, Buddhism, Hinduism, Mythology, 
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Christianity, Zen, Druidry, Yoga, Kundalini, Islam, Mormonism, stuff about the power of 

the mind, books by Depak Chopra, Carl Jung, Herman Hesse, psychology, sociology, art, 

self-help books, books about quantum physics and near death experiences… books, 

books, books… you name it, I read it. People would see my stack of books and give me a 

weird look. My wife said, “Don’t you ever get tired of this stuff?” From the way she said 

stuff, I knew what she meant. “No,” I said.  

It was embarrassing. I read all this stuff and I would try things on for size, but as 

hard as I tried nothing quite fit. Over the years I realized that I wouldn’t and couldn’t buy 

it. I was too self-contained. I considered myself too intellectual, too logical, too rational, 

too scientific. Those who weren’t any of those things were in my opinion unrealistic and 

flakey. I wanted badly to believe, but I couldn’t. I couldn’t believe in anything 

miraculous. I saw no angels. I just saw everybody being out for themselves. Survival of 

the fittest. Dog eat dog. I couldn’t believe in fairy tales. Where was the love? I was 

incapable of the illogical. I thought I knew more than everybody else. I didn’t see 

evidence of God in my life or in the lives of those around me or in the world at large. I 

couldn’t get over what I’d seen on TV about WWII.  

I found many of the books I’d read to be too touchy feeling, too far-fetched, too 

fake - written by phonies out for a buck, fake prophets and best-selling hypocrites telling 

people things that the people want to hear, getting rich off the backs of naïve followers 

who wouldn’t or couldn’t think for themselves. These were people who struggled with 

reality and needed to escape and con artists are quick to take advantage.  

I saw jargon. I saw errors in logic and judgment. I saw self-inflation and 

aggrandization. I saw distortions of proclaimed truths. I saw ancient texts that had been 
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distorted over time like ancient games of telephone. I saw silly myths I couldn’t believe. I 

found writers using mumbo-jumbo and annoying jargon and overused words like 

“journey,” “energy” “universe” “spirit” that came to mean nothing to me. What do these 

words mean anyway? Nothing. I became jaded and cynical. It was all just too weird for 

me. I believed in medical science. That’s it. Dreams were just the brain’s way of 

processing information, like a computer of sorts. And yet, out of it all, in terms of 

emotion, I believed in the art of loving as explained by Erich Fromm and some of Alan 

Watts stuff about Zen was interesting. I even had rare occasions of peace during 

meditation which I practiced religiously, but, despite all my reading, searching and effort, 

after twenty years or so I was no closer to an answer than I ever was. What I read would 

go in one eye and out the other. I didn’t retain. I just became more knowledgeable about 

how freaky religions were to me. I remember reading The Power of Now and thinking it 

was pretty good. I believe in now. I can’t say that I completely got all of it or bought into 

it - I’m rather dim that way - but I enjoyed reading it. Time has passed and I don’t 

remember much about The Power of Now now (now-now, that’s funny).  

 

 

4 

At the time I was reading all these books about spirituality and religion I was 

voracious. My wife said, “What are you searching for?” I said that I didn’t know, but I’d 

know when I found it. She said, “I don’t search for anything. Can’t you just be happy like 

me?” This was ironic, because at that moment she was anything but happy with me. “But 

I am happy,” I said. “That’s not what this is about. I want to be more than just happy. A 
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good beer makes me happy. I want more than a good beer. I want to know. I want to see 

ghosts. I want to see…” Call me arrogant, but I wanted to have God talk to me like they 

said He did in the Bible. I wanted to see Jesus. I wanted to experience Nirvana. I wanted 

to feel Samdahi. I wanted to know the void. I wanted to feel the Divine. I wanted to 

know! I wasn’t seeing evidence of God in the world at large. I took pollution seriously. 

Unlike my friends who live in the matrix, I saw the writing on the wall and it’s not going 

to end well. Global destruction of nature and over population are … not… good. The 

state of the world depresses me. I take it personally. I became too serious. I lost my 

lightheartedness. I wasn’t funny any more. With like-minded people I even said that I 

was an atheist. It scared me to think this way, but there you are. I saw no purpose in life 

other than to live. I emptied myself. I admired the brilliance of Christopher Hitchens and 

I watched a DVD series about the history of atheism which I found interesting. But then, 

deep down a part of me craved something more than all this. I craved meaning. I couldn’t 

get my heart around meaninglessness. I thought that surely there’s more to life than just 

my day to day mentality. I wrote dark cynical poetry. I even went through a phase where 

I thought maybe I was getting Alzheimer’s disease like my mother because when I 

emptied my mind in meditation, I really got an empty mind. There was nothing there. 

Absolutely nothing was going on. There was just some wind between my ears. Someone 

said, “Stop thinking.” And I did. Simple as that. It was peaceful, but with an empty mind, 

I thought I was getting stupid. I wrote a poem about it. At the time of my spiritual quest, 

my wife and I slowly drifted apart. She didn’t feel herself to be part of what I was doing. 

She just wanted to live a regular day-to-day life without the need to give thought to 

spiritual stuff or to live with a religious freak like me. She thought that I was missing the 
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point to life. I was so immersed in a spiritual search that I disconnected myself from her 

and regular life. I hung white sheets on the walls, removed furniture and made myself a 

sanctuary in the basement. I sat in meditation for hours and hours and did yoga as my 

wife rolled her eyes. She thought I did it for attention. She thought I was nuts. I lost 

friends. This went on for quite a while (years in fact) and then one day I too thought it 

was too much. I was losing myself. I couldn’t help thinking that it was just sad that I 

wasn’t the simple lad I once was. I’d spent a lifetime building up a personality, one that 

my friends liked and I was throwing it away. I was being repeatedly asked to let go of 

myself, to basically kill my ego and part of me thought that was sad. It made my parents 

sad. It made my wife sad. It made me sad. This isn’t what life was supposed to be about. I 

felt the loss of myself, as if the boy I loved had died. I suffered in loneliness. I wanted to 

be me again. I wanted to play. I wanted to have fun. The religious people I knew seemed 

so phony and hypocritical. I didn’t see them giving all their money away. It seemed like 

the religious people I met had sacrificed their sense of humour to become part of a club 

that I didn’t want to join and the atheists bummed me out with their hedonism, drug 

induced euphoria and gloom. I wanted to laugh freely in humbleness. I wanted to feel 

more than just alive. I wanted to love with intensity. I wanted to be light as a feather or as 

light as that plastic bag blowing in the wind to gentle music in the movie American 

Beauty. I wanted to find beauty where it’s least expected.  

In the midst of this spiritual quest, generally speaking, things were going well. We 

had friends. People in my life died – grandparents, my mother, a niece, a brother, children 

I knew, acquaintances - but I didn’t. I survived. One day, I put back the furniture, took 

down the white sheets and went back to watching TV. I chocked up my spiritual quest to 
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experience, but I never completely forgot. I put it on the back burner and decided to ride 

out this life until its expiration date like everybody else. I told my wife I was done with it. 

I said I was an atheist. It was like I had gone on a fad diet that didn’t take. I was done 

with the diet. Religion didn’t suit me. At the end of the day, after I tried desperately to 

believe, I gave up and lived on my cynical rock where I made glib jokes and wrote ironic 

poetry and had fun where I could. The only thing I believed in was reality. My daughter 

was born and then I knew what real love was. I came to think that this is it: nothing 

supernatural, nothing metaphysical… nada, zip, this, my friend, is it… and then… 

 

 

 5 

One ordinary day I watched the movie The Legend of Bagger Vance on TV. It’s 

an OK movie. I selected it at random from videos on display at the public library. I knew 

nothing about the film, but after watching the movie I realized that it connected with 

things I’d been reading and experiencing in mindfulness and during meditation. The 

movie which stars Will Smith is about golf. It even had the Duke Ellington song Mood 

Indigo that I love. I didn’t golf, but for whatever reason, I picked the movie and watched 

it. I especially loved the part about going into the field. It reminded me of something I’d 

experienced myself, except I called it going into the zone. I thought of it as an aesthetic 

experience.  

I could go into the zone when I emptied my mind, when I forgot myself and when 

I experienced everything around me without judgment. I guess it was about living in the 

now. I could go into the zone doing most anything – playing a game of Crokinole (I once 
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got it in the centre a dozen times in a row!), I could go into the zone washing dishes, 

running, shopping, driving... just about anything. I remember getting zoned-out - an into 

the zone kind of feeling - when I was in a discount store. I stood there amazed by the 

sheer inventory of plastic flowers. I literally felt my nasal passages opening. It felt good. I 

could smell the plastic. I could unplug my nose on command.  

In the zone I felt content with myself and my world - totally aware of everything. 

The same hypnotic feeling can happen to me when I’m out walking in a forest, driving in 

a car with my eyes on the sky and the road rushing towards me as I look at it through 

peripheral vision (I don’t tell passengers when I do this) or when I’m sitting outside a 

coffee shop on an ugly busy street. It happens when I enter total acceptance of what is. I 

feel a harmonious oneness with all things. It’s a beautiful feeling. I could get this 

peaceful feeling whenever I wanted to by focusing my attention on my breathing, by 

emptying my mind and by becoming totally present in the now. It’s a Zen thing. That’s 

what I thought Bagger Vance was describing when he talked about going into the field. 

I’m not a golfer, but all of a sudden I understood how the game of golf is like life.  

I watched The Legend of Bagger Vance on a video tape from the library. It was 

the one and only time I’d seen it. In the movie there’s a part where Bagger Vance, the 

caddy played by Will Smith, first tells Junuh, played by Matt Damon, about going into 

the field. Junuh was playing golf very badly. It was only then that Bagger offered gentle 

advice about getting out of his way and finding his authentic shot. The perfect shot that 

finds you. I found the concept of going into the field fascinating. It reminded me of things 

I’d read about in mysticism, Hinduism and Zen Buddhism. It seemed to me that it was 

about getting out of your own way.  
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When the movie was over, I sat there stunned. I wanted to see the scene about 

going into the field again. On my video tape player there was no easy way to find a 

particular scene on a tape. You just clicked the rewind or fast forward buttons and 

searched it out. I clicked rewind and listened to the tape rewinding with whirring abandon 

and then… 

 I clicked play. 

I had no idea where I’d be in on the tape, but there on our twenty inch Mitsubishi 

TV appeared the exact scene I was looking for. I didn’t have to look around. It was at the 

exact second I wanted! It seemed incredibly lucky to me at the time. What are the 

chances? It gave me chills. I breathed the music in like a balm for my soul. It is the scene 

where Bobby Jones shows us how he goes into the field and Bagger Vance says,  

“Put your eyes on Bobby Jones... Look at his practice swing, almost like he's 

searchin’ for something... Then he finds it... Watch how he settle hisself right into 

the middle of it, feel that focus... He got a lot of shots he could choose from... 

Duffs and tops and skulls, there's only ONE shot that's in perfect harmony with 

the field... One shot that's his, authentic shot, and that shot is gonna choose him... 

There's a perfect shot out there tryin' to find each and every one of us... All we got 

to do is get ourselves out of its way, to let it choose us... Can't see that flag as 

some dragon you got to slay... You got to look with soft eyes... See the place 

where the tides and the seasons and the turnin' of the Earth, all come together... 

where everything that is, becomes one... You got to seek that place with your soul 

Junuh... Seek it with your hands don't think about it... Feel it... Your hands is 

wiser than your head ever gonna be... Now I can't take you there Junuh... Just 
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hopes I can help you find a way... Just you... that ball... that flag... and all you 

are...”* 

Bagger tells Rannulph Junuh to stop worrying about winning or losing. Stop trying so 

hard to hit the ball. Do not think about the results of your action. Bagger says, 

“Concentrate on the field. Become one in your consciousness with the field. Allow the 

natural rhythm and harmony of life to pass through you and express in your acts.” Life, 

like golf, is a game. Play the game. Play it and enjoy it.  

I sat there dazed thinking about the field and about what Bagger Vance had said 

in the movie. I thought about how weird it was that I’d found the scene on the video tape 

so quickly - so accidentally. It might not seem like much to you, but to me it was a 

miracle. I felt a kind of elation. I was sitting there in stunned amazement as my eyes were 

drawn to a little doll on the shelf. The doll is about the height of a beer bottle. It’s a girl 

doll dressed in some kind of folk outfit - maybe Peruvian? The doll has a little water pot 

on her head. I’m looking at this doll with a little water pot on her head and I’m not 

thinking much of anything. I’m still trying to get a handle on my little rewinding miracle. 

My mother had given the doll to my daughter. My daughter didn’t particularly like it. She 

said the eyes moved which of course they did. When you tipped her back her eyes would 

close. I kept the doll on the shelf because it came from my mother. I don’t know where 

my mother got it. She’s since passed away.  

I didn’t think too much about why I found myself staring at the little doll – just 

one of those things I suppose. I have to look at something. I was still in a little bit of a 

shock from the rewinding the tape to the exact spot I wanted incident. I was in the field, 

so to speak. I stopped staring at the doll with the little water pot on her head and I 
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randomly selected and opened the nearest book. It was my journal. The journal has a 

picture of a fish on the cover. It had been a gift from my wife. I wrote down things that I 

thought were important or things that I found interesting either of my own invention or 

from something I read. I opened my journal and at random my eyes fell upon these 

words:  

“Just as a dancing girl fixes her attention on the water pot she bears on her head 

even when she is dancing to various tunes, so also a truly pious man does not give 

up his attention to the blissful feet of the Supreme Lord even when he attends to 

his many and varied concerns.”  

I couldn’t believe the connection. I sat there dumbfounded. How’s that for a strange 

coincidence? What are the chances of me looking at a doll with a water pot on her head 

and then opening a book at random to instantly see the words, “Just as a dancing girl 

fixes her attention on the water pot she bears on her head?” Can you believe it? What are 

the chances I’d even have a doll with a water pot on her head? If it weren’t for my 

mother, I wouldn’t have such a thing on my shelf. My wife certainly didn’t want the doll 

on a shelf upstairs. Was it just one of those things or was it something else? What are the 

chances of something like this happening? For me, in that instant, the message was loud 

and clear: I should go into the field to, “See the place where the tides and the seasons 

and the turnin' of the Earth, all come together... where everything that is, becomes one... 

You got to seek that place with your soul...”  

I got it. I experienced magic thinking. I felt it. I felt that place with my soul. 
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6 

And now, I feel it. I feel that sense of oneness when I walk in a forest. I feel it 

when I look at my hands and get into a zone. I feel it when I put my cheek on my 

daughter’s cheek as she looks at the moon and I see it reflected in her eyes. I feel it when 

I know that I love my wife and I’m able to make her laugh. I feel it when I throw a rock 

and make an unbelievable shot. I totally got it as I sat there dumbfounded so many years 

ago, but - this is where I struggled – “pay attention to the blissful feet of the Supreme 

Lord.” Really? Feet? Why the feet of the Supreme Lord? I resisted the notion. I felt 

somewhat taken aback because after all my reading and seeking I decided that I wasn’t a 

religious person. I don’t go to church and yet, I read it again: “Just as a dancing girl fixes 

her attention on the water pot she bears on her head even when she is dancing to various 

tunes, so also a truly pious man does not give up his attention to the blissful feet of the 

Supreme Lord even when he attends to his many and varied concerns.” I sat there and 

thought about it. I let the message sink in. What are the feet of the Supreme Lord? Surely 

it’s not a literal thing. It’s not real feet. It’s metaphorical. It’s something invisible, it is 

God, the universe, the unconscious, a guardian angel, call it whatever you want to call it. 

It means paying attention to the divine in everyday activities. Isn’t that exactly what I’ve 

been thinking about all along? It means something beyond this mortal plain; it means 

something beyond myself. When I thought of it that way – taking out the image of a 

Supreme Lord’s feet - I knew I could do it. I knew I got it. I’m good with the feet. It 

simply means seeing more in this life than just this life. 
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CHAPTER THREE 

 

 

Huckleberry* 

As a quiet boy, now that I think about it, I observed the world around me from a 

distance. I was there, but not. I felt myself to be detached from it all. An alien. I was a 

lonely boy looking for love without knowing I was looking for love. Love was and is my 

all. That could explain why, to this day, I love to blast the song “Lonely Boy” by Paul 

Anka. It’s a theme of mine. Can you hear it? It goes: “I’m just a lonely boy, lonely and 

blue. I’m all alone, with nothing to do. I’ve got everything you could think of, but all I 

want, is someone to love.” I’m sidetracked yet again by a song in my veins. I’ve come to 

recognize that such sidetracks reveal truths about myself and the world. 

In sidetracks such as those found in songs, shows, dreams and things, I see 

oddities that others don’t see. Through the years I’ve come to understand that what 

happens to me doesn’t happen to me by mere chance. When I tell people about my 

experiences with non-coincidental coincidences like the doll with the water-pot on her 

head, they look at me as if I have rocks in my head. They don’t get it. They think I’m 

either making it up or reading too much into it, but I protest and I tell people, “No. It’s 

true! It was a message from above!” When I do that, I get those odd blank stares again. 
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It’s quite funny, really. It’s like I’m in on a joke that only me and the sky get. I keep my 

mouth zipped; maybe that’s why I feel compelled to write this. It has to come out 

somehow. I have to tell somebody, even if it’s just me talking to myself and there is no 

you.  

I may be just a lonely boy, but that makes my love the richer for it. Love is better 

given without reciprocation. I can’t take love for granted because it can be taken away at 

any given minute because people don’t get it. People are reluctant to commit when they 

find fault. My friend Erich Fromm wrote about it. He wrote things that ring true for me. 

In his book The Art of Loving (1956) he said, “Paradoxically, the ability to be alone is the 

condition for the ability to love” (spoken like a true Lonely Boy). Fromm said, “Immature 

love says: ‘I love you because I need you.’ Mature love says ‘I need you because I love 

you.” Fromm also said “Creativity requires the courage to let go of certainties” and: “The 

quest for certainty blocks the search for meaning. Uncertainty is the very condition to 

impel man to unfold his powers.” Uncertainty has always been my middle name (not 

literally of course, it’s actually Scott). I can’t explain what all of the connections I make 

mean, but I know they mean something and that they connect to love. It is in the 

connections themselves that a meaning is derived. All this may appear odd (it does even 

to me), but I take comfort in Fromm’s words, “If other people do not understand our 

behaviour – so what? Their request that we must only do what they understand is an 

attempt to dictate to us. If this is being “asocial” or “irrational” in their eyes, so be it. 

Mostly they resent our freedom and our courage to be ourselves. We owe nobody an 

explanation or an accounting, as long as our acts do not hurt of infringe on them. How 

many lives have been ruined by this need to “explain,” which usually implies that the 
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explanation be “understood,” i.e. approved. Let your deeds be judged, and from your 

deeds, your real intentions, but know that a free person owes an explanation only to 

himself…” (Erich Fromm, The Art of Being).* I should post this on my door, but I know 

that nobody would read it. There are too many words and no cartoons. With this 

announcement, I take to heart that it is my intent to practice my arts: the art of loving, the 

art of connecting, and the art of being. I live by the simple words of E.M. Forster who 

said, “Only connect.” I let go of certainties and in ambiguities swim, hopefully I won’t 

drown…but, I digress… yet again.  

 

 

 2 

My wife is a practical person. I drive her crazy. I’m less inclined that way. When 

I say things like, “Send in the clouds,” she looks at me askew. “What are you talking 

about?” she asks and then I say, “It’s a pun on the song Send in the Clowns.” “What!” 

Never mind. She doesn’t get my comedy. 

My wife takes coincidences at face value. When something weird happens, she 

thinks it’s just one of those things. I don’t. I don’t see accidents as accidents. I see more. 

She doesn’t see what I see so we’ve agreed not to talk about metaphysical things. Once 

over a fine glass of wine on a lovely summer evening outside, I let my guard down. I told 

her about my experiences with strange coincidences that I thought were communications 

from somewhere beyond myself. I told her of my plan to write about it in a book called 

And then and she freaked out. I upset her. She said, “You actually think that in your 

dreams, spirits - or whatever - visit you? You actually think the world is telling you 
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something? You think anyone will want to read about this? Of course you do. Everybody 

does. Now, let’s make that appointment with a psychiatrist, shall we?”  She does not 

agree with me. She looks at me and sees a man living in a delusional world. She says, 

“You will be on your deathbed realizing how you’ve wasted your time and I will be there 

to say, I told you so.” And maybe I am, but I’ll take my delusion over certainties any day. 

It wastes time not seeing signs. I have felt the power and wonder and the beauty 

of the mysterious. “Why can’t you just be normal?” my wife says. To be funny I reply, 

“I’ve tried. It’s over rated” and then seeing the sad look on her face I say such things I 

say, “No. Wait. I am normal.” (I didn’t tell her that I didn’t know what normal was.) 

Even though she questions my rationality and calls me nuts at times, lucky for me, 

she loves me anyway. We’re committed to this. She ignores my peculiarities. I don’t 

think I’m nuts, but she says that thinking I’m not nuts is further evidence that I am - kind 

of a catch-22 thing, if you ask me.  

Except for writing this to you (if there is a you) as I am right now, I don’t tell 

anybody about the connections I make. I don’t think the people who know me would 

understand. I have learned from experience that people don’t look at you the same when 

they think you’re insane, and, if you laugh, it doesn’t help.  

Before anyone can complain about what an idiot I am, let me state clearly that I 

am not an expert in this (whatever this is). I’m not an expert in the invisible or the 

spiritual. I’m not an expert in anything. I’m not even an expert in being a human being. 

I’m not very good at it. I’m a muddler. I muddle my way through life. I get by. I’m 

ordinary. I follow interests that aren’t interesting to most people. I notice little things that 

others don’t notice. Maybe that’s my gift. I’m a silly human. I’m human-light; a diet-cola 
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in a world of colas. I’m receptive to whatever comes. Maybe I’m a little bit crazy, but 

who isn’t just a little bit crazy?  

I incline towards introversion and introspection. Where others are occupied with 

what I consider trivialities – a job, paying rent or a mortgage, buying food - I’m into 

deeper stuff like last night’s dream and the meaning of a particular song. I enjoy 

pondering questions of a metaphysical nature. I live somewhere between now and then. I 

write silly stories and poems for no one to appreciate. I waste time breathing, feeling and 

writing. I find the past in the present and see that my purpose is to make the world just a 

little bit brighter - one person at a time.  

I’m not ambitious.  

After I put away spiritual books, my wife and I became close again. She gave 

birth to a beautiful daughter. We worked on our marriage. I got a better job. Back when I 

was on my spiritual quest, I secretly wrote myself a cheque for a million dollars like Jim 

Carey (you know the comic actor?) said to do and over time, thanks to compound interest 

and sound financial advising, that dream came true.  

If we met and you were asked who you just met, I imagine you would look 

surprised and say, “When? Just now? I met someone? Who’d I meet?” That’s the kind of 

impression, or non-impression, I make. I speak and words fly into the wind. I’m dull. I’m 

a line traced in the sky by a fly. Once at a dinner party I explained how you can perform 

the Heimlich maneuver on yourself. I proceeded to demonstrate how to dislodge an 

obstacle from your throat when choking. I was busy pressing myself against an end table 

and explaining the procedure when I looked to see that no one was watching me. I quietly 

stopped pressing myself against furniture, returned to my seat and resumed eating 
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without anyone noticing. I’m pretty much invisible to people, especially to those who are 

self-important. I have a soft voice. I know I’m not important. When I’m dead and gone, 

nobody will know I existed – except for maybe my wife and kid and when they are gone, 

that will be it. As a would-be writer, I’m a wash-out. I’m writing a book I call Delusions 

of Grandeur. It’s taken years to make. I know it’ll be a bestseller.  

I’ve written three books. All three were rejected. One was about a man and his 

cardigan sweater (I thought it was funny but the only other person to read it said it 

wasn’t), another was about a janitor philosopher who befriends a depressed youth who’s 

looking for answers to the environmental crisis (the janitor gets fired, the kid grows up, 

the end) and the last book I wrote was about a janitor (again) who puts on a Charlie 

Chaplin tramp outfit, becomes possessed by a comic spirit and turns into a slapstick super 

hero (what else?). Despite a lack of marketability, I write anyway. It’s a birth defect, 

really, but writing helps me understand things. I don’t do it for money. Like every would-

be writer, I think I have something to share that I think is fantastic, but which is probably 

not. I suppose I write for attention.  

Like every nut out there, I write because I have a message. I’ve scribbled notes to 

myself all my life. I have ideas that connect with other ideas in ways that I think are 

remarkable. Things flow effortlessly, but when I look back I think, “What was that all 

about?” I’m a crazy fool. The idea for And then has taken years of incubation. I began to 

notice connections between my inner world and the outer world quite by accident, as if 

something – a guardian angel, a universal soul, unconscious, God, eternity…I don’t know 

what to call it (call it Jimmy for all that matters!)… something other than myself was and 

is telling me something and it is beautiful. What that something is, is what this is about.  
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3 

My name is Darrel Lawlor. Darrel is pronounced DARE-el and depending upon 

where you look, the name Darrel is either of Old English origin, meaning, beloved or Old 

French meaning, open. Open, as an adjective, means to “allow access, a passage, or a 

view through an empty space, not closed or blocked up.” As a verb, open means to “move 

or adjust so as to leave a space allowing access and a view.” I think it’s both ironic and 

appropriate that my name should mean openness because that’s what I think I am. I am 

open. I’m an open window (or door) to what, I’m not exactly sure, but it’s nice. It’s good. 

It’s kind. I think I’m kind (most of the time). The name Darrel also appears as Norman-

French as in, d’Airelle which means one who came from Airelle, France. There is no 

longer such a place, but airelle is the French word for huckleberry which means… I’m 

Your Huckleberry. When I’m in my rain suit I actually look like a Red Huckleberry 

(Vaccinium parvifolium). 

According to the online urban dictionary the phrase I’m Your Huckleberry can be 

traced back to Arthurian Lore. I circle back to Camelot a lot. (Another sign, perhaps?) 

Huckleberry garlands were said to be given to Knights of the kingdom for coming to the 

service of a damsel. They would approach the lady, lower their lance, and receive the 

small branch as a symbol of gratitude; much like a medal. I’m Your Huckleberry” 

therefore means, “I’m your Hero.”  

In the 1993 movie Tombstone (a movie I love), the phrase I’m your huckleberry 

means “I’m the man you’re looking for.” It’s used in response to a threat or challenge. In 
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a scene in the movie where the phrase is spoken, we find ourselves outside in a forested 

area. It’s Nevada in 1880 and we hear footsteps on the ground as a shadowy figure 

approaches between trees. Johnny Ringo, a gunslinger and ne’er do well is sporting a 

black hat. He turns to see a shadowy figure approaching. Johnny Ringo says with 

casualness, “Well…” He starts to walk towards the figure. We hear jingling spurs as 

Johnny Ringo says, “I didn’t think you had it in you.” The figure in shadow continues to 

slowly walk forward. A soothing voice says, “I’m your huckleberry.” Ringo stops short. 

The figure bathed in cigarette smoke steps into the sunlight. It’s Val Kilmer as Doc 

Holliday in a white hat. Johnny Ringo looks unnerved. He’s met his match. I love this 

scene. I imagine myself to be the Doc Holliday character (without Tuberculosis). I too 

step forward out of the shadows and into the light, like the Doc Holliday character whose 

grave I have, coincidentally, visited on a couple of occasions. So, I say again… 

I’m your huckleberry. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

 

  

Clover* 

 

 

I admire people who can solve a mystery. I’m not very good at it. I’d make a 

terrible detective. I always doubt myself. If I solved a crime, it would be purely by 

accident. It wouldn’t be me doing it. I would have to be helped by someone smarter than 

myself or by something divine, if there is such a thing. In most situations I’m the last to 

know what’s going on. I have to be hit over the head by something before I finally get it. 

Maybe it’s because I don’t ask questions. I’m not suspicious by nature. Riddles flummox 

me. Just tell me the answer. I don’t like it when people speak in circles. I never pick up 

on hints and I rarely understand what my wife is trying to tell me when she doesn’t say 

what she means. I’m kind of dumb that way. I always hated poetry in school. I never got 

the right answer on tests. I always thought, “why should I try to figure out what a poet 

means? Why doesn’t the poet just tell me what he means?” And then I realized that I 

don’t need to figure out what a poem means. The meaning is in me. If the poet isn’t clear, 

the poem is whatever I take it to mean. How’s that song go, “I’ve got the meaning in me! 
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I’ve got the meaning in me!” No, wait. I’m mistaken. The song is, “I’ve got the music in 

me. I’ve got the music in me.” I’m way off. Never mind. 

It’s ironic that I find myself as accidental Sherlock making deductions from 

dreams and things to glean meanings from intangible, incorporeal interconnections of an 

all - God, the universe, the unconscious, call it what you will. I don’t have the mind of a 

detective. I can’t figure this stuff out. I can’t intellectualize the ethereal. I’m not a clever 

investigator. I walk along in my own little huckleberry world. I’m not methodical nor am 

I logical. I’m natural. I’m a natural muddler, meaning: I muddle. I’m naïve and, for the 

most part, innocent of hidden agendas. I stamp everything I see with a Darrel mentality. I 

live in Darrel-Lawlor-Land. In my heart of hearts, I’m a romantic, that is, in the 

philosophical sense. I’m no Lord Byron, but I try in my humble way to be myself. I’m 

sentimental. I practice the art of love. I work on that capacity by listening to beautiful 

music and through contemplation.  

I saw a funny video today of a guy who said, “Why are people afraid of love?” He 

would then sneak up behind someone and yell, “Love!” and the person would jump. I 

loved it, but it wasn’t very loving. Sometimes love is funny that way.  

As a romantic, I love freedom. I prize individuality. I prize intuition and emotion 

over rationalism. Robot people get on my nerves. I’ve never been one to go with the herd. 

My romanticism is a philosophy of life. I love nature, but the nature I love doesn’t have 

parasites.  I have a romanticized view of nature. It’s an abstract appreciation disconnected 

from the need to survive in the wild. In my love of nature I can’t abide hornets, fire ants, 

wasps and flies. I would quickly die in the wild. I couldn’t kill. Still, I love nature in an 

aesthetic sense. I love birds. I love contented animals who aren’t out to kill me. I go out 
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of my way to see flowers and lakes. I take my time in parks. I love trees. Speaking of 

which, when I came into work this morning, I saw a young woman hugging a tree by my 

building. I was dawdling along – late for work as usual – and then, I was taken aback to 

see this girl and her tree. I’d seen her before on her bike. I noticed that she too wore a 

bike helmet overtop of her jacket’s hood like I do. It’s a good look, for a nerd. Only 

geeks, the mentally ill and me dress this way. The girl was unfashionably practical. I saw 

myself in her, but she was young and pretty. Her cheek was resting against the trunk of a 

tree. She was having a quiet moment. Her eyes were closed. It made it easier for me to 

stare at her. She looked like she was listening to the tree which was very tall and old. She 

had a very pretty face. My knee-jerk reaction was to think she’s crazy – one of those 

weirdo tree huggers - but then, as I stared at her, I felt privileged to see such a thing. She 

was having a quiet moment with a tree. What’s wrong with that? It was peaceful. Good 

for her. They say (whoever they are) that there is a special relationship between trees and 

humans. Trees produce oxygen that we need to breathe and we produce carbon dioxide 

which trees breathe. The image of the Tree of Life is a favourite in mythology. Trees 

appear in folklore, culture and fiction. Like a true romantic, I could understand the 

woman’s love for a tree. I imagined myself as the tree with her cheek against mine. 

Maybe the young woman is a tree worshipper. Maybe she believes that there is a Goddess 

in the tree. Maybe she is a Druid. Trees are important to Druids. The tree that she is 

hugging, if I’m not mistaken, is a Mountain Ash, also known as the Rowan tree. In Celtic 

mythology, rowan means “a secret” or “to whisper.” Maybe the woman is hearing a 

whisper. Could it be that the tree is magic? A forked Rowan branch has been used to find 

water and wands are often made out of a rowan branch. If you believe in such things, 
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trees represent the lunar months and depending where you look on the internet, those 

born as I was, in the second Moon of the Celtic Year (Jan 22-Feb 18), fall under the 

Rowan* in Celtic tree astrology. Could there be a connection between the tree and me 

that the young woman is unknowingly (or knowingly) showing me? I’m game. I’m open. 

According to Celtic tree astrology the Rowan is the sign of the thinker, the philosopher. 

I’m supposed to be a keen-minded visionary with high ideals, have a natural ability to 

transform situations with my presence and to be highly influential in a quiet way because 

of my unique perspective. People think I have a cool exterior, but inside I’m burning with 

passionate ideals. Could that be me? It sounds like me to me, but others might say 

otherwise.  

I later told my ten year old daughter about the young woman hugging the tree and 

she said, “I hug trees all the time. When I’m sad, if I hug a tree, it makes me happy. I 

believe trees talk to one another at night.” She did not think it strange that a young 

woman should hug a tree nor did she have any qualms about talking to trees. She’s not 

been jaded into believing in a world only visible to her eyes. I looked her up. According 

to her tree horoscope, she is an ivy. An ivy is said to be deeply spiritual, and so she is. 

There could be something to this stuff. 

 

 

2 

Along with nature, 18th century Romantics such as myself love old things like 

castles and Georgian mansions. I love the old building from 1912 where I work and our 

old house built in 1919. Old things give me a vibe that’s hard to describe. It’s a ghostly 
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feeling. I appreciate the past. Last night I watched a documentary about the Georgians 

and their houses. I imagined myself living back then. Aside from the pots under the bed, 

there was beauty to be had back then. Romantics like me love old churches, poetry, 

Mozart, the Baroque…beauty of all sorts. Like a true Romantic I get randomly depressed 

by the weather, colours and beautiful things make me act differently from others. When I 

stand in front of something beautiful and old, I get a vacant look in my eye. I go back in 

time in my mind. I feel more than I should. I feel the significance of the words behind 

words. I’m sensitive to allusions, suggestions and connections outside the ordinary run of 

the mill kind of things.  

Bear with me as I stumble around in the dark trying (and failing?) to make sense 

of all this. A final point to all this is as elusive as water. I see life as being more than just 

about living. I look at my body as if from afar. My body doing its body things to keep me 

alive is an amazing thing. This compact body of mine is like a tree. It has sap, it grows; it 

does its tree thing to live. A moving tree with eyes is what I am. I live up here in the 

observatory at the top of a scrawny neck. I live in the tower. I look out of the windows 

which are my eyes in this tree house in disguise. I see my limbs far down below. I have 

twig fingers and stumpy toes.  

Breathing happens, digestion occurs, the sun shines and this thinking in my head 

proceeds night and day. I don’t consciously control it. My heart beats by itself. It beats to 

music that draws me in and in like the pulsing beat of the multiple instruments in a Little 

Miss Sunshine movie theme. My heart would beat without such music, but with music it’s 

better. My heart beats for reasons other than survival. I watch movies like Little Miss 
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Sunshine and The Descendents and a million others to align myself with the great artists 

who miraculously make such wonderful things. True artists help me to feel.  

In gratitude I live to appreciate the wonderful things humans do, but as a fellow 

human, if our eyes should meet beyond the little black shapes on this page, I would 

probably have to look away. Your gaze would be too much. It would be like my blinds 

were open and I was naked and illuminated from within. I am shy that way. An eye 

glance can be too intense. Without the courage to face the you inside you, I would feel 

compelled to look away. I feel too much. I would have to shut my blinds. I would have to 

close my eyes or look at the floor, at the door knob, at a glass frog or a stain on a chair. 

Don’t take it personal. 

As the Miss Marple of the Mystical or the Agatha Christerious of the Mysterious 

(sorry), I’m pathetic. My wife has a much better nose for sniffing out clues than I do, but 

she wouldn’t do what I do. She doesn’t believe in unseen things, not that I do. I don’t see 

unseen things. The unseen… is unseen. In waking life what I see is there for others to see 

as well, but what they miss is the stuff that draws me in. What people see as regular stuff 

and regular stuff happening, I see stuff and stuff happening amplified. I find the mundane 

profound. I see what’s overlooked. I pick up the crumbs of a dinner that’s over. I get the 

joke when no one’s there. I don’t just put two and two together. I put two plus two plus 

more. I see what an economist might call the invisible hand at work. Except in my case 

the invisible hand that I see isn’t in the market, it’s everything. It’s metaphorical. It’s not 

really a hand and nor is invisible. It takes awareness and imagination to perceive. When 

something weird happens it’s not just one of those things.  
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What I do is put the things together. I see evidence of what can’t be seen in the 

things themselves. I get hidden punch lines. It’s funny that way. It takes a sense of 

humour to appreciate. I can’t explain and nor do I want to try to explain what I think is 

going on. That would be speculation on my part. I’m really, as I’ve said before, not that 

smart. I don’t know what is going on in and out of my head and that, my dear friend, is a 

wonderful thing. We’re in this together. It is in the ambiguity that the mystery lies. 

People throughout history have tried – sometimes in vain, sometimes with a power from 

above their brains - to explain what can’t be explained. It is because it can’t be explained 

that we know in our bones that something is there. Try to explain why a leaf is beautiful 

or why something you love – your child’s cheek next to yours, a lover’s look, a tender 

touch – is beautiful. It’s difficult, if not impossible. It can’t be done, well, yes it can, but 

whether or not you agree that the child’s cheek, the leaf, the lover’s look is beautiful in a 

felt way is another thing entirely. Explaining what makes something funny kills its 

funniness and so it is with this. Better not to try and explain. It’s better to observe and 

feel. What I’m talking about is beyond logic. It is beyond the matter-of-factness of facts. 

Explaining is knowledge. Truth is put into question. The beautiful is nothing unless it is 

felt by you, by me, as individuals plucked from the tree of life. Something wonderful 

must be experienced to be believed. A scientist may see with his brains, not with his 

heart. Just because it can be done doesn’t mean it should. A sunset to a scientist is a 

natural phenomenon on this planet. A sunset or sunrise is simply a solar event to be 

explained away. A sunset is just a sunset. A sunrise is just a sunrise. It’s just another day 

like yesterday and the yesterdays before. It’s all just things, just words, but I think a 

sunset needs a heart to give it the life it deserves. A sunset is beautiful. It is up to the 



58 

 

human to appreciate it. Humans are the heart and soul of the world. We’ve forgotten that. 

With like minds we can become friends. It is not my intent to try and explain what is 

going on within me nor do I wish to get all touchy-feely. That is not what this, And then, 

is about. And then is about seeing something in nothing. In nothing is everything. I can’t 

explain what’s going on. I leave that to the genius of bestsellers like Eckhart Tolle and 

Deepak Chopra. I’m not in their league. I’m not in a league. I’m alone. I write for no one. 

My wife complains. I should be fixing things. I don’t know what’s going on. I can’t 

really explain, but I can show by providing examples. Come with me. Awareness of the 

strange and wonderful is enough, at least for me. Is it enough for you? I don’t know why 

things happen as they do. I just know they do. They do because they do.  

It’s a matter of sensitivity. My wife sees an apple as an apple and not something 

else. I see an apple as an apple, yes, but I see more as well. No, I don’t see a banana when 

I see an apple. That would be crazy talk, but I do make connections and associations in 

my mind. I see an apple and think of the story of Adam and Eve, the apple and the 

serpent. I see mythical associations and memories from my life. I see sayings like “an 

apple a day” or “she’s the apple of my eye.” I smell an apple and think of an apple tree 

and climbing a ladder to pick one on a sunny fall day in Ontario. I put an apple to my 

nose and close my eyes to have visions of my childhood play in my mind like a slow 

motion movie. I smell an apple and think of cutting one up for my daughter on her 

Winnie the Pooh plate. Something from my life will pop into my head. An apple may 

lead me into something else or it may lead me into research where I go somewhere else 

entirely. An apple is more than just an apple to me. To see and apple as an apple, as the 

word apple, is to miss out on another world entirely! An apple means much, much more 
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than mere appleness. I see an apple and feel connections to something within me and 

beyond me. I know it sounds crazy but I know I’m being sent messages. They come in 

the form of apples themselves. It’s crazy. I know (see now I’m repeating myself). I don’t 

care if any of the connections and strange coincidences that give me chills can be 

explained away. I’m sure a doctor would say that it’s all just psychological. It’s all just 

something at the end of the day. It doesn’t matter. I live in psychology. In my world there 

is no question that there is something pulling the strings in the things themselves, but how 

do I know what I know? When I’m bombarded by a million things a day, how do I know 

what things to focus on and what to dismiss? How do I filter out the meaningless from 

the meaningful? Am I making all this up as I go along? Of course I am. The me that I am 

now is and is not the same me I was five, ten or twenty years ago. I am being made up as 

everything else is being made. We are all being made up as we all go along through 

history.  

If a message is the divine gold that I’m panning for, how do I separate the sand – 

the stuff that happens that means nothing - from the nuggets of divine gold that make me 

feel transcendental? I don’t.  

When I see something out of the ordinary like a strange pretty girl with closed 

eyes and a helmet hugging a tree, how do I know she was placed there for me to see? I 

don’t.  

When I see a movie, read a book or hear a song that resonates with connections, 

how do I know these things are talking to me? Because they are. Because I do. Something 

else is leading me to these things. It isn’t mere chance that leads me. When two people 

going their own way down the road in opposite directions at varying speeds align 
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precisely with me as I pass between them, how do I know that such an occurrence wasn’t 

just one of those things that happen again and again? I don’t, but what are the chances? It 

might be explained away, but why try? Why not appreciate the incredibleness of the 

coincidence? 

 When a lot is going on all around me all the time, I can’t help but get confused by 

so many clues. The possibilities are endless…and then…and then, an idea will pop into 

my head unbidden like a little pink bubble from gum that slowly grew from something I 

knew. If the possibilities are literally endless, that is precisely the point! The possibility 

of connections is endless. There are so many connections, I simply can’t possibly know 

what is and isn’t significant; therefore, it must all be significant. That is the point. The 

infinite is right there. The paths I choose along the way are the paths that are chosen for 

me. There are no chance encounters. It’s all me. It’s all you. It’s all. I get answers from a 

series of events that come together in me. I am the fulcrum. It’s like what Bagger Vance 

said about going into the field. My hands know more than my brain ever will. I let my 

body and brain figure things out as it will. I don’t need to separate the wheat from the 

chaff, so to speak. If I’m meant to see something, I will. What will happen, will happen, 

of its own accord. It’s all gold. What you notice is what you’ll notice. What you see is 

what you’ll get. It only takes noticing to realize that anything and everything is 

significant. Everything means something! 

 

 

3 
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But, you may ask: Why And then? Why this (whatever this is)? Why now? I don’t 

have an answer. I don’t know. It feels right and if nobody reads this, so be it. I write not 

for acclaim. I write… because I write. The goat does not butt because he has horns. He 

has horns because he butts. I do not write because I have a pen. I have a pen because I 

write.  

Here’s how I came up with the concept of And then (if indeed I did come up with 

the concept of connecting coincidences for this isn’t anything  new; it’s as old as time - 

someone else has thought this before). One day I saw comedians on TV imitating Eckhart 

Tolle in a funny way. I got to thinking about his book The Power of Now. I too have 

known the bliss to be had in a moment of total awareness and then I thought of the power 

of the past. I thought of the then; that is, I thought of my then. I thought of my dreams 

and things from the past and how I, on occasion, am able to connect my inner thinking 

and the outer world together. Such occasions are beautiful. I get chills (in a good way!). 

All of a sudden everything makes sense when you connect now and then. I feel totally 

alive and free and unafraid. Life is, as one of my favorite movie titles attests, Beautiful. I 

weave the stuff that happens to me in a moment with all the other stuff that happened to 

me in the past together with thoughts and dreams to see if there is something there. I 

secretly think about it all and imagine what it means. Years of time in between mean 

nothing to the threads of meaning. Individual things on their own may not mean much, 

especially at the time of their happening, but taken together with other things that have 

happened over the course of time, something incredible happens: a CLICK as I call it. I 

click; I get gleanings of meanings from beyond my self. It sounds strange but when my 

now and my then come together, I get an amazing feeling. When I see inklings and 
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gleanings of something not me – divine, God, the unconscious, the eternal, call it what 

you will – something wonderful happens. There are no longer mere accidents. Life 

becomes wonderfully mysterious. Like seeing a girl hugging a tree today, what’s with 

that? Why today? Why me? Why now? Is it because I’ve been thinking about trees or is it 

just one of those things that could happen to anybody at any time.  

It may well be that the predictability of a meandering drunk’s staggered path is 

still as unpredictable as ever, but if the drunk looks down and finds a fortune cookie on 

the ground that says, “You shouldn’t drink so much!” it could be something else entirely, 

something outside the norm is engaged.  

I’m not into divination, but I am into illumination. Anyone driving across a bridge 

that suddenly collapses didn’t expect that to happen. Who knew? But should a bridge 

collapse under me, I shall look for clues. The future is always a surprise, but… but, when 

something unexpected happens, it says to me, “Are you paying attention? Do you see? 

Do you see the connection?” That’s where the idea for this notion about seeing more in 

what is going on came from.  

I thought about the power of putting one’s now together with one’s then. The 

words and then are word connectors dealing with time and direction. They go together 

and that’s the whole point!  

 

 

4 

Consider: And is a word that is used to connect other words together. It is a 

connector. It takes words that are to be taken together and puts them together… 
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and…and…and. Then is a word that means “at that time,” as in: “I was living in Cairo 

then,” or “by then I clearly got the point;” the word then refers to something in time. It – 

then - means after that, as in “he lifted his foot and then found a dime with his name on 

it.” Take the words and then and put them together. It means, “subsequently or soon 

afterward” as in “and then I saw the bee,” or “go left first and then go right” or “first 

came lightning and then came thunder” or “we watched the late movie and then went to 

bed and I dreamed about an underground paddle wheeler that was being steered by my 

dead mother and father in law who both fell into the water when the paddle wheeler 

jerked to a stop when it was tied to a dock” and then I saw a paddle wheeler picture on a 

post card of the Colorado Belle in Laughlin Nevada and it all came back.  

They loved Laughlin. They would go there any chance they got. 

Take the next series of complex connections happening to me now. My now and 

then are coming together in an intricately interconnected web of complexity that 

ultimately reveals something absolutely stupendously simple in the end.  

See if you can see what I see, not that you will. We are different you and I (you 

might just be a figment of my imagination). Follow the breadcrumbs of infinity placed 

before me and let us together begin to go in and in again, over and over, deeper into 

connections to find what it is we can find. It’ll be fun. Maybe we will see that nun again. 

Hopefully you’ll enjoy the convoluted ride with the absolute as much as I. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 

 

 

Winter tree* 

Riddle me this: What do the movies The Social Network, Magnolia, Fantastic Mr. 

Fox and Tenderness, Astrology, wolves, Hermann Hesse, trees, Carl Jung, a dream about 

a hidden house and the date January 23, 1961 have to do with one another? Nothing (and 

everything). Who would have thought of such a list? Me. This is my list of 

interconnections. On any given day everyone will have his or her own separate list which 

will be uniquely different and one of a kind. This list is a gift to me. Take from it what 

you will. An interested observer willing to take the time and climb their own snakes and 

ladders will get it – whatever it is to that person at that time. By digging deeper and 

deeper into your own list you may find your own little rainbow at the end like I found 

mine. I put myself out there so you may watch my mind connect with ponderables.  

It is from an eternal soil that I grow. As you may well surmise, these things on my 

list are seemingly unrelated, but walk with me to see what we may find. The connections 

may be never ending. Take some time to consider how these things on my relatively 

arbitrary list come together and interrelate to inflate this world from pedestrian to 
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utopian. When I see something incredible as a result of coincidence, I know that I’m not 

alone and none of us are. We think we’re alone, but we’re not. Everything we make is a 

reflection of ourselves, but we seem oblivious to that fact. I am one under the sun as are 

you and everyone else. We are cookies from the same batter. I am that I am. There is 

meaning in there somewhere– in the world, in yourself – it’s just a matter of finding it. 

The absentee landlord isn’t absent. We just don’t see it. It is all within the all. The world 

speaks directly to each and every one of us as individuals all the time. We just don’t 

notice. The things that I’ve listed above are arbitrary. They mean nothing, but taken 

together on a day like today they say much to me and, possibly, hopefully, if I can beg 

your indulgence, dear reader, they may say much to you if for no other reason than by 

example. 

I’m not sure where to start. Let us put on some music. I need music like I need air. 

It helps me think. It helps me feel. You, dear reader (if there is a dear reader), can listen 

to whatever you like. At the moment I’m into the soundtrack from a movie I haven’t 

seen. The soundtrack I’m listening to right now is from the movie The Social Network. I 

don’t know why I’m listening to it. I just am. There is a rocking version of a snippet from 

“Peter and the Wolf.’ Maybe that’s my first clue! Follow me. We shall see what we shall 

see. 

Wolves are on my list because of my ten year old daughter. She is obsessed with 

wolves. I keep seeing them, not in real live, but I see traces of wolves everywhere. I see 

them in pictures, on billboards, in books and films. I saw them in a Liam Neeson movie 

called The Grey and my daughter and I watched the movie Fantastic Mr. Fox the other 

day and we saw one there. Fantastic Mr. Fox is one of our favourites. (Don’t you love 
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Wes Anderson movies? Yes/No?) One of the characters, Kylie the possum, looks like me. 

He is afraid of wolves. There is a scene towards the end of the movie where the 

characters stop suddenly on their motorcycle with a sidecar to experience a poignant 

moment. Far away in the distance is a black wolf who gives them a slow meaningful 

wave. For me it wasn’t just a black wolf in a stop action movie waving from far away. To 

me it was a wave from nature. Wolves… foxes living in a tree, possums, blueberries (of 

which I eat almost every day)… so many things from that movie connect with me. The 

wolf’s wave is like something eternal saying, “Hello my little friend. I am here. I 

acknowledge you.” It is a game of peek-a-boo with… you know who… (or what, name it 

what you will).  

I’m reminded of that mysterious angel caddie Bagger Vance who said that we 

should look with soft eyes to see the place where the tides and the seasons and the turning 

of the Earth come together, where everything that is becomes one in a place that you’ve 

got to seek with your soul.  

Each and every animal in the movie Fantastic Mr. Fox has a special purpose and 

a gift. A message to me from that movie was about being ok with who you are and 

realizing that the thing that makes you different is the thing that makes you special. This 

is my thing. It is God in me, if you believe such things. I am finding my purpose and my 

gift in right now. It is my purpose to find connections that point the way toward 

something beyond this reality that we take for granted.  

When I found the music to the movie The Social Network I’d been listening to 

streamed music from the internet on something called Songza. The first soundtrack that 

began to play as I sat outside looking at the sky was from the movie Magnolia. I’d seen 
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that movie back in 1999, but I didn’t remember much about it. The only thing I 

remembered was the Tom Cruise character and the surprise ending. I didn’t remember 

anything about it other than that. When I heard the soundtrack on the internet, I knew that 

I had to see it again. I ordered the movie Magnolia from the public library and I watched 

it last night (which is not last night by the time you read this). The movie blew my mind 

because it’s a movie about coincidences! What a coincidence! Here I am writing about 

coincidences and I happen to see a movie about coincidences. The world is smarter than I 

am. The movie is about the interconnections between people. How could I have forgotten 

that? I hesitate to say it’s a wonderful movie – I think it is- but it’s not for everybody. It 

may not be for you. One of the characters, the ex-boy genius, reminded me of a friend of 

mine who I recently had a dream about. We’ve parted company. Maybe I was too 

different for him or maybe I was boring. Maybe I accidentally insulted him. I don’t know. 

I’m not sure why he decided he didn’t like me any more, but that’s the way it is. 

So much of what’s happening to me lately is bubbling up from things I’d 

forgotten. The coincidences introduced by the narrator in Magnolia were wild and 

incredible. That tends to be what people think about when they think of coincidences. 

They don’t think about the little coincidences in day to day living. Big coincidences are 

more exciting. There are books about that sort of thing. Big coincidences can become 

urban legends. I don’t know if these things really happened or not. It’s a Ripley’s Believe 

It or Not kind of thing. People get bamboozled by big and incredible coincidences. There 

are web sites dedicated to wildly unlikely coincidences. I don’t know about them. It’s not 

my thing. I only know about my own experiences. I suppose wild coincidental things do 
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happen. I can’t speak to it one way or another. My intent is not to focus on big 

coincidences here.  

My focus is upon small individualized coincidences that occur to me all the time 

and quite possibly such things as I experience occur to each and every one of us on a 

regular basis but we don’t notice. We’re not attuned to them. I don’t think my small 

coincidences of an individualized nature are any less important than the big coincidences. 

Some people even believe that our minds affect the outcomes and we draw connections 

towards us. In my experience the people who say such things usually have something to 

sell. I have nothing to sell.  

Could it be that I was thinking about coincidences and when saw the Magnolia 

soundtrack, I put the two together subconsciously? Did I somehow create the coincidence 

or was I somehow aware yet unaware that the movie Magnolia fit what I was thinking 

about? Some say these things just happen, some would say these things don’t happen and 

some would say we make these things happen. I don’t know for certain, but what I do 

know is this: I’m writing about coincidences and then I pop in a movie about 

coincidences that I’d completely forgotten about. It was a happy accident. When I saw 

the flower at the beginning of the movie Magnolia, I got those chills I was talking about.  

 

 

2 

As you can see, there is no clear starting point for unraveling the multitude of 

messages I get every day. I just jump in anywhere. I jump into the stream of 

consciousness and connections appear. In the flow it’s surprising what you may come to 
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know. When you step out of your logical mind and get into the whole imaginative 

aesthetic of this thing I call And then, one thing leads to another and another and so on ad 

infinitum. Each new insight builds upon another. It takes your breath away as you begin 

to fathom the depths of meaning found all around. With each connection, you discover 

more and more about yourself and the interconnectedness between yourself and the 

world. It’s like a treasure hunt. At least, it is for me. 

Beginning with a list of things I’ve jotted, I free-write what’s going on. I look for 

relationships. I call it a mental meandering. If you don’t like to write, you could just think 

about it when you’ve got some time to contemplate such contemplations, perhaps over 

coffee, tea or wine, in traffic or while driving heavy machinery. Who knows what you’ll 

come up with? Something - some connecting connection - and then: CLICK! A sudden 

snap-to, a wake-up, a shake-up, a realization happens as something significant derails 

your normal train of thought and then you experience the beauty in meeting the 

mysterious head on. Some little bit of nonsense can touch you to your core and then you 

know that you know. Connections can make you exclaim “That’s it!” like Lucy did while 

listening to Schroeder play Jingle Bells on his tiny toy piano in the perennial seasonal 

favourite A Charlie Brown Christmas. 

Realization of a coincidence can strike you like it strikes me. I’ve had the most 

beautiful feeling imaginable at unlikely times such as while sitting on an airplane falling 

in love with everyone around me as they take no notice of me melting. It’s like a sudden 

déjà vu. It’s like picking up a tangled ball of sting that you try to untangle. In this case the 

tangled mess is intangible. You begin to untangle the mystery by letting go of what you 

think you know. Pulling here and pulling there, looping here, untangling there.  
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I was doing such when I suddenly realized that my obsession with the soundtrack 

from the movie The Social Network wasn’t accidental or purely aesthetic. Somehow I 

was drawn to listen to it and I was drawn to making the connection as to why I was 

listening to it. I asked myself: How did I come to hear it in the first place? Did I seek it 

out? No. It came to me. First I listened to the soundtrack for the movie Magnolia, without 

consciously realizing that the movie was about coincidences and the troubles of troubled 

people and then after I did that for a while I listened to The Social Network because a 

track came on Sonza. I found the soundtrack and was hypnotized by it. I especially loved 

the part with the Peter and the Wolf music. Why? When I asked myself that, I thought 

about what it is that I think I’m doing. I’m connecting. Is that not what a social network 

is? Isn’t that what FaceBook is all about? (I should see the movie. Maybe there are more 

connections there.) The difference is that network I’m talking about isn’t social: It’s 

spiritual - if I can use such an overused and undermined word. I’d call this SpaceBook 

because what I do is connect with the spaces between the things I think I’ve seen and 

what is there. If I were to draw this out I would follow the links in a chain of 

interconnected links: Magnolia soundtrack (a movie about coincidences and connections, 

The Social Network soundtrack (need I say more?), Peter and the Wolf (my favourite 

bit!), the wolf on my daughter’s shirt, a wolf in Fantastic Mr. Fox, Steppenwolf (book and 

band)… 

The other day – a few weeks back, I don’t know exactly when - I watched a 

Russell Crowe movie from 2009 called Tenderness.* It’s a fairly dark movie about a 

young man who murdered his parents and is put into prison then released after serving 

time. The young man is a somewhat likeable killer. After being released from prison, he 
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is pursued by a police officer played by Russell Crowe. Crowe’s character is a lonely 

man. He is convinced that the young man will kill again because he can’t help himself 

from killing. It is part of the young man’s nature. Crowe’s character wants to get to the 

young man before he kills again. There’s a lot more to the movie than that, but as I 

watched it I kept falling asleep. I was tired. It had been a long day. I went in and out of 

consciousness as the movie played on the TV. I woke up in a scene where the mother in 

the movie is telling her fifteen year old daughter that the mother’s boyfriend who appears 

to be a shifty character to me is moving in with them. Earlier in the movie, before I fell 

asleep, when the girl was taking a shower she suspected that somebody (her mother’s 

boyfriend?) came into the bathroom to spy on her. We’re not sure who came into the 

bathroom, but I couldn’t help but feel that there’s something not quite right about that 

boyfriend. He was the only other person home at the time the girl was taking the shower. 

Anyway, after the mother says that her boyfriend (the shifty bathroom-sneaking-in man) 

is moving in with them, the mother prepares a nice meal and the girl, her mother and the 

mother’s boyfriend have a nice dinner outside on a patio. As they’re eating this nice 

dinner out on the patio, the mother cheerfully says something about her horoscope and 

the boyfriend says, “It’s all bullshit you know” (or something to that effect, he uses the 

word bullshit). The mother doesn’t say anything, but you can tell that his comment about 

Astrology and bullshit hurt her feelings. It was as if the colour had been taken out of her 

life. Later, as mother and daughter are washing dishes, the mother looks like she’s going 

to cry. She is washing dishes aggressively. The girl, sensing her mother’s sadness or 

anger asks, “Is anything wrong?” The mother smirks and says, “No,” but you know that 

what she said isn’t true. The mother gives a little smile to hide her hurt feelings. She lied 
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to protect her daughter. It was a tiny scene and in the scheme of things it didn’t mean 

much to the plot, but to me, it meant a lot.  

The scene made me wonder about my own experiences with Astrology. Setting 

aside any discussion about whether or not Astrology is real or not, I can’t help but 

wonder: Even if it isn’t real, if it makes the mother happy and she isn’t hurting anyone, 

what’s wrong with that? Who’s to say she isn’t right?  Science? What if it’s right for her? 

Science can only refute the known. What makes the shady boyfriend an expert in such 

things? He doesn’t look like a happy camper to me. He’s obviously been soured by life. 

He isn’t a happy baby any more. His kindness has been killed. He is insensitive. Maybe it 

did the mother good to believe in the power of the stars. It gave her a bigger connection 

to the universe. Her life appeared drab and mundane. It looked difficult to me. The scene 

with the rude boyfriend reminded me of an incident in my own life. 

 

 

3  

When I was a boy, I read my horoscope all the time. My older sister was really 

into them and she got me interested. I was fascinated by my Astrological sign. It seemed 

so right on. I’m an Aquarius. I liked being an Aquarius (still do). Astrology gave me a 

sense of identity. It made me feel special. When I read a description of the Aquarian 

personality, it was like I was reading something written about me. I felt that at last 

somebody knew who I was and could tell me who that was. Astrology told me that 

Aquarians like me shower the world with inventive thoughts and original ideas. I like to 

think I do. At least, I try - not that the world notices my crazy ideas. Aquarians are 
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impatient and temperamental with those who don’t agree and, if you say otherwise, to 

hell with you (just kidding, Aquarians can be funny). Aquarians are freedom-loving, 

individualistic, intellectual, compassionate, eccentric, quirky and have a visionary spirit. 

I’ve been called all of those things – especially the quirky part (which is just nice a way 

of saying ‘weird,’ by the way).  

When I read Astrological descriptions of my personality, I couldn’t help but think 

how right they were. What they said about the Aquarian personality fit me to a tee. As a 

boy, I read descriptions of myself in the form of Astrological summaries and I’d say to 

myself, “That’s me! I’m exactly like that! How do they know?” And then I went out and 

acted like the Astrologers said I would. It must be written in the stars, or so I thought. 

After all, Astrology is a system of divination based on the premise that there is a 

relationship between astrological phenomena and events in the human world. In a sense, 

that is what this is about, isn’t it? Given what I know now, it sounds plausible. I don’t 

dismiss anything out of hand. Anything’s possible. It begs the question: Did I have the 

traits of an Aquarian before I read about them or after? Did I make myself fit that shoe? I 

don’t know. Does it matter? It’s a chicken and egg thing. 

As a kid, I’d spread the newspaper out on the blue-green shag carpet in our 1975 

living room and read my horoscope. One day my older brother watched me read my 

horoscope. I think I read some of it out loud and he said to me that it was bull shit, or 

something to that effect, just like the shady boyfriend in the movie Tenderness did. My 

brother wasn’t tender. I can see myself as the mother figure from the movie. I remember 

feeling confused and embarrassed. I had never thought to doubt Astrology. I knew it to be 

true in my own experience, but according to my brother I was wrong. I didn’t agree with 
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him, but I couldn’t argue my case. What do I know? He was six years older and much 

smarter than me. What could I say? I believe because I believe? That doesn’t make any 

sense. I believe because the stars talk to me? I look into the night sky and feel myself 

attuned with it all? He’d never buy it. My brother told me that I shouldn’t believe in all 

that horoscope stuff. It’s all crap. He said that I should believe in myself. I didn’t know 

why. I was nothing special. I was a hopeless case. I struggled to remember the 

multiplication table. At school the kids had to stand in a single file and then step in front 

of the class and solve a mathematical equation that the teacher wrote on the chalkboard 

with everyone watching. When I had to do it, I felt absolute panic. Everyone silently 

watched my ignorance in awkward silence or laughed at me. I would go blank. I never 

got the right answer. Perhaps that was metaphorical. I don’t know. Anyway… the little 

scene in the movie Tenderness brought up all of these thoughts and feelings into me. I 

remembered feeling like an idiot when my brother told me I was being stupid to believe 

in Astrology. I remembered feeling foolish in front of the class when I couldn’t do math. 

I can see my boy face downcast. Like the kind hearted mother living a rather grim life 

with a grim boyfriend in the movie Tenderness, I too was living my own little grim life. 

Astrology was a light to me. I felt disappointed when that light went out.  

I woke up to the credits of the movie Tenderness and then I went to bed. Another 

day over. Oblivion and then the next day, in the morning, I wrote down what I could 

remember of that night’s dream. I had a dream about an old friend of mine who had 

dumped me and about an old hidden house and seeds (more about that later). After I 

looked out the window and thought about my dream, I picked up one of two books that I 

was reading at the time. One was Herman Hesse’s Steppenwolf and the other was C.G. 
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Jung Speaking Interviews and Encounters. In high school I had read a few Herman Hesse 

books, including Steppenwolf and Siddhartha. I didn’t remember much about them. 

Hesse had been recommended to me by my brother. I remember identifying with Hesse’s 

Steppenwolf character. I guess I felt myself to be a lonely outsider too. Now, in the 

present, as I settled myself to read Steppenwolf, the band Steppenwolf came on the stereo 

singing:  

“I like to dream, right between the sound machine.  

On a cloud of sound I drift in the night, any place it goes is right –  

goes far, flies near - to the stars away from here.  

Well, you don’t know, what we can find, why don’t you come with me little girl,  

on a magic carpet ride. Well, you don’t know what we can see, why don’t you tell 

your dreams to me. Fantasy will set you free.”*  

Dreams? Fantasy will set you free? Is there a connection there? Surely I’m reading too 

much into this, but why would I pick up the book Steppenwolf? Why now, after all these 

years? Why would I hear Steppenwolf at the same time I begin to read Steppenwolf? The 

band got its name from the book. It’s funny, I never made the connection between the 

band and the song. It must be my mind doing these things to me. Maybe it had been my 

daughter’s preoccupations with wolves that triggered a renewed interest in the book and 

the magic carpet ride just happened to come along. But then, why Carl Jung? What’s he 

got to do with this? Who’s to say what my past is doing in the present.  

 

 

 4 
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A long time ago I came across Jung in a picture book called Introducing Jung: A 

Graphic Guide. Jung denied it, but people said that he was a mystic. He couched his 

mysticism in science. Jung wrote about the intersection between the conscious and 

unconscious. When I was in college, Jung’s ideas fueled me towards imaginative living. I 

saw things back then. Was I being reminded to do that again? I thought I’d let that go. 

In Steppenwolf (the book, not the band) I read the following: “Like all men Harry 

believes that he knows very well what man is and yet does not know at all, although in 

dreams and other states not subject to control he often has his suspicions” (p. 64). I too 

have had my suspicions. Sometimes I can’t believe the things I see in my dreams are 

coming from me. Some dreams are so incredible I can’t help but wonder where they 

come from. In sleep I am much more creative than I am when awake. If I didn’t dream 

such things, I would not believe it possible.  

This trip to my youth continues. It is amazing what you can find on the internet. I 

found an old record album that I loved as a teen. It’s called Hero and Heroine by 

Strawbs. There is a picture of a hand releasing a white dove on the cover. It is a dramatic 

album. My wife heard me listening to it and stopped by to say it is crap in her charming 

way. Crap notwithstanding, I love the album. To each his or her own I guess. On a 

Saturday afternoon I like to listen to music and read. The Hero and Heroine album I 

stumbled upon felt appropriate for my latest read down memory lane. I was reading about 

Hesse’s suicidal Harry, the Steppenwolf, who, back in 1925, was a metaphorical 

werewolf in middle-class German clothes. As I listened to the album from my youth, I 

heardd the following words being sung, “Once I sat upon the hill to watch the world go 

by. My friend the young magician had forbidden me to cry, but I was the comedian, the 
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laughs in short supply. Shine on silver sun. Shine on everyone. Shine on silver sun. Shine 

on. Shine on…” The words I hear mingled with the words I saw on the page. I felt 

connections between the music and the book. I heard “Shine on silver sun. Shine on 

everyone,” being sung as the reading voice in my head said,  

“Man is not by any means of fixed and enduring form…He is much more an 

experiment and a transition. He is nothing else than the perilous bridge between 

nature and spirit. His innermost destiny drives him on to the spirit and to God. His 

innermost longing draws him back to nature, the mother (Steppenwolf, p. 64).”  

As I read about how man is in the temperate zone between the primal Mother Nature and 

the troublesome Father Spirit, into my consciousness in dramatic musical form I hear, 

“We are just the product of the ever spinning wheel. Around and round we go. Around 

and round we go.” And so I put the two notions together like peanut butter and chocolate 

in a candy Wunderbar! Around and round we go between Mother Nature and Father 

Spirit. Each of us a potential bit of heaven on earth - each of us an experiment, a 

transition. Now there’s something to ponder.  

After awhile I feel the need for lighter fair. I’ve eaten of the Strawbs. As if in 

response Duke Ellington’s Mood Indigo comes on the stereo unbidden. I’m overwhelmed 

by ideas. I’m in my own little mood indigo half-way between real and unreal, my mind in 

the clouds and body on the couch. I can’t keep up. I look out the window. I sit in the front 

porch watch the rain outside. It is beautiful. I have a moment to myself.  

I set aside the wolf - for now – and then I make some tea and pick up the book 

C.G. Jung Speaking Interviews and Encounters. I selected the black hardcover from a 

shelf at the library. It feels good to hold a book, the original handheld device. I take a 
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chance and without forethought flip the book randomly open to find myself in a chapter 

entitled “Talks with Miguel Serrano: 1961.”  

Jung died in 1961. Interesting. This bit of trivia has clung to the vestiges of my 

brain perhaps because of the connection to the year I was born. I read the introduction the 

last sentence of which jumped out at me, “On January 23, 1961, he again visited Jung at 

Kusnact” (p. 462). How extraordinary! January 23, 1961? You’ve got to be kidding? I 

again looked out the window at the rain. January 23, 1961 was the day I was born. What 

are the chances that the article I should pick up should be about a conversation on the day 

of my birth? A dog on a leash is pooping on my front lawn. I hope the owner, a 

nondescript woman from down the street, will pick the poop up. I became excited - not 

because of the poop (which she proceeded to bag, I am glad) but because of the 

connection. On the day I was born Jung had a conversation and now, on this day, today, 

I’m reading it and you (if there is a you) are in the future reading it.  

Something told me that I was on the right track. This was a clue placed in my 

path. Was it just a coincidence or divine intervention? It depends upon which side of the 

fence you are sitting on. I saw it as a direct message to me. I’d been thinking about my 

horoscope since seeing the movie Tenderness and there, staring me in the face, was my 

date of birth. Maybe something was directing me to pick up the book and that same 

something was directing me to read an interview conducted on the day I was born. But 

then, maybe not. Maybe it’s all in my head. It could be nothing. I could be kidding 

myself into believing in something that isn’t there at all. It could be that I’d been thinking 

about Jung because I was thinking about coincidences and without realizing it, I’d picked 

up the book because Jung could reinforce my thinking. It’s that chicken and egg thing 



79 

 

again. Did I pick up Jung and then start to think about connecting what he called the 

unconscious to what I was experiencing or was it the other way around? Was the 

unconscious directing me to him? Have I been reading Jung all along and that’s why I 

think about coincidences? Which came first, Jung and then an interest in coincidences or 

coincidences and then Jung? Where was this (if there is a this) coming from? Why was I 

going back to Hesse and Jung and the Strawbs? Was I trying to feel Jung again? (Sorry.)  

I looked at the name Miguel Serrano. I’d never heard of him before. Who was this 

guy? I looked him up. Before he died he had some pretty wacky ideas about Hitler (so did 

Jung for that matter). On January 23, 1961 (the day I was born) Serrano started to talk to 

Jung about consulting the I Ching and Jung said, “…there is a definite connection 

between the individual psyche and the world. When I find it difficult for me to classify a 

patient, I always send him off to have a horoscope made. The horoscope always 

corresponds to his character, and I interpret it psychologically. So strong is the 

correspondence between the world and the psyche….” (p. 462). And then when I read the 

word horoscope, my interest was tweaked (or was it piqued?). Was this another 

coincidence or was I just being foolish? Was I manufacturing coincidences to feed a 

secret desire to feel special? It’s possible. I am insecure. Ask anybody if you can find 

someone who knows me. 

At certain points along this path it becomes difficult to unravel what I want to see 

from what I see – the two are intertwined. Does one start to see what one wants to see? 

It’s that chicken and egg thing. Were coincidental connections happening or was I 

making up non-coincidental connections as I went along? Was it me or not me? I’m filled 

with uncertainty. What was it that Fromm said about uncertainty? Oh, yes, I remember he 
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said, “Uncertainty is the very condition to impel man to unfold his powers.” Was I being 

impelled to unfold my powers or was my wife right and I’m an idiot? Was I delusional or 

am I inspirational? Would I eat an egg and then conveniently tell myself after the fact 

that I had a dream about eating eggs? Was I lying to myself to make something out of 

nothing to create a feeling of specialness or was this specialness real?  

I looked back at the date January 23, 1961. If the date had been December 25, 

1961 would I have thought it a coincidence that it was Christmas? Were the connections 

waiting for me to find or was I making the connections in my mind? It is, after all, natural 

to be drawn to one’s interests. When we bought a Volkswagen, I started seeing 

Volkswagens everywhere. Was I seeing things? Was I noticing something that was there 

all along but irrelevant to me until I saw myself connected? Was I like one of those 

people who see Jesus’ face in a piece of toast? Was this all in my imagination? How do I 

differentiate a real supernaturally directed coincidence (if there is such a thing) from just 

one of those things that happen all the time? It’s possible for me to think there’s a 

coincidence when really it’s just me making connections. At the end of the day the 

common denominator in all of this is me and I wonder: Does it matter? Does any of it 

matter? Am I balancing between the conscious and unconscious as Jung had said or is it 

all a grand head game that I am secretly playing with myself? Was I seeing evidence of 

something beyond myself or was it just kidding myself?  

It was as if Jung and Serrano had sat down with me and they were talking to me 

across time. In the interview with Jung Serrano said how lucky it was that he was seated 

at Hesse’s table and Hesse said that it was no mere accident. I looked at the blue cover of 

the Steppenwolf book at my side. Was it a mere accident that it was there? Was it a mere 
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accident that I was thinking about my horoscope as I saw my birth date in the article? 

Serrano then said something in my head that further tweaked my interest, “I’ve also come 

to see Hermann Hesse. He believes that the right road is simply one which is in 

agreement with nature” (p. 463) to which Jung replied:  

“That is also my philosophy. Man should live according to his own nature; he 

should concentrate on self-knowledge and then live in accordance with the truth 

about himself… one must be what one is; one must discover one’s own 

individuality, that center of personality, which is equidistant between the 

conscious and the unconscious; we must aim for that ideal point towards which 

nature appears to be directing us. Only from that point can one satisfy one’s 

needs” (p. 463).  

I again looked at the rain which had a forty per cent chance of being there today. A big 

truck loaded with dirt, rocks and trees rattled by. All it needed were some animals to be a 

planet unto itself. It rattled the old glass window panes that distort my view of our street 

in the rain and I wondered: What does it mean to live in accordance with the truth about 

one’s self? How does one live in accordance with the truth? What’s my truth? Do I have 

a truth?  

Some say the truth is relative. Some say there are no truths – it’s all relative. As 

far as I can tell I’ve lived my life in a world of lies designed to either protect myself or to 

get what I want. I’m not a wolf. I’m a rat, a rodent. I don’t have a truth. Do I? I do what I 

can to survive. That is all. Am I deep enough to have a truth? I don’t think I have a truth 

(my mind repeats and circles, round and round we go). I’m a veritable paddling pool of 

truth where kids splash on a warm summer’s day. I’m a different person in any given 



82 

 

moment on any given day. To different people, I’m a different person. To one person I’m 

wise, to another I’m Mr. Magoo. I’m as solid as the weather: today, partly cloudy with a 

forty per cent chance of rain which of course is wrong – it’s pouring. These thoughts 

about living in accordance with the truth about my Self (why capitalize?) and about being 

what one is, beg the question: How can one be what one is? What is I? I think I’m just a 

person going along, day after day living this life until the day I die. No big deal. No 

significance. I am a drop in the proverbial ocean. No relevance - one of nine billion and 

going strong. There’s no hidden truth in me. What you see is what you get. I’m 

acculturated, conditioned to be whatever it is that I think I am. I’m entirely predictable. 

Could the sheer anonymity and insignificance of my existence be why I think I see what I 

see from some great unidentifiable beyond?  

Contrary to what I may believe inside, it is conceivable that there’s nothing 

special in seeing a bee and listening to the song Honeycomb. It could it be that I’m 

simply one of those inflatable wacky waving tube men (do you know the one’s I mean?), 

those colourful inflatable objects used in advertising to grab the attention of a passerby to 

a grand opening or blow out sale in a store. Could it be that I’m an air dancer making 

something out of nothing? Flailing my inflatable noodle arms to say, “Look over here! 

Look at me! I can make something out of nothing! Look at meeee! You’ve got to 

belieeeeve meeee!”  

Am I finding otherworldly significance in coincidence so I can tell people how 

special I am? Could it be that the world is not more than it appears? Maybe it’s as the 

rational folks say it is, there is nothing otherworldly. There are oil sands and cars, bottled 

water and a lot of pollution. There’s nothing supernatural, there’s nothing but the reality I 
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see in front of me. I’m simply being self inflated and besides, what makes me think I’m 

worthy of coincidental divine intervention? I’m nothing special. I’m less than nothing 

special. I’m caught up in popular culture like a lot of people I see on TV. I watch movies, 

I listen to music, I eat, I go to the bathroom, I go to work, I drink tea and coffee, I touch 

gadgets of this and that, I wear clothes, I smell sometimes, sometimes I’m funny, 

sometimes I’m lazy and so on and so forth etc, etc. Could the meaning be, there is no 

meaning? What is my individuality (if any)? But then again, does it matter?  

I’m unique and not.  

Everybody has coincidences occurring in their realities. It is the nature of 

randomness. If the truth about me is that I feel myself to have no individuality, could all 

of this searching and connecting to oddities be in vain? Am I vain? Then, again, in the 

midst of uncertainty I feel sad and then, a thought. Quiet and still in the background of 

noisy doubt, a quiet little voice like a dew drop that appears on a blade of grass in a field, 

it occurred to me, right this minute, - looking outside for the inside is precisely the point! 

That’s it! I spin like Schroeder head over heals out of control. That’s what this – seeing 

and connecting - is all about! It’s about consciously looking and connecting with the 

things that go on all around outside and inside me so that I know without a doubt that 

there’s more to all this than I think there is. Around and round we go! If, for example, 

three people walking towards one another in multiple directions at varying speeds arrive 

in alignment in one spot at the same moment, somehow, whether aware of this 

coincidence or not, it happens. I notice this kind of thing happening all the time which 

isn’t to say that it does not happen as many times as it does, but in the instances when it 

does happen - if three people arrive together unconsciously aware of doing so - whether 
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or not one believes in something supernatural or not, doesn’t matter. Randomness 

happens. The supernatural believes in us. If people meet without consciously doing so, 

it’s an example of the unconscious at work. It is unpredictable predictability.  

And I look at my table. There sits Hermann Hesse in the form of his book 

Steppenwolf with a sky blue cover and Siddhartha in sunshine yellow. I read both books 

in my youth, but I didn’t get them then like I do now. I was too young. Now I’m too old. 

Now they stir me. In my hand I hold C.G. Jung Speaking. I’m careful not to drop him. I 

selected these books from the library out of a personal inclination unaware of the scope 

of connections between these authors who, as it turns out, are time distant friends.  

On the laptop I type “Miguel Serrano” into the search bar. I click “images” I and 

there I see a photograph of Hermann Hesse sitting with Miguel Serrano. Hesse, Jung and 

Serrano: Three men going in opposite directions meeting on a road and then, I come 

along 52 years later. Who is the ghost, I or them? Is it like attracting like or just one of 

those things? Are we all just snowflakes in the breeze?  

Given what I now know about these men who were kindred spirits of sorts, it isn’t 

a surprise that I should connect with them today. These three long dead men considered 

flakes by some should come together in me is not extraordinary and yet, none of my 

friends or family would know about them or even care. These guys are ancient history. 

Everybody I know is clicking along to an internal metronome, waiting for the nursing 

home or the bus with their name on it.  

This is a me thing. Nobody else is where I am. 

Is this an example of my individuality? That I should associate myself with these 

writers is that not extraordinary? On a tennis court, what a foursome we would make 
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what with Serrano’s scary ideas about Hitler and mean little back hand and Jung’s pipe 

(dreams), nutty Red Book and oriental robe flapping in the breeze and Hesse’s sour 

demeanor putting a damper on the game and me, jumping around hyped-up on caffeine, 

quirkier (read: weirder) than any Astrological sign said I should be.  

 

 

5 

What Hesse and Jung said to me about getting in agreement with nature made me 

wonder: Am I in agreement? Maybe I shouldn’t wear polyester and eat manufactured 

chicken? What is the nature of which they speak? Do they mean nature-nature, as in 

plants, birds and streams? Is this what Bagger Vance that mysterious angel caddy was 

talking about so long ago when he said to go into the field, find the authentic swing and 

be one with everything? Is the field a meadow? A golf course? A parking lot? Is this what 

Fantastic Mr. Fox is about? Is this in reference to my obsession with the destruction of 

nature with a capital N - the Earth, its beauty, its significance – or is it the nature of me as 

an individual with blood in my veins and a peculiar personality fond of Charlie Chaplin 

and Gypsy music? And then as I type this another coincidence just for me (and you by 

proxy). An email pops up. A friend has sent me a link to a video proving to be popular 

with kids. My friend sends it along with the thought that my daughter the animal lover 

would like it. Go figure. Here I am typing the words …Mr. Fox as an email pops up with 

the words, “What does the fox say?”  

I click the link and watch the video. Is this for real or is it a spoof? It’s a funny 

song and yet, it’s not openly funny. It’s a hidden humour. I smile to myself as I look at 
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the lyrics. The song in its silliness sings volumes. Is something telling me something 

funny again? Does seeing the supernatural require a lightness of spirit (if I can use that 

word)? Maybe so, maybe so. Is not the mysterious found in surprise? It’s in fun and play 

and art. No? In the video a serious young man sings a child’s song. Try not to feel funny 

as you read along:  

“Dog goes woof. Cat goes meow. Bird goes tweet and mouse goes squeek.  

Cow goes moo. Frog goes croak and the elephant goes toot.  

Ducks say quack and fish go blub and the seal goes ow ow ow.  

But there’s one sound. That no one knows. What does the fox say?  

Ring-ding-ding-ding-dineringeding! Ring-ding-ding-ding-dineringeding!  

Gering-ding-ding-ding-dingeringeding! What does fox say?  

Wa-pa-pa-pa-pa-pa-pow! Wa-pa-pa-pa-pa-pa-pow!” 

In this particular game of peek-a-boo where coincidence pops up in unsolicited email, I 

find meaning in the oddest place. I find myself thinking about nature, foxes and my Self 

(note the capital S), but what does it mean? Does it mean anything? Can I put it together? 

What does the fox say? Does it matter? They’ll kill him soon enough. And then it became 

clear as I heard the last lines of this goofy song that suddenly took a spiritual turn in this 

otherwise silly song: “The secret of the fox. Ancient mystery. Somewhere deep in the 

woods, I know you’re hiding. What is your sound? Will we ever know? Will always be a 

mystery. What do you say? You’re my guardian angel. Hiding in the woods. Will we ever 

know? I want to know.” And there it is: the secret is in the woods. The secret is hidden 

plain sight. It’s in everything I see and hear. The guardian angel, God, unconscious, call it 

what you will, is there in this silly song I find myself pondering because of an email, 
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ethereal, here and gone like the woman who sent it will be gone one day. So it goes.* The 

secret is hidden like the fox is hidden. The only way to know the mystery is to feel it. The 

mystery is not solvable, it is an experience. One need only see the connections to feel it. I 

see my guardian angel hidden in everything I see think and do. It’s a very funny thing. I 

can’t put a face to it or call it by name and yet, it is there, all the same. 

 

 

 6 

 I’m reminded of Hermann Hesse’s book Siddhartha* which I was reading 

yesterday in the car in the sun. The weatherman said it would rain again, but it didn’t. Go 

figure. The copy of the book I borrowed from the library hadn’t been borrowed in 

decades. Someone from the past underlined passages for me to find. I wondered about the 

person who had done it. Was that person still alive? The following lines of conversation 

between Siddhartha and the Buddha were underlined:  

“Siddhartha said: “O Illustrious One, in one thing above all have I admired your 

teachings. Everything is completely clear and proved. You show the world as a 

complete, unbroken chain, an eternal chain, linked together by cause and effect… 

the unity of the world, the coherence of all events, the embracing of the big and 

the small from the same stream, from the same law of cause, of becoming and 

dying: this shines clearly from your exalted teachings... But according to your 

teachings, this unity and logical consequence of all things is broken in one place. 

Through a small gap there streams in the world of unity something strange, 

something new, something that was not there before and that cannot be proved: 
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that is your doctrine of rising above the world, of salvation. With this small gap, 

through this small break, however, the eternal and single world law breaks down 

again…” (p. 26). 

I’m in over my head. This is too much. Turn on the TV, we’ll have some lunch. As I read 

Siddhartha’s words from the pen of Hermann Hesse, that German poet in his lovely 

Swiss garden, I realize that what Siddhartha saw is what I’ve seen. I’ve seen the unity of 

all things and the small gap where something strange is streaming in. That is, in fact, 

what this is about. The small Gap is there and I don’t mean the store. It’s there for you 

and for me in this experience of life. I’ve seen it. I realize now what it is that I’m trying to 

do with this thing I’m writing right now. I’m trying to change the world. That’s my 

humble mission impossible. I’m trying to wake people up before it’s too late. We need 

the forests. We need the lakes. There’s a connection between everything and our selves. 

We’re not separate. We’re souls behind the eyes. We must pay attention to the clues that 

present themselves to each and every one of us. We must connect, but this book – if 

that’s what it becomes - doesn’t fit into a marketing plan. It’s beyond dollars and sense. 

There’s no money in it. It’s a disbelief suspension bridge. This is a crazy mess-around 

thing. I’m singing alone on a hill to music only I can hear. I am a comedian and the world 

is my audience or is it the other way around? I am the audience and the comedian is the 

world. Am I the fool on a hill or the hill under a fool? Unless there’s a miracle, this’ll 

never sell and if it does I’ll buy land and pay human’s to leave it alone. There is no 

market for this kind of thing. It’s just me, Siddhartha and Eric Carman experiencing this 

thing called all by myself. It is beyond believing. It is found in suffering, loving and 

knowing. We’re never alone. And then, as I’m putting these maudlin words down 
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beautiful music comes on. I’ve heard it before. It’s Offenbach’s Barcarolle from The 

Tales of Hoffman. It was in the movie Life is Beautiful - that movie about keeping love 

and laughter alive in Auschwitz. This isn’t Auschwitz, but I do the same in thing. I 

struggle to keep the love alive. I hear the music and my heart melts as I press on with 

Siddhartha. I was directed here, so I may as well look.  

According to Siddhartha, Gotama, the Buddha, was self-taught. He experienced 

enlightenment on his own “through thought, through meditation, through knowledge, 

through enlightenment” (p. 27) That is why Siddhartha must also go his own way, so he 

too will know enlightenment within himself, “not to seek another and better doctrine, for 

I know there is none, but to leave all doctrines and all teachers and to reach my goal 

alone – or die” (p. 28). And so must I! Hesse is teaching me that I don’t need him. It’s 

ironic. Like Siddhartha, I must go into a wisdom that is the secret art of thinking, feeling 

and breathing the unity of all things. You and I and every one of us must each go our 

way. We have no choice. As much as I’d like to spare my daughter the pain and suffering 

that I experienced in coming to know what I know, I can’t. There is no way for me to 

transfer my knowledge to her. She must wake up on her own. Sure, I can tell her about it, 

but would she listen? Would she get it? Would she really? No. Of course not. She must 

learn it on her own from her own experience as must we all ultimately teach ourselves 

how to live and die and know the significance of existence if we try. She will probably 

never read this let alone be able to see the significance of her own coincidence. But I 

hope she does. I don’t know if she will. She must come to know what she will know on 

her own. There is no other way. And so it is with all of us. We all have to go it our own. I 

can tell you my convoluted story and provide examples, but that is all.  
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Through the eternal links in chains I find the answers I seek and through your 

own links, you will hopefully discover your own answers to what you seek, that is, unless 

you are the non-seeking type and you know it all already, and then we’re done, but if you 

don’t, you will have to find the meaning in yourself. 

Here’s the thing: I’m trying to express in words that has come to me through 

living in this strange little person I find myself to be. I experience this life as Darrel-ness 

and Hermann Hesse experienced his Hesse-ness. Hermann said, “Words do not express 

thoughts very well.” I couldn’t have said it less better myself. I know my words are 

inadequate. I speak in riddles. You read in circles. You may not understand what I’m 

trying to say because I’m not saying it in quite the right way.  

In the past I did not see the significance in coincidence. I did not see the clues 

hidden in funny little incidents. I was ignorant. I was self-important. I was busy. I was a 

baby. I was a busy baby until I hit fifty-two. I didn’t entertain notions of believing in 

things that I couldn’t understand. I didn’t see what was right under my big nose because 

my eyes were closed to the possibility of mystery. I thought I knew, but I didn’t have a 

clue! Like so many people, there was nothing sacred or mysterious. I was incapable of 

suspending disbelief. I thought that this reality that I perceive with my senses and 

intellect is all there is. I limited myself. I didn’t comprehend that the spirit is us – it is us! 

In this world there is something more to this reality than what we so casually minimize as 

survival of the fittest. There is magic in the air supply. The poets knew it and the singers 

sang it. We’re lost in love. Like Hesse’s Siddhartha I too have thought about links in 

chains. I too have thought of connections to the eternal.  
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7 

In a time signature like that of the movie Atonement which I watched the other 

night, coincidentally or not, I see one event before another. I see that love is what matters 

most. In suffering there is love. In laughter there is love. That’s what this is about. I see 

the lines I will read weeks from now in Victor Frankl’s story of surviving the Holocaust 

in Man’s Search for Meaning which is a book I perused the other day when my daughter 

and I were in a book store waiting for my wife.  

My daughter was looking at toys instead of books and I turned from her to see 

that I was standing in front of the Psychology section. I looked at the titles on the shelves 

as she was busy playing. From the titles on display I was drawn to Victor Frankl’s Man’s 

Search for Meaning because that’s what I do. I took a look around, taking it all in, before 

flipping the book open. In the background I could hear Ringo Starr singing, “Every time I 

see your face. It reminds me of the places we used to go, but all I’ve got is a photograph 

and I realize that you’re not coming back any more.” Great song. You did well Ringo my 

friend (not to be confused with Johnny Ringo, the gunslinger from Tombstone). The song 

you sing clearly is about heart ache. I love hearing great songs like this playing in stores. 

When I point out the music to people, they are oblivious to it. The music becomes 

background sound that nobody notices. If I may be so bold as to criticize, that’s the 

trouble with a lot of people. They don’t pay attention to what’s around. They don’t notice 

these things.  

I watch my daughter out of the corner of my eye. She is looking at stuffed animal 

toys. Soon my wife will be here. Hopefully she will have that bright smile of hers that 
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transcends the years. To see her smile is to have heartache kept at bay for yet another 

day. One day she will not come back to me and on that day Ringo Starr and I will be on 

the same page. One day my daughter will be gone and this bookstore where I stand will 

be gone. In this ever changing world I am alive but for a moment listening to the sound of 

machines making espressos and cappuccinos that will be enjoyed for a time like Ringo 

Starr’s song which is here and gone – here and gone. I listen to Ringo’s song about 

heartache and I feel it too and then I have a profound realization. It happens as I read 

from a book that I accidentally found and randomly opened. My eyes fell on a passage 

where Victor Frankl tells about his own personal profound realization. The only 

difference Frankl and I is time, espresso machines and prison camp suffering. Frankl 

writes:  

“A thought transfixed me: for the first time in my life I saw the truth as it is set 

into song by so many poets, proclaimed as the final wisdom by so many thinkers. 

The truth – that love is the ultimate and the highest goal to which man can aspire. 

Then I grasped the meaning of the greatest secret that human poetry and human 

thought and belief have to impart: The salvation of man is through love and in 

love. I understood how a man who has nothing left in this world still may know 

bliss, be it only for a brief moment, in the contemplation of his beloved…For the 

first time in my life I was able to understand the meaning of the words, “The 

angels are lost in perpetual contemplation of an infinite glory” (pp. 48-49). 

And I see the angels. They’re all around me. I was meant to be here. I was meant to read 

this. The angels I see are in you and they’re in me. They have their peeves. They get on 

my nerves with their low-fat lattes; their double shot espressos and pumpkin spice 
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cappuccinos that they wait for impatiently. In far off countries they kill each other. They 

kill themselves. The angel is in my daughter’s almond shaped eyes. I’ll live to see 

another day and as I digress, I progress. I’ve been spared the Holocaust experience. I can 

only imagine the suffering and horror Frankl endured. At last I too have come to know 

what Frankl knew back in ‘46. Love is what matters.  

In noticing the odd little things that niggle at me (like background music and 

books randomly opened), I see in my unlikely and convoluted way what Frankl saw and 

what Siddhartha by proxy with his creator Hermann Hesse saw. Siddhartha, that fictional 

creation of a poet, “looked around him as if seeing the world for the first time” (p. 32) 

and so do I. And what is it that I see? Another ordinary day that is so extraordinarily 

ordinary that it’s transformative. The world is totally spiritually beautiful and alive. It is 

all so profound. It stands out in stillness, in slow motion, in sound, in colours. I create 

myself in each and every moment. I feel the bliss of knowing my beloved when I think 

about it. I see the movie that is behind and in front of my eyes. I see the movie that is me. 

I read the book that is me and like Hesse who speaks through the voice of Siddhartha 

who says in print,  

“The world was beautiful, strange and mysterious. Here was blue, here was 

yellow, here was green, sky and river, woods and mountains, all beautiful, all 

mysterious and enchanting, and in the midst of it, he, Siddhartha, the awakened 

one, on the way to himself. All this, all this yellow and blue, river and word, 

passed for the first time across Siddhartha’s eyes. It was no longer the magic of 

Mara, it was no more the veil of Maya, it was no longer meaningless and the 
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chance diversities of the appearances of the world... Meaning and reality were not 

hidden somewhere behind things, they were in them, in all of them” (p. 32). 

And so today (which was by the way many days following yesterday) I will contemplate 

Siddhartha’s words and Frankl’s findings while I’m somewhere else listening to Johann 

Strauss’s The Blue Danube which came into my headphones on its own (or so it seemed). 

I will feel the world speaking to me in the spontaneous plants dropped off for wintering 

in my office, in the chance encounter with a tree hugging girl, in wondering what the fox 

says, in a Ringo Starr song, and in a stop action movie from the wonderful mind of Roald 

Dahl and the brilliance of Wes Anderson in the movie Fantastic Mr. Fox and the 

hundreds of other beautiful and wonderful people who work on these works of art that I 

chance to see and feel and connect with. In such things the spirit speaks. My only wish is 

that the spirit will speak in this (whatever this is). I keep these thoughts alive long enough 

for them to take root. The fox is talking to me all the time in everything. The wolf is 

waving at me on my wine coloured easy chair. The possum with spiral eyes is me. It is 

me seeing me with spiral eyes like a fractal zoom. I see meaning in reality and geometry 

not hidden behind things. These things speak for themselves. Meaning is in the things 

themselves! The hidden is hidden and unhidden at the same time.  

And then: CLICK.  

That lovely fluttering feeling returns and I say, “Thank you! Thank you!” to no 

one. No one is there just me and the view from my eyes and I think “Thank you,” again 

for the bliss that I feel is beautiful. Nobody says, “You’re welcome.” There is nobody 

there. I am mute. After all, it isn’t me doing this. I don’t know what it is, but I know it 

isn’t me. It’s the world in and through me. I am the seed of infinity and I take root in the 
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planet of time circling and spiraling in space throughout eternity. I am an imaginative 

eye, a self-creating creation. There’s an actor inside me playing this character that people 

think I am, but that’s not really me. I am the earth. I am a spirit alive for less than a 

minute. Just a kernel am I. I come into myself from outside and feel as the butterfly who 

flies. What does the fox say? He is quiet. He is me. He says more than words with his 

eyes.  

 

 

8 

I pause. I breathe. I feel so naïve. I take it all in, this reality so profound, and then, 

to my surprise a new tune comes in. It is the melody from the ending of Beethoven’s 

Ninth Symphony in D (his last) known as Ode an die Fruede or Ode to Joy. I guess 

we’ve swum in the Blue Danube long enough or so says the spirit of life to me.  

It is said that Beethoven’s Ninth is his quest for Universal Truth. He never heard 

the Ninth. He could only hear it in his head. It is a simple folk-like melody set to words 

with an introduction written by Beethoven in German which goes, “O friends, not these 

tones! Let us raise our voices in more pleasing and more joyful sounds!” This is followed 

by Friedrich Schiller’s poem, also in German, “Joy, fair spark of the gods, daughter of 

Elysium, drunk with fiery rapture, Goddess, we approach thy shrine! Thy magic reunites 

those whom stern custom parted; all men will become brothers under thy gentle wing.”* 

Schiller wrote further about Elysium in another poem appropriately entitled Elysium 

which goes, “Past the despairing wail - / And the bright banquets of the Elysian vale / 

Melt every care away! / Delight, that breathes and moves forever, / Glides through sweet 
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fields like some sweet river! ... / And truth, with no veil, gives her face to the day / And 

joy to-day and joy to-morrow, / but wafts the airy soul aloft; / The very name is lost to 

sorrow, / And pain is rapture tuned more exquisitely soft.”* Could this Elysium 

mentioned in the ode by Schiller be the field that Bagger Vance, that fictional angel 

caddy, described? 

Could Elysium be where Beethoven went in his mind when he wrote his Ninth? 

He went into the field, the meadow beside the woods where music is in the wind. I 

learned to love Beethoven’s disheveled surliness as a Peanut named Schroeder on a tiny 

toy piano. I’ve since discovered that Beethoven was an introvert, much as myself - if I 

may be allowed the liberty to flatter myself. Is it not surprising how in all forms of art 

and people we identify with those most like ourselves? It’s as if seeing ourselves in the 

world puts us at ease.  

Beethoven is said to have preferred nature to man. He sought solitude in a country 

house where he could compose in peace and walk in the woods. I too prefer trees at 

times. Someone somewhere said that Beethoven believed that art was a force unto itself. 

He was a Romantic. Beauty, drama, melancholy, depression and a feeling of being 

unique were major themes in his life. He lived to express what was in his heart. When he 

was 28, depressed as he was about losing his hearing, he wrote in a letter to his brothers, 

“I hope that my decision to persevere may endure until it please the inexorable Fates to 

break the Thread.”* Beethoven believed. As an observer of life, he achieved victory over 

suffering by connecting to something bigger than himself. 

As I listen on headphones to Beethoven’s ode an awareness of everything around 

me takes hold. The colours seem more distinct, more varied. Stillness is more still and 
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movements more fluid as if I were in a form of liquid life. My wife enters the bedroom as 

I write on the bed swooning. I am in a field of sorts, writing myself alive. She hangs 

clean shirts for me in the closet. She gives freely and I receive, happily, gratefully, sloth 

that I am. I look at her as she works and she rolls her eyes laughingly. She sees the 

silliness in me foolishly writing words for no one to read. In my head I hear Beethoven 

weaving a tapestry of magic that musically accompanies my wife at work, and I hear, 

“May he who has had the fortune to gain a true friend and he who has won a noble wife 

join in the jubilation!” Jubilation, great word! And I look at my wife with love. She asks 

if I feel sick and I say no. It is jubilation that I feel.  

When she leaves the room, I look around at where I sit. The room takes on a 

profound importance of sorts as the sun streams forth. I have clean clothes. I have food to 

nibble, crumbs to drop and coffee to spill. I have blankets and warmth. In these soft 

pleasures I take comfort. I am content. I’m reminded of the Dragon King of Bhutan, 

Jigme Singye Wangchuck, who coined the phrase, “gross national happiness” back in 

1972. By this account, I am rich in happiness especially when that intangible something 

of which I write about from beyond myself shows through the world saying without 

words, “Here I am! Stick with me kid. Can you feel it?” And I do! Another verse, “All the 

world’s creatures draw joy from nature’s breast; both the good and the evil follow her 

rose-strewn path.” The feeling of the music as expressed in the Ode to Joy is the feeling 

of connecting with that mysterious something I’ve spoken of so often - guardian angel, 

God, unconscious, call it what you will – that flutters in and out of my life on the wings 

of a song leaving me mysterious gifts of insight, love and unity with all that is. 



98 

 

Connecting with it (if I may use such an inadequate, indefinite pronoun) is a lot like 

editing.  

I finish a chapter and I think that it’s wonderful so I put it away only to return to it 

on another day and find it lacking. The words once so beautiful are at a later date, 

incompressible. The feelings and ideas that I tried to impart yesterday are gone. The fox, 

the guardian angel in me has gone mute, overpowered by the voice of a know-it-all in my 

head. The words that I wrote look stupid to me now as I second guess myself. So I jump 

back into the stream of writing to find my inner poet again and reclaim imagination and 

the feeling of wonder. I jump back into the Blue Danube river of words that jumble in my 

head and in so doing I discover that what I’m writing is actually a textual representation 

of my spiritual self evolving. I come to the realization that I am, as it were, writing my 

spiritual self into existence. I feel more aware. I discover a better me inside and outside 

me, hidden behind baggage of lies, trivial concerns and self-delusions. I forget that I’m 

the man who gets mad when caught speeding. Infantile idiot! Such a baby boy! I find 

myself evolving beyond that self-important rage when someone does something rude as I 

go into myself again and again. I go back into this work of refinement and build upon 

what is there and in the process I learn more about all this (you can’t see me, but I’ve 

spread out my arms to indicate everything around me).  

In going back in and inserting text here and there, refining words for clarity sake, 

for interest’s sake, to make this (whatever this is) better and better for you (if there is a 

you) and for me, I learn how to be. And as I go back into the text, editing memories, 

adding new ones to old, I happen upon a new thought, a new feeling that wasn’t there 

before. “Peek-a-boo! I see you! Come out, come out! Wherever you are,” in this game of 
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hide and seek. I make a connection and a new insight occurs. I am touched (spiritually 

speaking of course) it is me editing my mind so that it is clearer and more connected to 

everything. And then, as I insert the above insertion about inserting a week after it was 

inserted, I’m back listening to the Blue Danube. Weeks after the fact, quite by accident I 

hear it again. The music returns as if to say, “Hello again! Welcome back. Now where 

were we? Oh yes, we were dancing!” And I hear the lyrics to the Blue Danube as sung by 

a choir giving me chills and making the hair on my neck stand up. I didn’t know there 

were words. They were in German, of course (connections never ending) and the choir 

sang of the river, “Danube so blue, so bright and blue, through vale and field, you flow so 

calm, our Vienna greets you, your silver stream, through all the lands, you merry the 

heart with your beautiful shores… Young blood, fresh courage, O how happy, it unites 

laughter! Love and passion fills the breast – it’s the greatest in the world. Now sing a 

cheerful and blessed song, the jubilation as the air permeates, echoed loudly by the heart, 

and tie a band around us...” Words such as stream, laughter, love, courage, passion, 

jubilation vibrate in my mind like sympathetic strings. It is extraordinary to hear this 

music now in this way seemingly so accidentally. I found the CD that is playing while I 

was cleaning out junk in a cupboard. The CD was poorly marked. I didn’t know what was 

on it until I put it on. My hands picked it up and popped it in for no other reason than it 

was there and I was curious. Call it intuition, luck, chance. Call it what you will. So much 

happens unknowingly beyond my conscious control. I settled into my chair for more 

connecting and editing, hit play and then: the Blue Danube, again. There is something in 

that song. The time since I last heard it and now has not elapsed. The past is present 

again. I’m mixing tenses. My hands are directed as Bagger Vance said. They know more 
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than I do. Hitting “play” on the remote control on the CD player is a cue for me to play in 

another sense of the word. This is all play! Writing, feeling, thinking, seeing – it’s all 

waltzing in my mind as my wife approaches again (different day, different room) to say: 

“Aren’t you tired of wasting your time? How’s the story going?” Her tone belies her 

meaning. She doesn’t think much of this, but I don’t mind. Her making fun of me is not a 

deterrent. It’s kind of funny, really. Her sarcasm has the opposite effect. She thinks that 

the humiliation will stop me. It doesn’t. Breathing can be a waste of time if you’re not 

living. I’m on a bigger mission impossible. I’m touching imaginary readers with the 

possibility that we’re not alone. I’m resoling souls. I’m showing how it’s in the little 

connections and coincidences that the magnificence of this whole mysterious world is 

revealed – like today, hearing the Blue Danube out of the blue (yet again, funny). Writing 

this and thinking about connecting with the great beyond here and now is anything but a 

waste of time. It is the universe, God, the unconscious, call it what you will, encouraging 

me through her discouragement. It is ironic. It is funny. She teases me and I don’t mind. I 

feel lighter as I ignore insults to any suppositions of self-importance I have. I am teased, 

thwarted, humbled and humiliated. I am as nothing in this. It is a game we play, the world 

and I. This is fun. I’m Buster Keaton in all this. It is humour. It is play! It is ironic and 

idiotic. It is seeing the pun in everyone. Double meanings are everywhere. We’re all 

involved in some great big huge invisible domino effect. The world is an elaborate Rube 

Goldberg machine* or contraption manipulated by invisible and visible forces that 

interact and connect in complex chains of cause and effect events which, at the end of it 

all, say something incredibly simple to me. It’s a lark. It’s complicated simplicity. Each 

and every cause in space has an effect in time. Unforeseen outcomes leading and 
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precipitated by interconnected forces. I will do what I will do and she will make fun of 

me for doing it. I know that I am a ridiculous man; there is no question of that. I’ve seen 

myself in the mirror. It is and isn’t up to me. What will be will be. A big waste of time? I 

don’t think so.  

This game of peek-a-boo or hide and seek with my guardian angel, the 

unconscious, God, call it what you will, is invigorating! I hope you can stay with me a 

while longer. Stay with me in this crazy game. Maybe you’ll become aware of such 

things in your own life. Something silly or peculiar and I look up as if to say, “What are 

you up to?” I see clues all around, all the time. Now it is an old Strauss waltz I hear again 

and again. Why do I hear it now and then? What does it mean? Is it because of the words 

about the beauty of nature? Is it because it’s about a river and I think of this life as a river 

and this as a stream of consciousness? Let us ponder softly together. Why has this music 

come to my attention? What is the clue in this? It is a waltz. Yes. It is a dance. Yes. I 

dance with reality and the invisibility that plays visibly with it and me. Oh, yes. I see. It is 

my odyssey! The Blue Danube it is the stream of consciousness. It is nature. It is the 

music we hear as we see the spinning wheel of a space ship floating above a planet in the 

science fiction film 2001: A Space Odyssey. It is the dance of the stars and of a space ship 

landing through pod bay doors. It is the music I hear in a coffee shop where I happen to 

meet an old teacher of mine who spoke of her retirement. Her name is Ann. She was a 

dance teacher. We shared a laugh when I made a joke about a coffee maker on display 

with a label that reads, “Recycled Coffee Press.” I said, “Why would anyone want to 

drink recycled coffee?” She laughed and I laughed too. It felt good. It was infectious (in a 

good way!). This social situation in a grocery store coffee shop was a dance of sorts. Is 
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that the connection? The Blue Danube I heard again reminds me of Ann and then, the 

music returns me to a future vision presented in the past and the monolith and of the 

mysterious Starchild at the end of the movie 2001. It is Stanley Kubrick challenging me. 

He is reaching into my subconscious. He did not spell out a map of 2001. Everyone 

pursues his or her own interpretation on their own which is what this is and what I do and 

encourage you to do too. Arthur C. Clark said that the film deals with the mystery of the 

universe, and with powers and forces greater than man’s comprehension. It is also Arthur 

C. Clark telling me about fractals. It’s all tied together in a package of infinite possibility. 

The music that is made and streamed on the internet or burnt onto a CD for me to hear at 

home, in stores, in cars and bars is put there by people behind the scenes. The songs that I 

hear and the movies I see are put there for a reason. The people who make them have no 

idea that I connect in a spiritually significant way to what they do. They do not know that 

they are doing a service for something beyond themselves. I am but a drop of water in the 

ocean to myself and to them. I am as nothing. I am flotsam and jetsam. They do not know 

that I see meanings in songs and movies beyond what they planned. It isn’t just a random 

event when I hear or see something. It’s a kind of destiny. Maybe you being here and 

reading this isn’t just one of those things. Maybe you are as one mind with me. Maybe 

you are ready to see the clues in your own life. Maybe you and I will wake up to the 

wonder of it all. Maybe you have felt what I have felt or thought what I think as we drift 

down the Blue Danube together. If you heard that music now, wouldn’t that be amazing? 

And if you did, how would you feel? Picture that feeling. That’s what I get regularly in 

this game of hide and seek. 
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9 

Are you ready? Deep breath…Ok Go! Come join me in this crazy world of inter 

connections. Here’s another one.  

The other day I went for a jog. It helps clear my head.  

I put on my orange-soled runners and idiotic running clothes that belong in the 

garbage and I went out the door. Of course I had ear-buds, where else, in my ears. At the 

moment I set out for my trot Pachelbel’s Canon in D Major proceeded to blow my heart 

apart. I’d just been watching a video with Pachelbel’s music. On the side bar there was a 

link to video entitled “Blind 5 year old plays piano (makes you cry).” I clicked on it 

without thinking. When it began to play, as strange as the Chinese game show was to me, 

when the blind five year old named Yoo Ye Eun played the piano and sang, she did 

indeed make me cry. She touched my heart like she touched everyone who saw her. She 

sang these words, “…You were born to be loved and you are receiving that love through 

your life. You were born to be loved. The love from God that started since the beginning 

of your birth, Becomes connected with us meeting each other. You were born to be loved 

and you are receiving that love through your life.” I instantly thought, “How is this 

possible? How can a little girl like that, so young, without training be able to play the 

piano like that upon hearing a song only once. It’s impossible. It’s a miracle. And the 

words she sang rang true for me. Maybe that’s what all this is about. This is about love 

and becoming connected with us meeting each other. In the comments by you tube 

viewers I see an argument. Someone writes, “Yes – a gift. Not from my god” another 

writes, “This is a Wow!” there are more “Wows,” and then another writes, “Fortune 
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cookie say: China doll should stick to Chopsticks” and so it goes. Some people see it as a 

miracle. Others make fun of the girl. Such are people, unaware of what’s really going on. 

What if what the girl is singing about is true? What if she really is an angel? What if even 

the guy who makes the snide comment is an angel too? There’s something to think about 

as you run along.   

So, I went for a run after crying foolishly to a video. I covered my tears, 

embarrassed as I was to have a heart. I’m getting too soft. I was having trouble believing 

what I believed to be happening and that is that the world and I are one and you’re in it 

with me. That is, if there is a you. It could be that I’m talking to myself as I always am in 

my mind. Could it be that the world, the universe, God, call it what you will, is 

communicating with me (in a good way)? The aside in brackets (in a good way) is 

probably getting tedious, but I add that bit because when an impressionable idiot like me 

begins to think he’s seeing things through the world, the immediate thought is either: A) 

he’s crazy which is indeed possible, but if it is, at least it’s a happy crazy, or B) 

something supernatural is happening and even though I say “in a good way,” some 

people might say it’s bad, “Supernatural bad! Bad supernatural!” or skeptical people 

might say, “Supernatural? There’s no such thing.” Be that as it may, let me say, if you 

believe in such things – that there is a natural and a supernatural - a malevolent spirit like 

an evil demon or something malicious like that is not the reason why I’m seeing what I 

see. That would mean that it’s something other than myself and that’s not the case. The 

whole point is that: it is me. I’m not actually separate from any of this. I am as vinegar to 

the world’s corn starch; together we make the foam of meaning. The meaning is coming 

from me interacting with all that is in the seen and unseen. The world is not separate from 
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me. You and I are not separate. I could be you just as easily as you could be me. It’s all 

just a matter of what’s behind the eyes. The things that happen to me are in some way 

caused by me, by you, by forces we manipulate knowingly and unknowingly. It’s hard to 

explain. It’s like raindrops falling from the sky playing Pachelbel’s cannon in pots and 

pans. It’s miraculous. It is us. Maybe there’s me and an invisible better me in nature 

having fun with all that is. I don’t know. It doesn’t matter how it happens. This is just 

about it happening.  

Last night I watched the movie Paranormal Activity. I have no wish to insult the 

movie. It was a thrill. I got a little scared. What I’m experiencing is the opposite of that. 

This is nothing like the paranormal activity portrayed in that fictional movie. This isn’t 

some cockamamie horror movie where a demon is following me, tormenting me, hating 

me. Horror movies about possession and evil entities get made because people like the 

thrill of getting scared. I’m not one of those people. At no point have I ever felt afraid in 

any of this. This isn’t dirty oil. It’s clean. This isn’t heavy or raucous. This is loving. It’s 

an ode to joy. It’s a jubilation. This is about seeing meaning in a tree, in a piece of music, 

in a rock, in a book, in a movie, in a bird, on a billboard, in a nun, in a river. It is seeing 

everything that happens as miraculously connected. If an analogy were to be made, this is 

a kitten. This is an Abba song or Beethoven, or Mozart. This isn’t a Marilyn Manson or a 

Hellbilly - not that I have anything against these guys – to each his own. I am merely 

using Marilyn Manson and Hellbilly as an example of something dark compared to 

something light. This is light. This is starlight and rainbows. This is unpolluted by 

chemicals or greed. I’m sure Marilyn is a great guy. He’s quite intelligent. I’ve seen him 

interviewed. This would be the equivalent of seeing Marilyn Manson and Hellbilly as 
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guests on an episode of the Beverly Hillbillies back in 1964. I can see these supposedly 

diabolical characters being made into fools by Jed Clampett, Granny and Jethro who 

would have fun with Marilyn’s supposedly scary nonsense.  

That would be funny. That’s what this is. This is a harmless Jethro* kind of thing. 

Anyway, I’m running and worrying about my sanity and asking myself, “What’s 

going on?” and as this question is occurring to me, I happen to be running by a bright 

yellow service van with the words “Mr. Electric” painted on the side. I thought about Mr. 

Electric and it struck me as funny. I imagine he’d be shocking to meet. His handshake 

would be electric! I amused myself thinking these thoughts and then, I made a 

connection: Why did I ask “What’s going on?” just as I’m going by Mr. Electric’s van? 

My mind played with a pun on the words what’s and watts. In mere seconds after 

thinking about the word watts - as in a voltage measurement of electricity - I ran by an 

old hippy looking guy with long hair and a beard wearing an old brown sweater. I 

thought, “He looks like Alan Watts.* That guy who wrote The Way of Zen.” In a split 

second my brain linked the chain of thoughts together. I went from asking “What’s going 

on?” to Mr. Electric to watts - as in electricity - to Watts as in Alan. “Of course you did,” 

you’re saying to yourself. “It’s so obvious!” The connection between Mr. Electric and 

Alan Watts was made. To anybody else there is no connection at all, but to me it was a 

clue from my angel, God, the universe, unconscious, call it what you will. It was an 

inside joke for no one else but me. It was my inner comedian affecting the outer world. 

Only I would notice it. I know. It’s weird and I write these words at exactly 4:44 PM 

which I find oddly coincidental. Is this another sign, or just the time? Do I have a 
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superstitious mind? Maybe my wife is right and I am totally loopy! I’m seeing signs 

everywhere, but dear reader, bear with me, there’s more.  

When all this came together in me, I tripped on a crack in the sidewalk and almost 

stumbled to the ground in front of the Alan Watts* look-a-like who looked a little 

concerned. I smiled in embarrassment. I did some kind of weird Jerry Lewis stumble and 

then all of this significance gave me a jolt of adrenaline, better than any dumb old thriller 

movie. This was exciting and then to add icing to this already convoluted crazily 

connected layer cake (I hope I don’t lose you on this one, but here’s what happened…), 

in the seconds between seeing Mr. Electric’s bright yellow panel van, thinking about a 

pun on the word what’s and seeing Alan Watts’s look-a-like and stumbling on a crack in 

the sidewalk I heard a song that put it all together and made me run faster than ever. 

Pachelbel’s Canon gave way to some forgotten 1980s music and new wave classics in my 

ear-buds. At the moment of realization I heard the band, get this: A-Ha. It’s their song 

Take on Me which is really a plea for love that culminates with the singer hitting his 

highest note with a falsetto E. 

 “A Ha!” Don’t you see? It’s something someone says at the moment of 

discovery, “A ha!” It’s something a Viking says! “A ha! Wunderbar!” It’s what Alan 

Partridge* says. “Ah- haaa!” An ordinary person would think nothing of it, but not me. 

When I heard the song, it gave me a rush and made me feel positively… electric. I picked 

up my pace like you wouldn’t believe as I gave a wave to the Alan Watts look alike. A 

ha! That’s it! I could see the Beethoven playing Schroeder spinning head over heels - 

That’s it! - as A-ha sings:  

So needless to say of odds and ends but I’ll be stumbling away 
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 Slowly learning that life is OK  

Say after me: It’s no better to be safe than sorry  

Take on me (take on me). Take me on (take on me).  

I’ll be gone in a day or two 

Needless to say, I stumbled and felt OK, a surge of energy. The enthusiasm for living 

infused me with vitality (or was it the music?) whatever it was, I ran down the street 

thinking about Alan Watts. He is considered one of the founders of new age thinking and 

A ha was of course a new wave band amazingly connected to me. I’d sort of forgotten 

Alan Watts because the last time I listened to him he lost me. I didn’t understand or 

agree. A long time ago I’d read The Way of Zen and one day on the internet I looked him 

up. On that day I washed dishes while listening to his talk about how God plays hide and 

seek with itself through everything. I ran home excited by my a-ha moment. The last 

songs I heard were the Musical Youth singing about passing the dutchie pan, “how does it 

feel when you got no food?” and Nena singing about her lost balloons, “neunundneunzig 

luftballons.” I set aside the 1980s and found the lecture I was thinking about by typing in 

“game of hide and seek Alan Watts” and then I saw a video of beautiful starry skies, Alan 

Watts’s talking with dreamy electronic music softly playing in the background. It all 

evoked a wondrous mood. Alan Watts said,  

“So then, here’s the drama. My metaphysics - let me be perfectly frank with you – 

are: that there is the central self, you could call it God, call it anything you like 

and it’s all of us. It’s playing all the parts of all beings whatsoever, everywhere 

and anywhere. And it’s playing the game of hide and seek with itself. It gets lost. 

It gets involved in the farthest out adventures, but in the end it always wakes up 
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and comes back to itself. And when you’re ready to wake up, you’re going to 

wake up and if you’re not ready, you’re going to stay pretending that you’re just a 

little, poor little me…Who are you? …You’re looking at me, you’re looking out 

and you’re unaware of what’s behind your eyes. Go back in and find out who you 

are… When you come to my door and you say, I’m so-and-so. I say, ‘Ha ha. 

What a funny way God has come on today’ (laughter)... You won’t wake up until 

you feel you’ve paid a price for it… The sense of guilt that one has or the sense of 

anxiety is simply the way one experiences keeping the game of disguise going on. 

…You go through the mill. Why? Because this is, you’re saying to yourself I 

won’t wake up until I feel I deserve it… I invent for myself an elaborate system 

delaying my waking up. I put myself through this test and that test and when I feel 

it’s been sufficiently arduous then I may at last admit to myself who I really am 

and draw aside the veil and realize that after all, when all is said and done, I am 

that I am, which is the name of God.”  

I thought of the little blind girl. I could see god in her. What Alan said resonated within 

me. I couldn’t help but feel he was right on, but you might not agree. Was Alan right? 

Who’s to say? I think he was, but who am I? What do I know? I see signs.  

I look at the people I meet and see every day. I don’t think they think there’s more 

to them than meets the eye. I know didn’t. I always thought of myself as one of the herd. 

I meet people and they tell me their names and what they do and what they think and they 

think that’s who and what they are. I don’t correct them. I see the game that’s being 

played. And people ask me who I am and I say that I am Darrel Lawlor. I write… stuff. I 

write about connecting to the magic of life. I’m a writer without readers. I am that I am. 
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I’m your huckleberry. And then people politely excuse themselves. I smile and wave as 

they leave rolling their eyes. I don’t mind. I understand. They don’t know me. They don’t 

that who they really are isn’t their name, job, socioeconomic status and psychological 

make-up. I’m not impressed by Prime Minister’s or fancy pants people. We’re all god’s 

creatures, or so they say. This world is more than it appears. I’m not really a huckleberry. 

There is something in all of us and there is something in all that we see, hear and feel 

which is telling us all the time that all of this - I’m waving my dancing noodle arms 

around once again – is wonder filled. This place is a mysteriously beautiful place. All we 

need do is begin to notice the significance of it all to perceive it and in perceiving it, to 

wake up. It is there in the music we hear, in the movies we see, in the people we meet, the 

books that we read (if we can), the web sites we visit, the squirrels in the leaves, the trees, 

the toys, the sky, the stars – it is in everything everywhere and it is waving at us as if to 

say, “Here I am!”  

At last I can say to myself without equivocation that when something tiny yet 

incredible comes my way, seemingly at random in chance, that something is, in fact, 

guiding me towards knowing myself – whatever that is. In what I call Darrelness, I feel 

oneness and unity with it all; Mr. Electric, notwithstanding. 

 

 

10 

And on another day, not today, together my daughter and I watched the silly 

music video “What does the fox say?” She knew the song. I’m always two steps behind. 

We watched the video of the song and when it was over, I went back to my conversation 
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with Jung found in my book from the library. I could smell his pipe tobacco. It reminded 

me of my grandfather who also smoked a pipe. Granddad always appeared relaxed and 

contemplative. He looked like Bing Crosby and loved to sing Now is the Hour. We used 

to listen to a Guy Lombardo and his Royal Canadians record. Granddad would croon, 

“Now is the hour when we must say goodbye. Soon you’ll be sailing far across the sea.” I 

could see the spirit in him and I loved the smell of his pipe. One day on a whim I typed in 

“the smell of pipe tobacco” in the search bar of my computer to find “A Pipe Smoking 

Primer.” Along with a disclaimer that pipe smoking is not good for you there was an 

article and the image of a man in the late 1930s or early 1940s smoking a pipe who 

looked a lot like my Granddad. The image was, surprisingly enough, from the Fractal 

Artist - another funny little coincidence in this foray into the fractals of 

interconnectedness. If tools around us are extensions of our physical selves, why couldn’t 

this hold true in other ways? What if the world is an extension of us? What if everything 

is connected? Anyway, I’m getting carried away. I digress - another sidetrack on this 

meandering path to awareness of connectedness leading me back again - back from Jung 

and Grandfather and their pipes (I hear again the Mull of Kintyre and the lone piper in the 

woods), I spy out of the corner of my eye my daughter. She moves to Celtic music. She 

just doesn’t know it. 

I am on the couch by the window and she is watching me read. I see myself 

through her eyes. To her I must appear dull and lifeless with my nose always in books. 

She is waiting for her friends. While she is waiting she looks out the window and asks, 

“What kind of animal are you?”  
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It is a game we play. Soon enough, she’ll be grown up. Animal dreams will be 

replaced by schools, jobs and make-up, that is, if she survives. She says, “I’m a wolf! 

What are you?” Without thinking I say that I’m a wolf too. “I’m a Steppenwolf,” I 

clarify. “What’s that?” she asks. “A Steppenwolf is the lonesome wolf of the steppes. 

He’s half man, half wolf. Half spirit, half nature,” I say. A flash of Paul Anka’s “Lonely 

Boy” comes into my mind. “Like a werewolf?” she says. “Kind of,” I say. “No. That’s 

not you,” she says leaning into me and giving me a hug accidentally knocking the book in 

my hand to the floor. I let it go. “Don’t be a Stupidwolf,” she says. “Steppenwolf,” I 

corrected. “Don’t be that,” she says. “Werewolves are scary. Be what you always are.” 

“What?” I ask, knowing the answer. “You know,” she says. “A chipmunk?” “Yeah! Be a 

chipmunk!” With that said, she ran off to play wolf games with her friends in the piles of 

leaves in the front yard. I watched them play. I was a Steppenwolf no longer.  

I thought of chipmunks instead.  

Every time my daughter asks me what my favourite animal is, I always say a 

chipmunk. I’m not sure why I do. I just do. One day it just sort of popped into my mind 

when we were in a campground. I love watching chipmunks, squirrels too. In fact, I love 

watching most any animal. My daughter began to associate me with chipmunks. She 

drew pictures of them for me. She bought a chipmunk stuffy she named Hats (I don’t 

know why, it doesn’t have a hat). I told her that I liked chipmunks because they’re cute. 

I’m not afraid of them like I am a wolf or a tiger. They do very little harm. Chipmunks 

always pop up out of nowhere and then vanish into their chipmunk world. They are 

gatherers of nuts for use on cold winter days, kind of like me, except I save my pennies. I 

have savings that I’ll probably never spend. 



113 

 

When I told my daughter that a chipmunk was my favourite animal, I looked them 

up. I read about how the chipmunk is a symbol of hidden pathways and secret tunnels 

hidden in plain sight all around us. That connection struck me as curious. Maybe I am a 

chipmunk for isn’t that what I do? Isn’t that what this is? I look for the secret pathways 

hidden in plain sight all around us?  

As a power animal or totem, the chipmunk loves a good adventure and so do I. He 

is always exploring and noticing new changes in his environment, a newly fallen tree, a 

visitor to the park. A chipmunk is curious and willing to investigate anything interesting 

that comes along. I read somewhere along the way that chipmunks are considered the 

ambassadors of play. To watch them frolic and scamper is fun. You never know what 

they’re up to or where they go when they disappear. They’re mysterious that way. If you 

believe such things, the chipmunk is the messenger of many realms. He is the totem of 

self discovery.  

When my daughter and her friends disappeared from the front yard, I went back 

to my book, Steppenwolf. I left Jung on the floor. It was too far down. I am lazy. I’m only 

halfway through Steppenwolf. It’s taking me a long time to read because it’s a fairly 

gloomy book. Hermann Hesse wrote Steppenwolf when his marriage was over. It’s about 

a depressed man named Harry Haller who can’t connect with people. He’s lost touch. 

Harry sees people as ridiculous, shallow and stupid. In my past, I too have thought as 

much. I didn’t see the point in endlessly cutting the grass like my dad. Harry does not see 

what Alan Watts and I see behind the eyes of people. Harry lives alone in an attic 

separated from the world. He feels as if he has no purpose. Life is tedious to him. Hesse 
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could have been writing about me such was my identification with Harry Haller when I 

was young. I was a Steppenwolf pup back then.  

 

 

11 

There is a story about me as a boy that’s been told and retold so many times by 

my family that it’s become a myth in my psychology. The story goes that one summer’s 

day my brother found me as a little tyke (Grade One? Grade Two? I’m not sure.) standing 

alone on a street corner near our house. I was wearing my little suit and bow tie and I was 

carrying a briefcase with my matchbox dinky-toy cars inside. My brother said that I 

looked like a pintsized travelling salesman. “What are you doing?” he asked and I was 

said to have replied, “Being a stranger.” He asked, “Why?” and he said that I said, 

“Because when I grow up, I want to be a stranger.” He said, “Well, come home. It’s time 

for supper. Mom’s looking for you,” he said and that’s it. 

I have no recollection of the incident but my brother swore it to be true. He 

thought it was hilarious, but I see it as a foreboding of what was to come. I don’t know 

why I wanted to be a stranger, but what I wanted to be did come true. I did become a 

stranger. That is, until I found love and started to see connections between myself and the 

world around and above. I’m no longer the stranger I was.  

Hesse’s character saw society as a sham of phoniness. He didn’t fit because he 

felt himself to be separate. To be separate is to be a lunatic. Hesse’s character thinks 

about suicide. Such was I at one time and only intermittently since my youth when a 

broken heart was the end of the world, but I am no longer the person I once was. I no 
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longer live on the slippery slope of despair. I love. I love my wife. I love my daughter. I 

have a friend. I appreciate beauty. I see meaning in everything. When I get sad, I say to 

myself, “This too shall pass,” and feelings of despair run their course. Good times return. 

All things pass as the pendulum swings to and fro. Here and gone. Here and gone. I 

favour a new kind of Steppenwolf, one that takes me on a magic carpet ride. I no longer 

feel a separation between myself and the world. Nature and I are one! I see the light in 

connections and feel amused and spirited whenever I do. I play in hidden pathways. I am 

now, as my daughter says, a chipmunk – more cute than ferocious in my silliness. I see 

things that Hesse’s Steppenwolf never could see as he wallowed in self superiority.  

I’m reminded of a song entitled This Too Shall Pass by the rock band OK Go. 

There were two amazing videos made to go with the song This Too Shall Pass. One of 

the videos begins with dominos falling and continues as one thing after another happens 

in a long elaborate chain of cause and effect events like a Rube Goldberg machine that 

ends with the band getting shot in the face by paint cannons. Band members have safety 

goggles on. They’re ready for the paint. It’s a wonderful feat of engineering and music, 

so metaphorical as it is representative of the game I play with the world in this and 

then…and then… and then… thing with the BANG of enlightenment at the end. At the 

end of complex suggestions and connections you get shot in the face by colour and the 

audience above you cheers. It is the cheering from above that is what this is about! It is 

the art of living. It is a long and crazy chain of events set to music that makes you want to 

dance and at the end of it all, you find meaning and significance in living and dying 

because you know that you’re not alone or separate from anything. 
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As a Steppenwolf, Hermann Hesse’s creation, Harry, made something into 

nothing and I do the reverse. I make nothing into something. Harry was alone. I am not - 

even when I am. Harry was a stranger to the world and so was I until I realized that I am 

not. I have heard it said that enlightenment is simply the awareness that nothing is 

separate. I am not separate from the world. I am no stranger here. Where Harry felt 

depression, I feel elation, at least, on occasion. I’m with Jung who said that it’s all about 

finding the ideal point towards which nature is directing us and I think about how in the 

movie Fantastic Mr. Fox I saw myself as Kylie the possum. I see (saw) myself in his 

spiraling eyes. I saw myself in the beagle who can’t resist a blueberry. I’m hypnotized by 

all that I see. I too love blueberries. 

And back I am again to that Blue Danube and in the blue book that I pick up still 

feeling the warmth from my daughter’s hug as I begin to read how Harry Haller can’t 

dance. I look from my book to see my daughter and her friends dancing a wolf dance in 

the leaves outside my window as I hear the Blue Danube Waltz inside on the stereo. The 

children on the outside move to the music on the inside. Another metaphor for how this 

whole thing goes. A young beautiful woman says to Harry, “Silly business! Either a man 

goes and hangs himself, and then he hangs sure enough, and he’ll have his reasons for it, 

or else he goes on living and then he has only living to bother himself with. Simple 

enough” (p. 93). Harry protests by saying that hanging himself is hard but living is harder 

and the young woman says, “You’ll see it’s child’s play. You’ve polished your glasses, 

eaten something and had a drink. Now we’ll go and give your shoes and trousers a brush 

and then you’ll dance a shimmy with me.” Harry protests, saying he’s never danced in his 

life which brings a smile to the young woman’s bright red lips as she says, “So you can’t 
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dance? Not at all? Not even a one-step? And yet you talk of the trouble you’ve taken to 

live? You told a fib there, my boy, and you shouldn’t do that at your age. How can you 

say that you’ve taken any trouble to live when you won’t even dance?” (pp. 93-94). And 

the young woman scolds the old suicidal man for being a baby. She tells Harry to go to 

sleep and he does and in this I am reminded of Ann my dance teacher who I had only 

recently met in a coffee shop. Now I see the connection. It is child’s play. I see the 

children outside. It is the chipmunk. It is Harry that old loner lost in his head. It is music. 

It is the waltz. It is the dance of life. It is as George Carlin said, when he echoed Friedrich 

Nietzsche’s words, “Those who dance are considered insane by those who cannot hear 

the music.” Ann would have much to say about the value of dance. To dance is to live. 

To dance is connect. To connect is to live. 

 

 

12  

I see myself riding my bike through the park. This is something I do on most days 

to and from work. I like to coast down the path and gaze up at tree tops. At this time of 

year the leaves are turning yellow, brown, gold, red and orange (and everything in 

between, the list is long). It is the time of year for dying and contemplation. It is as 

George Eliot said (at least according to a Brainyquotes quote), “Delicious autumn! My 

very soul is wedded to it, and if I were a bird I would fly about the earth seeking the 

successive autumns.”  Delicious autumn. It tastes of apples. As time passes into another 

season of decay, I die a little bit more every day and yet, I am not afraid. It’s all good, as 

they say. I’m into the spirituality of simple things. I’m into existence and imagination. 
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My soul is nurtured by sunrises and rain, by trees and stars. I think about trees. I love 

them. The trees I see are beautiful. I stare openly like I don’t have a brain in my head. I 

stare at the trees just like William Henry Davies – another pipe smoker - advised me in 

his 1911 poem, Leisure:  

“What is this life, if full of care, we have no time to stand and stare. 

No time to stand beneath the boughs and stare as long as sheep or cows.  

No time to see, when woods we pass, where squirrels hide their nuts in grass.” 

I love the sound of trees in the wind. Every tree in my city has been planted by hand. At 

one time, before the white settlers pushed their way in, the area was considered a 

wasteland by Europeans. There are few things that I love more than being in and amongst 

untroubled trees. In a park, in my yard, on a tree-lined street - I find peace. I hear the 

birds sing to me. The branches of a tree are appropriate for what I do in my mind and 

heart. Trees remind me of fractals, they remind me of connections and the routes for 

which life connects with the earth and branches out and down and in, into the soil and 

this planet Earth which I love with a passion. I look up at tree branches high over head 

and out of the corners of my eyes. I like to see the world from the periphery. I look with 

soft eyes like the fictional caddy angel Bagger Vance advised. With peripheral vision I 

don’t see straight ahead, I see life at the sides.  

Every day I go home for lunch through the park. One day, after lunch, I returned 

to my computer at work. Before settling down to computer chores, into the search bar I 

typed “Hermann Hesse quotes.” I hoped that Heir Hesse might provide a nugget of 

wisdom for me that I may quote for an opening to a chapter or perhaps to bring up a 

connection within me or conclude this chapter which appears never-ending. As I thought 
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of the name Hesse, I was reminded of my elementary school days. I knew a family named 

Hesse. We pronounced it “Hess-see.” There was a girl in my class named Gwen Hesse. 

She had a brother. I think his name was Vern. He was a year or so younger and skinny as 

a rail. Gwen was taunted incessantly by our classmates. Kids would run from Gwen 

screaming, “I don’t want to catch Hess-see’s fleas!” It was brutal. Kids would touch one 

another and say, “You’ve got Hess-see’s fleas! Hess-see’s fleas!” and the kid who had 

been touched with “Hess-see’s fleas” would have to touch someone else to get rid of 

them. I know I was touched. I’d like to think that I didn’t try to touch someone else to 

break the chain of fleas, but I don’t think I did. No honour. Coward that I am. I think I 

participated in this cruel game at the expense of Gwen Hesse’s feelings. I can’t 

remember. At no time did I try to protect Gwen. My position was tenuous at best. I didn’t 

want to draw attention to my tiny self. How horrible children are at times. I was one of 

them. In grade seven or eight (I think) I walked Gwen Hesse home to show her that I was 

not cruel like the others in our class. We didn’t talk about Hess-see’s fleas. I don’t 

remember what we talked about as we walked home. She was a nice person. I don’t 

remember much about her personality. She was shy and reserved. She kind of reminded 

me of my mother. She was a nerd for sure. I don’t know why people were mean to her. I 

think the Hesse family was just poor. They were thin, quiet and unfashionable. They 

looked sickly, but they didn’t smell. It bothers me now to think about how these Hesse 

kids were teased so mercilessly. They had no fleas and yet, they were treated as if they 

did. They were treated as contagious. They were a treated as Hess-see’s diseases.  

All this came back to me as I looked up Hermann Hesse on the internet. If only 

I’d known about Hermann way back then. I could have said something wise to the kids 
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and broken the chain of abuse. Anyway…I wondered what Hermann Hesse had to say 

from beyond the grave. I clicked on a link which said “Trees” (from Wandering). Trees! I 

should have known. Of course, that’s the connection. I read:  

“For me, trees have always been the most penetrating preachers. I revere them 

when they live in tribes and families, in forests and groves. And even more I 

revere them when they stand alone. They are like lonely persons. Not like hermits 

who have stolen away out of some weakness, but like great, solitary men, like 

Beethoven and Nietzsche. In their highest boughs the world rustles, their roots 

rest in infinity; but they do not lose themselves there, they struggle with all the 

force of their lives for one thing only: to fulfill themselves according to their own 

laws, to build up their own form, to represent themselves. Nothing is holier, 

nothing is more exemplary than a beautiful, strong tree. When a tree is cut down 

and reveals its naked death-wound to the sun, one can read its whole history in the 

luminous, inscribed disk of its trunk: in the rings of its years, its scars, all the 

struggle, all the suffering, all the sickness, all the happiness and prosperity stand 

truly written, the narrow years and the luxurious years, the attacks withstood, the 

storms endured. And every young farm boy knows that the hardest and noblest 

wood has the narrowest rings, that high on the mountains and in the continuing 

danger the most indestructible, the strongest, the ideal trees grow. Trees are 

sanctuaries. Whoever knows how to speak to them, whoever knows how to listen 

to them, can learn the truth. They do not preach learning and precepts, they 

preach, undeterred by particulars, the ancient law of life. A tree says: A kernel is 

hidden in me, a spark, a thought, I am life from eternal life. The attempt and the 
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risk that the eternal mother took with me is unique, unique the form and veins of 

my skin, unique the smallest play of leaves in my branches and the smallest scar 

on my bark. I was made to form and reveal the eternal in my smallest special 

detail...When we are stricken and cannot bear our lives any longer, then a tree has 

something to say to us: Be still! Be still! Look at me! Life is not easy, life is not  

difficult. Those are childish thoughts… So the tree rustles in the evening, when 

we stand uneasy before our own childish thoughts. Trees have long thoughts, 

long-breathing and restful, just as they have longer lives than ours. They are wiser 

than we are, as long as we do not listen to them. But when we have learned how 

to listen to trees, then the brevity and the quickness and the childlike hastiness of 

our thoughts achieve an incomparable joy. Whoever has learned how to listen to 

trees no longer wants to be a tree. He wants to be nothing except what he is. That 

is home.” 

Forgive the long quote. It touched me. The passage made me ask: Am I at home within 

myself? I never wanted to be a tree. I like them but I never thought I’d like to be one. Do 

trees get bored? Look at what dogs do and lumberjacks are fearsome. Wanting to be a 

tree hasn’t crossed my mind but I do believe that trees are musical. They dance in the 

wind. They don’t use words but they do speak to me. I see trees and I intermittently either 

appreciate their fragrance and shade or ignore them. I take them for granted, like water 

from the tap or heat in the furnace. Should I put my ear to a tree like the tree hugging 

girl? I imagine if I did that I’d probably get sap on my clothes. Can I do what Hesse 

suggests? Do I want to be nothing except who I am? Is that the kernel of the eternal in 

me? Is that the message for me today? I turn once again to my conversation with Jung. I 
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hear Jung, pipe in hand; I hear his knowing Swiss accent saying in my mind, “…mind 

attracts mind. Only the correct ones come, and we are directed by the unconscious, 

because the unconscious knows” (p. 464). And I wonder: Where is the unconscious 

taking me?   

I had a dream.  

 

 

13 

In my dream I was taken to an old farm house in the centre of an old urban 

neighbourhood. For a hundred years houses have been building up all around this old 

farm house in the centre of the city that I didn’t know was there. The old farm house has 

been standing there since the land was a farm. It was there since before there was a city, 

since before there were trees here. It was there before all the other houses had even been 

considered. In the dream the old farm house with outlying buildings was a museum 

frequented by tourists. It was in a secret hidden place in the trees. People went into the 

old house and into a small barn. From the barn people would get ancient seeds. One of 

the people I was with got some seeds. When I woke up, I wondered: What does the 

dream mean? Does it mean anything? I think about this ancient wooden house as I saw in 

my dream from time to time, hidden like a secret in an old urban neighbourhood that I 

pass through everyday. The house was dark and mysterious. It was brown, but not 

unpleasant. It was surrounded by trees in a no man’s land on land that nobody could buy. 

It had been there forever. It has a presence. I felt something when I saw it. I did not feel 

afraid. I felt happy surprise. It was like finding a treasure that was hidden where I live. I 
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think the old farm house and barn symbolizes the secret I seek. It is an ancient place 

hidden in the present. It has ancient seeds that can keep a person in touch with something 

eternal. At least, that is what I took it to mean when I woke up.  

That is what it means to me now.  
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CHAPTER SIX 

 

 

bowler* 

 

I’ve hit a snag. It happens. I’m on a sandbar in the river of time. As I sit right 

now, I don’t feel connections to anything beyond myself. Life tastes rather bland, kind of 

like tofu. 

Last night I had a dream about being hopelessly lost in a hospital. That’s how I 

feel right now. I feel lost, frustrated. I’m looking for something that isn’t there. I’m a 

violin player on a hill overlooking a petroleum refinery. I’m playing a sad melody in the 

wind for no one to hear. I’m love incarnate in a place that doesn’t appreciate love. The 

dream I had last night went on and on, seemingly forever. At one point I found myself 

seated on an organically padded bench without anything to hold onto as it moved like a 

spinning, looping funhouse ride. The entire thing tilted and spun around and around in a 

great arc with other organically shaped benches that perfectly aligned like pieces in a 

puzzle. If I held onto the sides of my bench (I think it was purple), my hands would have 

been crushed. Only centrifugal force kept me from flying off towards certain death. It 

was like being spun around upside-down inside a massive atom that was four-stories tall. 

Other organically shaped benches similar to mine spun in other directions like atoms 
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spinning in a nucleus. These oddly shaped benches touched one another as they passed 

by. I was alone on this crazy ride that wouldn’t stop. 

When I woke up from the dream, the feeling I had was strange. The dream 

equated well with my outside life. In the dream I was trying to find an exit that was 

unreachable. I’ve had the same dream before. It’s not the same situation in each dream - 

it has come appeared in multiple guises – but the feeling is the same. It always involves 

me being in a place in which I can’t get out. The exit is near, but I just can’t seem to find 

it. Usually I can’t get out of a school or I’m lost on the streets in suburbia. I’m trying to 

get somewhere but no matter how hard I try, I can’t get there. It’s an Alice in Wonderland 

kind of thing. I’m like Alice chasing that white rabbit. There’s always a time pressure. 

I’m late for something. This was the first time the dream was in a hospital.  

In the hospital I experienced endless adventures as I made my way towards an 

exit that I never could find. Everything made sense during the reality of the dream, but 

now that I’m awake and think about it, I realize that the whole thing was insane. It was 

the hospital from hell. None of it made sense. It was like I was on a bad drug trip. Why 

was there a spinning nucleus death ride inside? What was my brain doing? Why would 

my brain think such crazy things? I had no idea my brain was so creative. In my waking 

life I’m dull.  

I’ve been looking for magical connections to something outside myself, but no 

strange coincidences, no happy accidents have occurred at least of which I’m aware. 

Maybe I’m trying too hard. Days and weeks have gone by without any divine feelings of 

mystery. I’m going through the motions but I’m not seeing any magic. Nothing jumps out 

at me and says, “Peek-a-boo! I see you! That wasn’t a coincidence! Surprise! You’re not 
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separate!” Something not there hasn’t put something fun in for me to find. The world 

hasn’t been a Cracker Jack* box for quite a while. It hasn’t felt magical or beautiful. 

Living feels mundane. I’m not unhappy. It’s just that the magic isn’t there. I’m lacking in 

pizzazz. I know people who, when the feel the way I do right now, turn to drugs and 

alcohol. They get bored. They need a kick so they kick themselves in the head daily with 

excessive amounts of drugs and alcohol eventually killing themselves in the process. 

They get so bored and stoned and drunk, they lose touch with what matters most. They 

forget how to love.  

At the moment I find myself taking life for granted, plugging along in a reality 

that is just too ordinary. I haven’t been seeing the world through my daughter’s eyes. 

There’s nothing special about it. There’s nothing fresh and new. There’s nothing 

beautiful or magical. I go to work. I do my job. I repeatedly lose patience with my 

daughter for minor infractions. My wife and I argue. She complains that I’m grumpy to 

which I snap, “No I’m not!” Where’s the love? It’s ebbing. And I wonder: Where’s the 

flowing? 

I find myself cross and yelling like a bitter old man stepping on my daughter’s 

childhood with the military boots of a disciplinarian. I’m stepping on her happiness and 

making her cry. It’s only after I’ve calmed my temper down that I feel bad. I’m fighting 

with my wife over nothing. I’m not listening. I’m snide. I’m not fun. I don’t feel alive. I 

laugh only when a comedian does something crass or entertainingly cruel. My inner 

comedian is gone. I’m sour, cynical. I see no rainbows. I have no good old rock and roll 

mentality inside. I don’t do anything silly just for fun. I go days with barely a smile. I 

don’t know why I feel this way. I pass people at work with a smirk to show I’m not 
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mean, but the smirk lies. I’m chewed-up gum without any flavor that’s falling to pieces. 

It’s a struggle to be a good father, husband and friend. My health hasn’t failed me, but 

I’m failing my health. I’m not taking advantage of the vitality that remains within me. 

I’m Mr. Bland. And yet, scratch the surface and there is longing. There is a man 

searching for something that he can’t find. I’m disconnected.  

I’m the man in the hospital dream. I’m searching for an exit that I can’t find. My 

love is the exit. My love is intense, but the more I search for it – the exit (love) - the more 

I miss it. I’m spinning around inside myself. The exit is probably staring me right in the 

face but I don’t see it. 

And there it is. This is how it goes sometimes. 

I wait.  

And then, if you relax and if you think about it long enough, it is there. The 

hospital dream explains my feeling and shows me a way out. It’s a message. Time is 

breaking my heart. I’m going through the motions of trying to connect with something 

that I’m already connected to. The love I feel is bittersweet. I know the present I take for 

granted will be short lived and that doesn’t make it any easier. My daughter will grow up, 

move away or die. My wife will get old, leave me or stay with me as our love withers on 

the vine over time until we too both die. My house is falling down around me. The work 

is never ending. I take it - all this - too serious. I’m not showing my love. That’s what the 

rational atheists and agnostics miss. It is the intensity of something that doesn’t make 

sense. It doesn’t make sense to cry and show one’s love, but unless I do, my wife won’t 

know I care. I need to laugh in the face of it all. I need emotion! Emotion is the colour in 

my cheeks that I’m lacking. I need passion. I need to bring the lightness of spirit into 
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myself. I need to paint myself with the brush of love. It all comes from the abiding 

knowledge that this too shall pass. All things are temporary. You just have to laugh and 

then cry and then laugh and then cry and then laugh again and again and again… ad 

infinitum.  

 

 

2 

It begins slowly. I let whatever comes, come on its own. With patience I notice 

and ponder and then at my lowest point in recent memory, with a sadly detached 

demeanor filled with shame for losing my temper with my sweet daughter who is making 

memories of a mean old dad, I watched a documentary called Surviving the Dust Bowl.* 

The documentary was about the struggle to survive on the American prairie during the 

Great Depression. It was hot and dry for years and years. Farmers had used new 

technologies like the tractor to over till the soil for dollars. In some respects, they brought 

the calamity on themselves. Greed abused the land and the people paid the price when the 

rain stopped coming and the crops dried up. No efforts to conserve the soil were made. 

The wind blew and blew for days and weeks at a time. The wind blew the soil into drifts 

by barbed wire fences. Crows made nests out of wire. Herds of jack rabbits were clubbed 

to death. People choked and died on the dust. Children lay in coffins. There were huge 

black dust storms. It was intense. 

I’ve not experienced anything so horrific. The only thing that comes close was the 

day my hat blew away. What do I have to complain about? I have an easy life and yet, 

here I sit morose. There is a message in here somewhere. I know it. What possessed me 
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to watch this documentary? Why did I pick it up? Was it the picture of the old car on the 

cover that attracted my attention? Was it just an interest in history? No. It was my wife 

who selected the video and then, as usual, she never watched it. There was nothing else to 

watch, so I reluctantly put the documentary on. Was this video a sign? Yes and no. It is a 

sign of my own making. 

As I watched the old black and white footage of life on the prairie farm in the 

American west during the 1930s, I thought of my grandparents who struggled to survive 

with their own small children, without money, without hope. What they went through 

must have been terrible. My grandfather told me stories of riding the rails, going door to 

door digging peoples’ gardens with a gardening fork for pennies, breaking his back 

hauling bags of flour onto trains and surviving a long winter on rabbits. He told me of a 

time they were starving on land in a remote area of the frozen north. The turkeys he’d had 

got away and then, by some miracle, they returned. It was a mini-miracle of which only 

he knew. The family could eat those turkeys and survive. My old uncles now live 

suburban dreams made up of tennis and country clubs as my mother and aunt slowly died 

of Alzheimer’s disease. Life isn’t fair. 

I remember a conversation I had with my grandfather when I was a teen with long 

hair and a pimple on my chin. On this day my grandfather without a pinky finger said that 

he wasn’t feeling good about life. He’d had a stroke and was limited to his little 

bungalow in the snow. He knew the end was near. I had just shaved his face with an old 

electric razor. There were more and more things he couldn’t do. This wasn’t long before 

he died. He spent his time looking back with anger and regret. At the kitchen table he 

said to me one day, “I look back at my life and I think what a big waste of time it was. 
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My life has been a big fat nothing! My boys used me to get an education. I paid for their 

university and now, look at me and look at them. What did I get? We struggled. I 

sacrificed. I could have done something more with my life. I wasn’t stupid. I could have 

gone to school. What was I thinking? Going onto a homestead? I didn’t know what I was 

doing. Running a Café? I had no business doing that!” He was angry with himself. He 

thought his life had been all for naught. I felt bad for him because here was a man who 

was always bright and kind. He’d been a bus driver for over thirty years. He had more 

good friends than I’ll ever know. He had a great sense of humour, but not today. I’d not 

seen this side of him before. In my awkward teenager way I said, “What do you mean? 

You did a lot of good. You’ve got so many friends. People tell me what a great man you 

were, I mean: are. I met men who said that if it wasn’t for you, they would have starved. 

You helped a lot of people. You fed them at your café. You had a lot of fun. You can 

sing. You can dance. You make people laugh. You’re kind…” And then Granddad 

looked at me as if to say, “You think so?”  

I don’t know if my little pep talk helped or not. I was just a stupid kid. And then 

he said, “Let’s go watch the Muppets.” I helped him walk from the kitchen to his easy 

chair. The Muppets came on TV and we watched it together. He didn’t laugh out loud 

and nor did I, but he smirked and so did I. That twinkle came back into his eye. Not long 

after that, he died in the hospital, not in his easy chair. The chair went into the garbage. 

And now, today, years later, as I near the age he was then, when I look in the mirror to 

shave, I see him. And I ask myself, where am I going? 

There’s a connection. It has something to do with humour, with kindness, with 

perseverance and the circle of life. 
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The dream about the hospital without an exit that I had the other night, my being a 

mean father and a passively aggressive husband without love, the documentary about the 

Dust Bowl during the Great Depression, the conversation I had with my grandfather who 

survived to tell the tale of hard times with love and humour and the Muppets, a silly show 

with puppets making lame jokes and singing. They all came together in me and what it all 

meant was that, at the end of the day, it’s the inner life that matters. Granddad had that 

quality of love and humour that could get him and his family through anything. Hard as it 

had been he could laugh at his missing finger that was cut off by a chainsaw. He had an 

indomitable spirit. He could defuse any situation with good humour. Right at this 

moment, that’s what I’m lacking. I haven’t been seeing the magic in it. I was letting 

colour slip out of me. I was missing connections going back years that were there all 

along. I was letting my world feel boring. I wasn’t stepping up to hear the song Flying* 

from the Beatles Magical Mystery Tour that’s been playing all the time in the background 

of my mind. I don’t hear the choir of men who’ve gone on before me singing, “Laa la-la, 

la-laa… Laa la-la-laa… Laa la-la, la-laa…Laa…Laaa.” And then, isn’t that my name? 

Lawlor? It sounds a bit like la-la. My nieghbour who moved away used to call us the La-

la’s. Sing it for me baby! Another connection, do you (if there is a you) see what I mean? 

It’s an interconnected thing. 

I was looking too hard for something requiring soft eyes. I wasn’t going into the 

field as Bagger Vance had advised. There is no dragon to slay. I can’t force connections. 
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They’re there, rest assured. All I need do is look around and let whatever happens, 

happen. If I remember, something or do something, well, there you are. Time means 

nothing to the eternal. The past, present and future are one and the same. Connections are 

there. I’m just not aware. Patience my friend and, oh yes, don’t forget to lighten up. It’s 

like humour. It needs to sneak up on you. It’s just a matter of time. The whole experience 

should be effortless, painless and fun. Like the poster I have in my office, the one from a 

British TV show called Look Around You,* that I put there to remind me to do just that. 

All I need do is look. The first episode of Look Around You begins as follows:  

Look around you. Look around you. Just, look around you. 

There. Now take a closer look. 

Have you worked out what we’re looking for? Correct. 

The answer is CALCIUM. 

It’s like knowing that the answer is CALCIUM, which, of course, is impossible. That’s 

why it’s funny. It’s ridiculous. There’s the subtle and ironic humour. We can’t possibly 

know the answer. The humour is found in discovering something that is not at all obvious 

and quite possibly silly. It’s like the answer being CALCIUM. The answer to what we’re 

looking for is there, but we fail to see it because we think we know. We don’t take the 

time to ponder and figure it out or let an answer come to us. 

The other night - I say other because I don’t know exactly when this happened 

because time is like a Kurt Vonnegut book or a movie made up of flash backs that jump 

around – I sat up in bed in the midst of a dream about connecting with something, but I 

didn’t know what it was. I couldn’t put my finger on it. It was there, but not. I looked 

around my bedroom confused. It was quiet and dark. I could hear my family sleeping and 
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I could hear traffic in the distance out the open window. I felt sure that something was 

going on. I looked at the shadows of tree branches on the walls. It was a strange 

experience and yet, nothing happened. It was in my body. It was a feeling. It was like the 

feeling I get when I think of that old house from an earlier dream - the ancient house 

hidden in the old neighbourhood that was there before anything else. It was the same 

feeling I get when I listen to an old song or think of someone who is long gone. I get this 

feeling when I think of my grandparents as I listen to Mood Indigo.*  

The night I sat up in bed confused and disconnected I watched the shadows of tree 

branches dance on the walls and eventually I returned to bed and went back to sleep. I 

settled down. There would be no revelation in the moonlight of my room. I have found 

that revelations come by increments. I have sudden mini-realizations that have taken 

years of incubation. They build one upon another. I reflect backwards and forwards and 

look for clues like I do in a mystery film that I watch a second, third or fourth time. 

Maybe I’ll see something I saw without recognizing its significance.  

The past and present are together in me. 

Some time ago I went through a major trip down memory lane over an extended 

period of time. It all started one day when I stepped out of work with my Valentine’s Day 

heart covered coffee mug in my hand. I crossed a busy street without spilling much 

coffee on my shirt and I went for a walk down a back alley not far from my office near 

downtown. I found myself in an old back alley with brick buildings, garbage cans and 

power lines. It was a windy cool day, but out of the wind, in the sunshine of the alley, it 

was quite warm. I felt like I’d entered a secret beautiful place. It was perfectly imperfect. 

My workaday mind gave way to awareness of the sights and sounds all around. I noticed 
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dandelions growing through cracks. As I took it all in – the alley, dandelions, ragged 

trees, garbage, brick buildings and power lines - I thought about how this exact moment 

could easily be one hundred years earlier. Instead of 2013, it could be 1913. I could be a 

me 100 years earlier. How do I know that I’m not another me that I was before?  

Think about it.  

When I close my eyes for the very last time, what will I see? Nothing? Will it just 

be black? Will it be like that final episode of the Sopranos TV show where, in the middle 

of a scene, it just cuts to black and that’s it? I wonder. Will that be it? Setting aside the 

stories people tell about near death experiences, I personally can’t say what I’ll see when 

I close my eyes for the last time – I’ve not experienced that myself - and further, I don’t 

remember when I opened my eyes for the first time. That wasn’t retained by my brain 

which to me is interesting. I don’t remember the first time I thought, “This is me. I’m 

looking through my eyes.” All I’ve ever known is me. Do you, dear reader, remember 

when you started to be you? Do you know what I mean? Think about it. As far back as I 

can remember, all I’ve ever known is my self.  

Forgive me, I’m entertaining a strange notion here. Who’s to say that when I close 

my eyes for the very last time that when I open them I won’t be someone else except of 

course, I won’t know I’m someone else because if I was someone else I wouldn’t know. 

One never knows when one has started. I’ll only know my self just as you only know 

your self, except when you point to me, I’m the you and you’re the me, but I could just as 

easily be the you and you the me. I could just as easily be a heavyset woman with sore 

feet back in 1935 walking home from a bowling alley as I am now, a small man with a 

bald head and big spectacles in 2013 taking a coffee break with a coffee mug and a 
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dreamy attitude. Do you see what I mean? Yes/no? You can write your answer in the 

margin. Feel free to annotate. It’s just a matter of seeing through eyes, or, if I were blind, 

it’s a matter of hearing or feeling in this body. Nobody really knows what it feels like to 

be somebody else except through empathy and imagination.   

Anyway… I digress.  

These are the thoughts that were thunk as I walked along down that sunny old 

back alley or lane, if you prefer, sipping tepid coffee from my mug of hearts on that day 

that’s not today. If you saw this person who was me walking down you’re lane, you 

might think it strange to see a little man in a pink plaid shirt and green v-necked sweater 

drinking out of a heart covered coffee mug, wearing spectacles much too large for such 

small grey eyes.  

I think about the past.  

Another story about myself that has become mythologized by me and disbelieved 

by my wife is the one where, as a boy of about ten or eleven years of age, during art in 

my lower middle-class public elementary school near the refinery (it’s since been torn 

down to build cheesy upper/lower-middle class condominiums, anyway…) I painted a 

picture - was it of a clown? I don’t remember and I dipped my finger into the wet red 

tempera paint on my picture and I… – I really remember doing this as clear as a bell - …I 

ever so slowly and carefully touched the wet paint that was on the end of my index finger 

to the tip of my nose. I can feel it making a perfect little round dot on the end. I don’t 

know why I did it. I just did. As the day at school continued because I couldn’t see 

myself, I actually forgot about the paint on the end of my nose, but people would notice it 

and say, “What did you do to your nose? Did you scrape it on something?” and then I 
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would remember and say, “No. That’s just paint.” And then people would wonder why I 

had paint on the end of my nose, but they wouldn’t ask me and I just left the paint there. I 

didn’t wash the paint off. For some silly reason, I thought it was funny.  

When school day was over, I took my nose with the red painted dot on it and my 

body to the bus stop. It was a Friday and I didn’t want to go home. There was stuff going 

on at home that I wanted to escape. I come from a dysfunctional family. Anyway, I took 

the bus to my grandparent’s house across town except I was young and I missed the stop 

by a few blocks. I got off at the wrong stop and found myself completely lost in a strange 

neighbourhood. An nice woman found me crying on the sidewalk. After talking about the 

paint on the end of my nose she took me to her house. The details are fuzzy but somehow 

she managed to find my grandfather’s name in the phone book and walk me there.  

That’s it.  

That’s the story. What do you think it means? Does it mean anything? Does it 

connect to something today? Why do I remember it at all? It’s so insignificant it’s a joke. 

It’s especially funny because my wife thinks I’m making it up. There’s something about 

the red painted dot on my nose that is just peculiar. Why did I put paint on my nose and 

then leave it there? As I think about it now I speculate. I don’t think it had anything to do 

with clowns, but I might be wrong. I always loved the Circus.  

Here’s what I think: My life has been a mixture of chance, circumstance and self-

creation. What are the chances that I’d miss my bus stop that day and meet the lady who 

would help me? Pretty good, I’d imagine. I was never what you’d call bright. There’s a 

chain of events that led up to me putting the paint on my nose and leaving it there. Did I 

do it for attention? Probably. If I didn’t want the attention, why didn’t I wash it off? It 
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was a silly thing to do. I still had paint on my nose when I finally arrived at my 

grandparents’ house. Grandma asked me, “What did you do to your nose?” I remember 

saying in all seriousness, “Nothing. It’s paint.” And then she washed it off with a green 

wash cloth. It kind of hurt. It was like I’d stained my nose. I became a kind of permanent 

clown.  

Now that I think about this obscure incident and others of a like nature and I think 

about how time is fleeting and about how my time will soon pass like it did for my 

grandmother and grandfather and my grandfather’s grandfather and my grandfather’s 

grandfather’s grandmother – you get the idea. At the time I walked down that back alley 

or lane, if you’d prefer, I’d been on a silent movie kick. Don’t ask me why. I don’t really 

have an answer. I follow my inclinations without questioning. I guess it’s because the 

idea of comedy was, and is, fascinating to me. It is good to laugh. It’s a kind of freedom 

from worry. I was a worried kid. There’s something important about comedy. I have 

many favourite comedians, too many to list here. To appreciate comedy I think you have 

to first of all, become aware that something funny is going on. A sense of humour is what 

separates us from the birds, that and wings and a beak… and those weird bird feet. 

My grandfather had a great sense of humour. He was funny. He didn’t have an in 

your face kind of funny – he didn’t tell jokes. He was subtle, like a British parlour 

comedian. He was like a David Niven with a twinkle in his eye. Granddad liked to imitate 

Bing Crosby’s singing and he’d put on a Harry Lauder* show for laughs with family and 

friends when he was tipsy from alcohol at parties in his wood-paneled basement. 

Granddad could run around at 61 and be funny when we played cards. I saw in my 

grandfather a living example of how important a sense of humour is. He endured a lot of 
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suffering but it never got him down. A lot of people don’t think much about the ability to 

laugh at the world and one’s self in it, but I do. People take humour for granted. I’ve 

experienced life without humour and life with humour. Believe you me, life is better with 

it. Humour can be used for good purposes. It’s not particularly useful when climbing the 

ladder in business, but I’m not interested in climbing ladders in business. The only ladder 

I climb is the one I use to change a light bulb. I’m afraid of the dark.  

I, of course, am not referring to really mean-spirited humour which is cruel and 

hurtful. I don’t mean bully humour. I mean a gentle humour that is genuinely funny – not 

fake funny, crude, rude or cutting. I mean Good Humor* as in the American brand of ice 

cream novelties. Ice cream is never cruel (unless you drown in it). Good humour, like ice 

cream, can be used to help people who otherwise might feel they have no hope. There are 

countless examples of this.  

For something to be funny it depends on a lot of things: your mood, your cultural 

background, the situation… your sensitivity. What I find funny you may not and vice 

versa; to each his own, I guess. I tend to favour the bizaar. If you have a sense of humour 

there is a light in you that can get you through most anything. With laughter in your heart 

and fun in your being, you can live this life, not just as another creature eating, pooping, 

sleeping and procreating (not necessarily in that order), but as a person who can be light 

as a feather, a person as bright as a moonbeam. If a man has a sense of humour, he can 

see the lighter side of things. He can laugh at and with, himself. He can yell and scream 

and then realize how silly he has been and then, lighten up and laugh about it. A funny 

man is much less likely to pick up a gun, but, I could be wrong. What do I know?  
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Have you ever noticed how laughing and crying look and sound the same? 

They’re two extremes of emotions that are, to my mind, the most related to love. I love to 

laugh and a good cry, well, that can cleanse a guy. Life is bitter sweet, like a crabapple 

fresh from a tree. I’ve not had the kind of cry that one has when a child dies - that kind of 

cry can be too hard to bear – but, of the good cries I’ve had: when my wife said she 

didn’t love me (I’ve since un-soured her and won her back), when I cried to that song Let 

It Be in a dream, when someone I love dies.  

After a good cry I feel cleansed, like I’ve let go of an incredibly big emotional 

burden. It’s the same with a good belly laugh. It’s a release too. A good laugh or cry does 

something to the body. It’s natural. You can’t make these thins happen. You just have to 

be receptive and open. Often, the two are connected. Humour can come out of pain. 

You’ve got to laugh and you’ve got to cry. At least, I think so. It’s the only way to love 

jazz and blues music. You’ve got to feel the music. If you don’t laugh and cry, you’re 

probably emotionally constipated. People who don’t feel are like machines. You’re not 

human. If you can’t laugh you’re probably taking yourself too seriously and like good old 

Hermann Hesse’s Steppenwolf, if you can’t laugh, you’ll probably focus on suicide (or 

murder). If nothing is funny, the colour and flavor of life goes out and then you’ll think 

it’s pointless to go on and if it’s pointless, it’s meaningless and if it’s meaningless, there 

is no music because life is a musical thing (which could be considered changing the 

subject, but I don’t think so). Why am I saying all this? What’s the purpose of this 

ramble? I don’t know. It’s probably because I think there’s a connection between humour 

– the ability to see something funny – and this, connecting with the miraculous. Both 

involve a sense of playful awareness, lightness of spirit and surprise. For something to be 
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funny there usually has to be some kind of surprise and to experience the connection with 

something outside yourself – God, the unconscious, the universe, call it what you will - 

you have to be aware and open to surprise. You have to be able to notice the surprises 

that present themselves.  

 

 

4 

For the better part of two years I watched Charlie Chaplin, Harold Lloyd, and 

Buster Keaton films. Crazy, huh? Chaplin knew how laughter comes out of suffering and 

Keaton saw it too. I studied these guys. Their films made me laugh, but there was more to 

it than that. Watching old films, for me, is like stepping back in time. It’s like watching 

ghosts. It makes me feel funny and then walking in an old back alley reminded me of all 

that.  

I’d gone through a poetical pre-industrial phase in which I loved Wordsworth who 

scoffed at poets who spent their days in school. He wrote, “A poet! He hath put his heart 

to school.” According to Wordsworth, true poets roam about and are inspired by nature. 

A true poet drinks from the living stream and such was I or so I thought and then I set all 

that aside.  

I became obsessed with the days in and around the 1920s and 1930s. I loved the 

cars, the clothes, the music… I can’t say why. I follow inclinations which may or may 

not come from me. Sometimes I’m drawn to things for inexplicable reasons. I found 

drawn to four particular songs: I’m Always Chasing Rainbows,* I’m Forever Blowing 

Bubbles,* Always* and Mood Indigo. They’re all from that time period. They share a 
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common feeling of loss, failure and of time passing. There is a feeling of longing for 

something that will last forever. I’m attracted to their melodies. They share common 

words like dreams, always and forever. There is a longing for something eternal, like a 

fractal zoom. There’s a longing for something infinite. There’s a mood in these songs that 

I love. 

On that day in the alley, as I walked down that old back alley I listened to a 

gramophone recording of I’m Always Chasing Rainbows as sung by Charles Harrison in 

1918. The song came to me from somewhere far away and lost in time (actually, it was 

coming from my ear buds; I’m not completely insane).  

At the end of the rainbow there's happiness and to find it how often I've tried,  

but my life is a race, just a wild goose chase and my dreams have all been denied!  

Why have I always been a failure? What can the reason be? 

 I wonder if the world's to blame. I wonder if it could be me.  

I'm always chasing rainbows watching clouds drifting by!  

My schemes are just like all of my dreams ending in the sky!  

Some fellows look and find the sunshine. I always look and find the rain. 

 Some fellows make a winning sometime, I never even make a gain! Believe me …  

I'm always chasing rainbows, Waiting to find a little blue bird in vain! 

The words rang true for me. As I walked down the back alley, coffee mug in hand, I 

looked up at the sky and sparrow flew by. I followed it with my eyes as it swooped past 

clouds and landed on a wire. I thought to myself that I’ve tried in my way to be free* and 

I wondered where my blue bird was and then, I stopped at an intersection before crossing 

the street and continuing down this lane of contemplation as a school bus drove by. On 
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the side, beside the front door I saw a plate with the manufacturer’s logo which read, 

“Blue Bird.” I felt a sudden swoosh. ‘There’s my blue bird,’ I thought with surprise. I felt 

a smile come over me. It had been a while.  

I was not alone.  

Some people might think this is just a stupid coincidence or that I’m reaching for 

something that isn’t really there. It’s all in my head. They might say that school busses go 

by me all the time. That’s true. The fact that the Blue Bird Corporation has been 

manufacturing school busses since 1927 shouldn’t come as a surprise to anyone. I know 

this. I used to own a school bus, but that’s another story. Just because a school bus drives 

by me as I’m thinking about the lyric to a song containing the words blue bird doesn’t 

mean anything. It’s just one of those things.  

Those people can believe that there’s nothing to it if they want to – I say they’re 

limiting their opportunities to experience the magic of living. If you’ve read this far, 

you’re probably with me. For me, it’s not a matter of belief. I know there’s something 

going on. I can feel it. I feel the exhilaration of connection in my body. I’m united with 

all that is. I belong on this street like the sparrow belongs on the wire and in the trees. I 

feel a sense of destiny. This was not in vain. Something beautiful is touching me in my 

very existence.  

I felt a tiny drop of wetness strike my cheek like a tear from the sky. I looked up 

and I thought, “Some fellows look and find sunshine. I always look and find the rain.” It 

was a good thing I brought my umbrella. There was no one around so I twirled it and 

then, I saw myself back in time.  
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I can hear Albert Campbell and Henry Burr singing “I’m Forever Blowing 

Bubbles” as they had in 1919 and again, no, I’m not completely losing my mind. The 

music came into my ear-buds. I heard them sing, “I’m dreaming dreams. I’m scheming 

Schemes. I’m building Castles high” and I thought, that’s exactly what I’m doing as I 

walk along this memory lane sipping coffee and thinking about signs from above. I’m 

building castles high! I’m dreaming dreams! Life is a dream! The song continued, “I'm 

forever blowing bubbles, pretty bubbles in the air, they fly so high, nearly reach the sky, 

then like my dreams, they fade and die. Fortune's always hiding. I've looked everywhere. 

I'm forever blowing bubbles, Pretty bubbles in the air.” I looked for bubbles. I didn’t see 

any. I would have loved to have seen bubbles at that moment. I should have been 

prepared and brought bubbles of my own.  

I noticed how the songs I’m Forever Blowing Bubbles and I’m Always Chasing 

Rainbows are about failed dreams. Maybe there’s something wrong with me. I don’t 

really have any big dreams. This is it. The only real dreams I have come on their own 

when I’m asleep or involve me sprouting wings, but that’s not too likely too happen. 

Then again, there is one thing I’d like to do. I’d like to help someone like you (if there is 

a you reading this right now) to become aware of the mysterious thrill that I feel from 

time to time. I’d like to help someone feel connected and to feel peace within themselves. 

I’d like you to randomly select this book for some unknown reason and then to feel like 

I’m speaking directly to you (which I am) and for you to look at the connections that 

come into your own life so that you don’t have to take my word for any of this. You’ll 
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know that it’s all true. I want you to finish reading this and then to wish that I was a dear 

friend that you could call up whenever you felt like it.* I want to touch someone so that 

he or she says, “I get it! That kind of stuff happens to me too!” I dream of a world where 

people have their own experiences of connection with something in and beyond 

themselves so that he or she says, “Forget it. Stop right there. You can’t chop these trees 

down.”  

The bubble song continued in my ears. It suited the scene of the back alley in 

which I found myself going back in time. I listened intently to the words in the I’m 

forever blowing bubbles song as strolled along. “When cattle creep, when I’m asleep, to 

lands of hope I stray. Then at daybreak, when I awake, my bluebird flutters away. 

Happiness, you seemed so near me. Happiness, come forth and hear me.” I put the mug 

to my lips and gently blew bubbles into the coffee. It amused me. And then I looked at 

the ground. My eyes fell upon a flyer in a puddle and there was another bluebird. It was 

in an advertisement. It took a moment for my brain to register the subtle connection 

between the song’s bluebird and the image of a stylized bluebird on some trash. It’s a sad 

state of affairs when the only blue birds left are found in pictures on garbage. I stopped 

and stared. I stood like a statue for I don’t know how long and my mind took flight. I felt 

the connection. This was a new kind of logotherapy, that’s what Victor Fankl called the 

search for meaning. Victor was another German psychiatrist. He wrote Man’s Search for 

Meaning* after getting out of a concentration camp. The book outlines a therapy he 

called logotherapy. In Greek the word logos means meaning. Frankl said that the primary 

motivational force of people is to find a meaning in life. Is that not that what I’m doing 

when I walk down an alley and find meaning all around me?  
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I wondered if there’s a connection between Jung and Frankl. Both men were 

doctors who looked to include spiritual aspects of a person in their analysis of a person’s 

psyche. Both included the concept of transcendence in their work.* I looked up Frankl to 

find that he said that the decision to be spiritual is one of the most intensely personal 

decisions a person can make. In an interview he said,  

“Once I was asked after one of my lectures whether I did not admit that there 

were such things as religious archetypes, since it was remarkable that all primitive 

peoples ultimately reached an identical concept of God, and this could after all 

only be explained with the help of a God-archetype… I asked my questioner 

whether there were such a thing as a Four-archetype. He did not understand 

immediately, and so I said, ‘Look here, all people discover independently that two 

and two make four – we do not need an archetype for an explanation – perhaps 

two and two really do make four. And perhaps we do not need a divine archetype 

to explain human religion either – perhaps God really does exist’” (The Feeling of 

Meaninglessness, 2010, p. 219).    

In a similar fashion I don’t need to believe that I saw a Blue Bird Manufacturing logo on 

a school bus. I know all about the Blue Bird Manufacturing Company. I lived in a school 

bus at one time. It was part of my education. And I don’t need to believe in the little blue 

bird logo that I saw on the ground. I know it was there just when I needed to see it. I 

don’t need to believe in the songs that I hear. The fact is: I hear them. I know. It’s not a 

matter of believing. I don’t need to believe that I watched my mother and brother die in 

their own way at different times right before my eyes. These things happened. I saw 

them. I experienced these events with my own senses. I know what it was like. I lived the 
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experience. The meaning was there for me to see and feel. It’s all there. I hear the words 

blue birds in a song and then I see blue bird facsimiles as if on cue. 

Frankl said that we discover meaning through work, by experiencing something 

or someone and by the attitude we take toward unavoidable suffering. He said that 

everything can be taken from a man but one thing: the ability to choose one’s attitude in 

any given circumstance. He was asked what he meant by suffering and he gave the 

following example: 

"Once, an elderly general practitioner consulted me because of his severe 

depression. He could not overcome the loss of his wife who had died two years 

before and whom he had loved above all else. Now how could I help him? What 

should I tell him? I refrained from telling him anything, but instead confronted 

him with a question, "What would have happened, Doctor, if you had died first, 

and your wife would have had to survive you?" "Oh," he said, "for her this would 

have been terrible; how she would have suffered!" Whereupon I replied, "You 

see, Doctor, such a suffering has been spared her, and it is you who have spared 

her this suffering; but now, you have to pay for it by surviving and mourning her." 

He said no word but shook my hand and calmly left the office.”  

That’s what this is about. Through my example, you can learn a technique for noticing 

the meaning of things in your own life. It is in suffering that one may feel alive. It is in 

suffering that I can laugh. For suffering and laughter are tied together like two-sides of 

the same coin. It is in suffering that I experience the flip side: laughter.  

 I thought of my brother. He could laugh at most things right up until the end. At 

his funeral I painted stars and planets on his coffin. We put out a chair that he had painted 
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himself. It was bright yellow and on the seat was printed in big black letters: “The butt 

stops here.” I was thinking this thought when I saw a cigarette butt on the ground and got 

the joke. My brother appears to me in dreams. He doesn’t speak. 

 

 

6   

I took a sip from my mug and looked up at the sky. My brother wasn’t there. 

Clouds were. I took a deep breath through my nose and let it out slowly. It felt beautiful. I 

smelled curry in the air. I examined my mug. It was white with red hearts on it. It was a 

Valentine’s Day gift from my daughter. I love the mug. It’s a love mug. I love to think 

that,as I walk down the street people might see my mug and think, “hey look, there’s 

Love Man.” Not that they would think I’m gay – not that kind of love man – I mean a 

Love Man who loves everyone. I went through a faze where I secretly imagined myself as 

a motivational speaker in a white leotard bodysuit with a heart on my chest. I would be 

love man and I would spread a comedic message of love. I would be a super hero with 

special love powers. So silly I am. Do other people imagine such things? I wonder.  

My imaginings are like bubbles that I’m forever blowing like in the song. The red 

hearts on my mug almost look like bubbles, but not quite. Bubbles are not heart shaped. 

The mug made me think about love and suffering. My daughter gave me the mug to me 

when she was really young and sweet, like an angel. She’s still sweet, just not as young. 

Because I love my daughter so much, the mug breaks my heart. Love and suffering - the 

two go together like chocolate and peanut butter in a Wunderbar. A-ha!  
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One cannot experience love without suffering. It is, as they say, bitter sweet. I 

imagine hearts appearing in my eyes and hearts pouring out of my chest and floating up 

into the sky like a character in an Archie comic book. A comic book artist would render 

me as a short Jughead of love who is suddenly struck by incredible love powers that 

allow him to defy gravity and float above. The love I feel isn’t directed at any one person. 

The love I felt on that day in the alley was for the world. I was, metaphorically 

speaking, forever blowing love bubbles. I could see thought bubbles coming from my 

head and floating into the sky and then I heard Always, Irving Berlin’s song that he gave 

to his bride on their wedding day. I’d heard the song before. It was one of my mother’s 

favourites.  

I had a vision of my mother singing the song Always in the nursing home not long 

before she died of Alzheimer’s disease. She sang it to me. She didn’t know who I was 

anymore, but she knew the words to songs. As a kid, I never liked it when she sang to 

me. It made me feel uncomfortable. It wasn’t cool. Now, as a man, I watched her sing to 

me and I felt touched. I felt like a characters in a film musical. My father put music on a 

small stereo at my mother’s side before he left the room. He said that she liked her music. 

It helped her to feel calm. She sang Always to me as a duet with Henry Burr who sang it 

way back in 1926.  

Everything went wrong, and the whole day long, 

I’d feel so blue. For the longest while, I’d forget to smile, then I met you. 

Now that my blue days have passed, Now that I found you at last - 

I'll be loving you, Always. With a love that's true, Always. 

When the things you've planned, need a helping hand, I will understand,  
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Always, Always. Days may not be fair, Always. That's when I'll be there,  

Always. Not for just an hour. Not for just a day. Not for just a year, but Always. 

The memory of my mother and the beauty of the song touched me. I felt tears in my eyes 

and a lump in my throat. I stood outside like a statue in that alley with my love coffee 

mug in hand and I cried quietly to myself as I remembered all this. In the memory vision 

I have of my mother singing to me in the nursing home not long before she died I recall 

watching sparrows outside her window hopping around in the leaves as sunshine spilled 

into the room illuminating my mother’s face. I remember the serious look on her face as 

she sang. It was peaceful. She sang so well. She’d always loved to sing. Her memory was 

gone, but she still had her song. She’d have this song, always. It felt very natural to see 

her sing this way. It felt perfect. It was perfectly imperfect in its distortions and sadness. 

As she sang, I slowly came to a strange realization. I realized that we all seek something 

that’s always and forever, but in this life nothing is permanent. The only thing that is 

permanent is love. We seek a rainbow that isn’t always there visually, but it is there, 

emotionally. We blow bubbles of our own making and if we’re lucky, we will love 

something: always.  

From the vision of sparrows in my mind set to my mother’s song, I found myself 

watching sparrows in the alley. They were watching me watching them. That moment 

when I watched my mother sing was a moment of unity. I thought of the Blue Danube. I 

thought about how my mother’s life had not been made up of separate events. It was all 

fluid like a river. A river is all one from beginning to end. It is as it is with these sparrows 

that I see on the ground. The sparrows live in sparrowness. I live in humanness. Here and 

gone. Here and gone and so it goes. The earth sparrows. The earth peoples. All living 
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creatures are brothers and sisters. As I sat in that nursing home on a chair that was 

uncomfortable, I watched my mother sing her song of eternity to nobody but me and as I 

walked in the alley listening to music from so long ago in ear-buds, picturing my mother 

sing to me not long before she died, in that suffering heartache of it all, I knew the unity 

of this moment because all moments are united as one in an eternal present. The goal of 

all my seeking had led me to this understanding. It is as Hermann Hesse had observed: 

wisdom is a preparation for the soul. Wisdom is the secret art of thinking, feeling and 

breathing the unity of it all.  

Within the year or her singing Always to me, I would be alone in a room watching 

her slowly stop breathing. It was then end of her life on Earth. It was a sad moment, but 

then again, it wasn’t. She was not the little girl her parents adored. She was an old 

incapacitated woman without the will to live. She didn’t want to live without her mind. 

She had suffered and now, with quiet death that suffering ended. She’d lived her life for 

good and bad. No regrets. I felt the soul of my mother everywhere in that moment in the 

hospital when she died and in the moment I relived it in my mind standing alone in an old 

alley and again as I write these words now.  

As I walked down a back alley that day, I thought about those four songs. I felt 

the Mood Indigo melody from 1930 as composed by Duke Ellington playing within me. 

It was in my very blood. I’d listened to the song so many times that it had been drilled 

into my psyche. It made me feel like doing nothing. I was the melody. I was my 

surroundings. The music and all that I saw was me. I felt another drop of water hit my 

eye and I looked at my umbrella and twirled it playfully. A few more drops and I would 

open it up.   
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The twirling of the umbrella brought me back to Charlie Chaplin. I saw myself in 

him. I imagined what it would have been like to have been Charlie’s little tramp. Not as 

the movie icon, but as a real living breathing obscure little nobody trying to survive as a 

tramp on the streets in the days before computer gadgetry. I imagined myself to be such a 

person living a desperate life before I was born. I imagined the cars I’d see and the 

clothes I’d wear back in the 1920s and ‘30s. I heard the songs about always, forever, 

rainbows, blue birds and bubbles and imagined myself walking in this same alley back in 

the year 1926. I found myself walking as Charlie Chaplin’s little tramp. It amused me. 

When someone came towards me in their car, I would stop embarrassed, but continue 

inside my mind. It was a secret thrill. I felt an inner comedian bubbling in me.  

If I had been a real tramp back then, it’s hard to imagine seeing the humour in 

such a life. I imagine it would be hard to be light as a feather when you’re starving and 

sleeping in gutters but Charlie did that in his movies. I became interested in the tramp’s 

attitude. Funniness came from inside him. Nothing could get him down. Funniness 

bubbled within him as it bubbled within me then and bubbles in me now as I think about 

it. I found the secret fountain of mirth within me. What would it be like to have a funny 

spirit inside? Do I have such a spirit in me?  

In the 1918 film A Dog’s Life Charlie is sleeping outside in a yard. He uses a 

small barrel as a pillow and he blocks a hole in a fence with a rag. It’s funny because it’s 

ridiculous. He’s sleeping outside. It showed the irony in his attitude. Would he do such a 

thing if a camera were not there? I imagined being funny for myself, not for a camera, not 

for a movie, but for my own fun. Chaplin’s hobo, or tramp, if you prefer, was capable of 

amusing himself in any situation. He kept his dignity come what may. He dressed nice 



152 

 

even if he was a bum. Nothing could get him down. The tramp’s attitude reminded me of 

something Frankl had observed during his life in a Nazi concentration camp. Frankl 

observed how people are capable of resisting and braving even the worst conditions by 

detaching themselves from the situation and themselves by choosing an attitude. A 

person can shape one’s own character and become responsible for one’s self. What does 

it take to be a hobo without a penny and yet, to keep one’s dignity and be able to laugh 

about it? Could I do that? Could I survive a concentration camp with the right attitude? 

Without doing it for anyone other than myself, could I tip my hat at a brick that tripped 

me? In Charlie’s world, as it is in mine, everything is alive. Nothing is as it appears. One 

thing can be something else entirely. 

I saw myself walking down the alley as if from above. Feeling myself to be alone, 

I looked around and again did the famous Chaplin walk. Again, it made me feel funny. 

Giddiness entered my being. It was fun. The silliness of the experience took me out of 

myself. I found my inner clown and he was fun, not scary. He has a red dot on his nose. 

Chaplin got the idea for his tramp’s silly walk from a guy named Rummy Binks 

who suffered from sore feet. As a boy, Chaplin would imitate the way Rummy Binks 

walked to entertain his mother. She would laugh and then feel bad for laughing at 

someone else’s expense. As I pretended to be Chaplin’s tramp in an alley, I got the idea 

to write a story about a depressed janitor who puts on the tramp outfit and becomes 

possessed by the comedic spirit of the tramp. It was a crazy idea. For two years I worked 

on the story. My wife couldn’t understand what I was doing. I saw it all in my head like a 

movie. I imagined what it would feel like to be funny inside. To be funny for one’s self 

without an audience, with an invincible comic spirit, a slapstick superhero able to have 
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fun and do amazing acrobatics without getting hurt. I even emailed Charlie Chaplin’s son 

to tell him about it. Michael Chaplin, Charlie’s son, had written a book about destiny. I 

said in my message that I thought that it was my destiny to write my story. I didn’t hear 

back. I guess I was just barking at the moon. 

One night I had a dream about Charlie Chaplin. In the dream I was in a restaurant 

and I looked out the window to catch glimpses of a man dressed as Chaplin’s tramp. He 

was dusty. I could see the texture of the scene. It was real. He was a real authentic tramp. 

It actually was Chaplin’s tramp in real life. He wasn’t making a movie. This wasn’t a 

movie character. This was a real person living a real life. This wasn’t an act. It wasn’t 

funny business. It was life. I felt very excited in the dream but the tramp was hard to see. 

I was far away and at an angle. I’m not sure what he was doing. It looked to me like he 

was entertaining passersby for handouts in front of a store and the store keeper kept 

chasing him away. It was a real situation. I could feel the texture of it all. I could smell it. 

I felt like I was back in time. Later in the dream I was in a coffee shop and they were 

selling paintings. I stopped to look at the paintings. I found a painting of Charlie Chaplin 

as the tramp. I set it aside and then when I returned with a coffee it had disappeared. I 

looked around and went from table to table to see if someone in the restaurant had picked 

it up. I found it. An elderly lady had taken it. She didn’t know that I had set it aside for 

myself. I asked her if she’d sell it to me. She said that she really didn’t need the painting. 

She was going to give it to her grandchildren and that I could have it for twenty dollars. I 

went and told my wife that I wanted to buy the painting and she said, “You’re not buying 

it.” We argued. She couldn’t understand why I wanted it. It was a waste of money in her 

mind and deep down I knew I didn’t need it. Charlie was gone. He was far away from 
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me. I had to let it go. I realized that I didn’t really need it. In the dream, both in the 

restaurant where there was a real tramp at a distance and in the coffee shop where I 

couldn’t hang onto the painting of the tramp, the message was clear. Let it go. He’s too 

far away. You don’t need him. He’s gone. You can’t hang onto it. 

Back in the alley as I strolled along, the dream came back to me. I thought about 

my mother and the song Always that she always sang and then, I did a silly walk again. 

Despite the sad thoughts I was having, I felt silly. After such serious thoughts about time 

and love it may sound crazy, but I felt compelled to walk silly. I needed silliness to 

lighten the scene and dispel the seriousness. What started off as an imitation of Charlie 

Chaplin deviated into my own jazzy version of a series of silly walks that made me smile 

to myself. I felt totally free. There was no one around to see, but if anyone did see me, I 

must have looked like a crazy person. I kept my face as stoic as John Cleese did in the 

Ministry of Silly Walks* sketch.  

John Cleese, of Monty Python fame, in the Ministry of Silly Walks sketch wore a 

bowler hat just like Charlie did. I would like to have a bowler hat too, but I probably 

wouldn’t have the courage to wear it. My wife wouldn’t like it. It’s too ridiculous. It 

would draw too much attention. I’m only silly in private. I found the movement of 

walking silly lightening my heart. I have a Ministry of Silly Walks poster hanging in my 

office. It is a picture of John Cleese doing his silly walk. I hung it there as a reminder to 

not take life to serious. I think that it would be difficult to be depressed, suicidal or mean 

when someone is walking silly. The sketch about silly walks has no meaning as far as I 

can tell, but perhaps that is its meaning. The meaning is that there is no meaning. The 

meaning is that it’s silly. It’s about having fun with silliness.  
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

 

 

 

It’s weird but when you get into the whole and then thing, time is condensed. You 

can’t remember what happened first and second and so on. There is no chronological 

order. When I let my mind go and freely associate everything that pops up I come to see 

connections that I never knew existed. When I swim in the stream of consciousness, it’s 

like everything is happening right now. I can just imagine how my grandfather felt when 

he looked back on his life which was much longer than mine. Unfortunately for my 

mother, her past disappeared like fog on a sunny day.  

Things will happen to me today that will spark a memory that connects me to 

what I should have noticed then but didn’t. Lately I’ve been losing my temper with my 

daughter. I’ve been impatient. I’m not normally like this. I’m normally patient and easy 

going. You know, easy like a Sunday morning, but not lately. Lately I find myself 

craving connection to something beyond myself, but I know that craving isn’t the way to 

go. It becomes an addiction. I crave the thrill that I felt when I saw the bee on the step 

and all the other miraculous connecting events I’ve experienced since then. I want the 
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magic I felt in the dream I had about Charlie Chaplin’s tramp. I want to feel the fun I felt 

doing a silly walk for no other reason than to amuse myself.  

I’m getting too fussed up by all this. I need to relax, and then, let whatever 

happens, happen. I can’t force this thing. It’s back to that old thing about getting a bird to 

land on your finger. If I want a Red Breasted Nuthatch to land on my finger, I can’t make 

it happen. I could hold birdseed in my hand, but it’s up to the bird to land. All I can do is 

be receptive and wait. In this case, to get a bird to land on your finger, you need to be still 

and quiet, like a tree. I once had a Red Breasted Nuthatch land on my arm. At least, it 

tried to land on my shoulder. When the bird’s wings were flapping near my face I jumped 

and spilled coffee all over my housecoat. I’d been sitting outside dressed all in brown. I 

guess I looked like a tree.  

My wife and daughter have been accusing me of being grumpy. There is no real 

reason for me to be grumpy. I’ve got pretty much everything that I could possibly want. 

At one time, what I have now is all I ever wanted. I’ve got a good job. I’ve got vacation 

days and some money. My health is good. The house is paid for. We have a new car. We 

have a beautiful daughter who is healthy and happy. What more could I possibly want? 

What’s wrong with me? Why do I feel this need to connect with something spiritually?  

Not that long ago I was a miserable substitute teacher. I substitute taught for 

almost ten years. I couldn’t get a full-time job as a teacher. I had to make and sell art on 

the side to make ends meet. I made lame little ceramic sculptures of peoples’ houses and 

I painted flowers on flower pots. As a substitute teacher, on any given day when the 

phone would ring I didn’t know where I would have to go. I taught all subjects in all 

grades in dozens of public schools all over the city. I went from place to place in 



157 

 

anonymity. It was like guerilla teaching: “Get in and get out!” In staff rooms I ate alone. I 

wore a tie but nobody cared. Whenever I told people that I was a substitute teacher, they 

felt sorry for me. Sometimes in the classroom there would be absolute chaos. The more I 

tried to control, the less control I had. I think people saw sheer terror in my eyes, like a 

dear in the headlights. The kids could sense my insecurity. People told me to be tough. If 

I wasn’t tough, the kids would walk all over me and they did, they did walk all over me. 

My back was covered with footprints. Everyone seemed to have their own story of being 

in school and tormenting substitute or supply teachers, as they are sometimes called. 

People told me that I must run a tight ship. If I wasn’t strict, the students would take 

advantage of my good nature. I had to command control. It’s ironic that I found myself in 

such a position. It went against my nature. I’m not normally strict or hardhearted. I’m not 

a rule abider. One of the reasons I went into teaching was to do a better job than my own 

teachers had done with me and here I was being mean, just like my teachers had been 

mean with me.  

I would arrive in a classroom with a no-nonsense attitude. I never smiled. I’d get 

right down to business. Aside from my name, nobody knew who I was. I never talked 

about myself or took an interest in the students as individual people. They were a mob 

and I did what I could to survive. I was strict with the rules. No leniency. I didn’t give an 

inch. I was a nervous wreck from the moment I left my door at home to go to the school 

until the moment I left the school. It took me a long time to unwind.  

I had many bad experiences with children who were defiant and difficult. The 

kids hated me. I could feel there animosity. It was me against them. Students would 

throw things, be rude and disrespectful, shoot elastic bands, shoot spitballs, you name it - 



158 

 

they did it. Everything they did was meant to torment me and it worked, but I couldn’t 

show it. They wanted to see me lose control and cry or scream, but I was stoic. I took it. I 

wouldn’t give them the satisfaction. I cried at home.  

I remember one day, as I was writing down the day’s infractions in a note to the 

teacher – listing all the misbehavior and who did what – a firecracker flew in through an 

open window and exploded by my head. There was a terrible bang that startled me. I 

almost had a heart attack. It was like getting slapped in the face. It concluded yet another 

day of absolute torture. I felt angry. 

Many nights I dreamed about being lost and alone in schools and many days I 

would come home completely stressed and close to tears. Sometimes my wife comforted 

me. Sometimes she told me to suck it up. I couldn’t quit. We needed the money. 

At this time in my life - I would have been in my thirties - I would listen to the U2 

album the Joshua Tree over and over. I would put the song Running to Stand Still* on a 

walkman and go for a run. The words spoke to me, “You got to cry without weeping, talk 

without speaking, scream without raising your voice.” Such was I, screaming without 

raising my voice. This was back when I was on my spiritual quest in books. I wanted to 

know for myself whether or not this was all there is. Unhappiness pervaded my being, 

and then, something happened.  

 

 

2 

After the firecracker exploded by my head, I remember that I had to walk past a 

gauntlet of school busses on my way to the car. Seeing the school busses reminded me of 
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when I owned a school bus back when I was in my early late teens and early 20s. My 

1963 GMC 48 passenger school bus had no third gear – kind of like me, now that I think 

about it. At that time I had been totally free and excited. And now that I was in my 

thirties I saw myself as similar to that old bus. There was power in first and second but 

not in third. It was symbolic of my thirties. So many dreams were going down the tubes. I 

was broken. I couldn’t engage. When I owned that bus in my twenties, man, I was free. 

That was my blue bird. Music and fun were everything then. I had a girlfriend who loved 

me, but I didn’t take it serious. I saw myself through her eyes. She loved me. I was 

egotistical. She made me love me, but I didn’t know what love was at the time. I didn’t 

reciprocate. I took. I was arrogant. I didn’t know. I used to play Fleetwood Mac’s album 

Tusk for her. I knew that she saw me in the songs. I think about the album now and then. 

I remember that there was a song called Angel that reminded me of how my girlfriend felt 

about me. She thought I was her angel. I wasn’t. I hear the song now and it makes me 

wish I would have got it back then. I was heartless. The lyrics to Angel are poignant to 

me now, “Sometimes, the most beautiful things, the most innocent things, and many of 

those dreams, pass us by. Keep passing me by.” When I dumped the girl who loved me, 

the angel that I was, there was another song on that Tusk album that means something 

now. If only I would have noticed what was going on then. The song goes, “Go and do 

what you want. I know that you have the need. You know that I’ll wait, as long as it 

takes. So go and do what you want. You’ll never make me cry.”* But of course, she did 

cry. I hurt her. 

On the firecracker day, all that came back to me as it comes back to me now. The 

years between now and then are gone. I can hear the echoes of those kids laughing at me 
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from inside the school busses as I walked by wearing my cheap substitute teacher tie. I 

could see them through the windows. They were pointing at me and laughing. There was 

power in their fingers. I was a joke to them. The joke was on me. I hadn’t always been a 

joke, but then again…  

In my old car I remember getting in the passenger side. The driver side door 

didn’t work. I got in and threw it in gear and drove away. It was a 1974 Plymouth. It 

looked terrible. It was rusty and brown. I used to hope there would be enough gas in it to 

get me home at the end of a substitute teacher day. The gas gauge didn’t work. I never 

knew how much gas I had. I ran out of gas on a regular basis. I remember freezing my 

fingers quite badly one time. Nothing really worked in that car except the engine and the 

radio which was all I really needed. The car was like me. I could live and move, but only 

with music. I used to loosen my tie and turn up the radio. On the firecracker day I 

remember thinking about how mean the kids had been to me, but then, now that I think 

about it now, I don’t blame them. I deserved it. I was mean to them in return. It was a 

game. It was like tennis or ping pong. I got back what I gave. I remember driving home 

on the firecracker day. I remember thinking about the kids in the school bus laughing at 

me. It was like it happened in slow motion. I was pathetic. At the time I didn’t think too 

much about it – kids often laughed at me. I was a joke. I was a joke to myself, but on that 

firecracker day, a song came on that I remember today. It is only now that I make the 

connection. It was a song that has always spoken to me. The song that came on then was 

a theme song of mine. It reminded me of how I must have looked as a little kid standing 

on a street corner dreaming of becoming a stranger. It was the Bee Gees’s song, I Started 

a Joke:* 
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I started a joke, which started the whole world crying, 

But I didn’t see that the joke was on me, oh no. 

I started to cry, which started the whole world laughing, 

Oh, if I’d only seen that the joke was on me. 

I looked at the skies, running my hands over my eyes, 

And I fell out of bed, hurting my head from the things that I’d said. 

Till I finally died, which started the whole world living, 

Oh, if I’d only seen that the joke was on me. 

I think about that song now. I was mean guy. I deserved everything I got. Is it any 

wonder that a song like I Started a Joke would have spoken to me? This was probably 

one of my bleakest times and then, I had a turn around.  

At that time Seinfeld was popular on TV. I loved it (still do). Back in my 

substitute teaching days, watching it was practically the only time that I laughed. I 

identified with George. I saw a particular episode called “The Opposite” that I really 

responded to. The episode made me wonder about my own life. As I say, at that time 

things weren’t going too well. Things could have been a lot worse, but, nevertheless, I 

felt sorry for myself. I couldn’t get a full- time job and substitute teaching was killing me. 

We didn’t have much money. I was depressed. My wife and I were drifting apart. I was 

slowly losing her love. She was going out all the time and, to top it all off, I was going 

bald. In the episode “The Opposite” George comes into the coffee shop after spending 

time at the beach thinking about things. He decides that every decision that he ever made 

has been wrong and that his life is the exact opposite of what it should be. Jerry 

convinces him to do the opposite of what he normally does. Jerry says, “If every instinct 
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you have is wrong, then the opposite would have to be right.” George decides to start 

doing the complete opposite. In the episode there are strange things going on. Jerry loses 

a stand-up gig and five minutes later is asked to perform another one on the same night, 

for the same pay. Kramer calls Jerry "Even Steven,” and Jerry starts noticing how 

everything always ends up turning out exactly the same for him as he had originally 

planned, never losing or gaining. George continues to do the opposite. He stops shaving, 

yells at noisy cinema patrons, and refuses to come up to a woman’s apartment. By the 

end of the episode, Elaine says that she has "become George," and Jerry marvels at how 

things always even out for him: first, Elaine was up and George was down; now, George 

is up and Elaine is down, but Jerry's life is exactly the same. I wondered, as a George 

Castanza myself, if the same thing would true for me. I couldn’t get a full-time job, my 

love life was in a shambles. Maybe, I should do the opposite.  

This was back when I was on my spiritual reading kick. One of the books I was 

reading at the time said that I should be a loving person and that I should ask the angels 

for help. It sounded ridiculous to me. That was the last thing I needed to do was be loving 

and angels? Give me a break. I didn’t believe in angels. I wasn’t buying any of it, but 

then, I thought: What do I have to lose? I thought of the Seinfeld episode “The Opposite.” 

The thought of another day of total opposition with children in classrooms where I felt 

angry and frustrated was too much. I hated my life. I had to stop being the same person. 

Like George Castanza I decided to do the opposite. Doing what I thought I should do was 

wrong, so the doing what I wouldn’t normally do must be right. I would do an 

experiment.  
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I said to myself, “Angels, if there are any here and you can hear me, I need your 

help. Help the kids to be good. Let’s make this a good day. Help me to be fun and good 

and kind.” I decided that I would be the most loving and kind teacher imaginable. I would 

be patient, easy going, funny and considerate – the total opposite of my normal substitute 

teaching self. I decided that no matter what they did – shooting elastics, spitballs, talking 

and yelling, being rude - I would not get mad. I would not be strict. I would laugh at it all. 

I would be easy going. I would be kind. I would have fun. I would be a pushover. I would 

tell the truth about myself. I would tell them that had no idea what I was doing. I made a 

conscious decision not to be strict. I would be nice. My plan was just to take whatever 

comes and to have fun with whatever happened. I would do the opposite. To firm up my 

plan, I listened to the Abba song, I Have a Dream.* I played it loud, again and again, and 

I made it my mantra.  

I have a dream, a song to sing, to help me cope with anything. 

If you see the wonder of a fairy tale, you can take the future even if you fail. 

I believe in angels. Something good in everything I see. 

I believe in angels. When I cross the stream, I have a dream. 

I didn’t tell anyone about my plan. It was a secret experiment in doing the opposite. I 

talked to angels that I didn’t believe were there. As I think about what happened, now, 

years later, so much has changed and so much hasn’t. I don’t remember the details of that 

day when I did the opposite. It’s become a myth that I tell myself. I hardly believe it 

happened. It’s weird and as I write it about now, I recognize the significance of it all. It 

was profound. From time to time, after I’ve imbibed in wine I will share this story with a 

friend, but people don’t believe me. They find me maudlin. They look at me askance. My 
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wife doesn’t believe it. She thinks I exaggerate. Peoples’ eyes say it all. They think it’s 

all in my head, and of course. That’s the point. It’s like that Abba song or what Frankl 

said. It’s about making that personal decision to believe. It’s about deciding to believe in 

that dream. Imagine, as John Lennon advised. Imagine that it’s real and it is! I know in 

myself that something miraculous happened that day I did the opposite and it happens 

again and again on a daily basis. It’s just that most of the time I’m unaware of it. I forget 

to pay attention and now, when I think about that day when I asked the angels to help me, 

it all comes back.  

I remember getting the call to substitute teach on that day I whispered to the 

angels. I remember feeling ridiculous and going to the school and finding the classroom. I 

think it was a grade six or seven class - I’m not sure. It was just another day in just 

another school.  

When I arrived, I was terrified as usual, but this time I told myself to relax. I told 

myself that I had help. I told myself to be myself. My plan was to be nice. That was it. I 

told myself to totally let go of feeling the need to control the situation. The angels were 

with me. I imagined them being there in all things and all people. As crazy as it seemed, I 

imagined angels helping me. I would do my part and be a loving me. The rest was out of 

my hands. I’d been reading about Stoic philosophy at the time. I considered myself a 

Stoic. To a Stoic like me it’s all about self control. That’s how I could get through the 

things I had to do. I could speak at eulogies and not cry. The Stoics taught that 

destructive emotions resulted from errors in judgment, and that a person of intellectual 

perfection would not suffer such emotions. I strove to be intellectual. I practiced being 

unemotional. Stoics would say that virtue is sufficient for happiness and that a true Stoic 
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is immune to misfortune. I tried not to get emotional about it. I wasn’t terribly virtuous. 

It’s unlikely that a Stoic would believe in angels, but hey, if there are any, I decided to 

ask for their help. Who knows what is and isn’t there for me to see. There are millions of 

people who believe in all kinds of gods. Why not join them? I’ve got nothing to lose 

except maybe my dignity. What’s the worst thing that could happen? I could get fired for 

being too nice. That would be fine by me. I didn’t tell anyone about my nutty plan. I kept 

it inside and listened to Abba’s I Have a Dream song in my mind. 

So, there I was: the kindest teacher in town. I imagined myself to be an angel too. 

I asked a few kids for help because I had no idea what we were supposed to be doing. 

During math, I was funny. I didn’t care. I let go. I felt relaxed. It was working. I made fun 

of myself. I was honest. I joked around with the kids. I didn’t try to be smart. I was silly. 

I was my normal stupid self. The mask was off. In health, I talked about how we eat the 

sun. I don’t know why. I said that everything we eat has stored energy from the sun. The 

sun shines on the grass, the cow eats the grass, we eat the cow - we eat the sun. The sun 

shines on an apple tree, the tree drinks water, we eat an apple – we eat the sun. I took 

chances and told the kids about myself. I told them how we’re all interdependent. We 

need to be loving towards one another and all creatures. We don’t own the earth. We 

have to share it with nature. I never felt angry, not even once. The kids actually listened 

to me. I felt their eyes and ears. They seemed to respond to me. I didn’t force my will on 

them. When a kid was misbehaving by lying on the floor after making a big show out of 

falling out of his desk, I didn’t get mad. I made him comfortable. I turned it around. I 

asked people to get him a pillow and a blanket because he was tired. We made a bed for 

him on the floor. It was fun. The kids and I laughed together. When it was recess, I just 
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said, “Go play,” and I read my book. I didn’t try to hurry the children. I didn’t feel 

impatient. I let them go at their own pace. I remember at one point something funny 

happened and I really laughed. I don’t remember what it was about. A kid said something 

funny and I cracked right up. I felt no inhibitions. I was free to be me. Tears of laughter 

actually came to my eyes and for whatever reason another song came into my mind. I 

heard the birds, I saw the fog, I pictured John Lennon in his hat and I heard him sing 

Imagine in my mind,  

You may say I’m a dreamer, but I’m not the only one 

I hope someday you’ll join us, and the world will be as one. 

I went into slow motion. I don’t normally laugh out loud, but here I was having a great 

big belly laugh in a classroom filled with children laughing with me, not at me. Ten years 

of stress, the loss of my marriage, the death of my brother, all of it was gone. I was one 

with what was going on around me. There was unity. I felt wise. I imagined my self to be 

the person I wanted to be and I was that person. I imagined invisible loving angels 

helping me. Maybe they hid the elastics. Maybe they touched the student about to spit a 

spitball and the student put the spitball in the garbage. I don’t know. All I can say is that 

the children were wonderful. I didn’t resent them. I didn’t hate them. By the end of the 

day I knew each of the children as individuals. I considered each and every one of them 

my friend. They were my children. I saw something good all of them and in everything 

around us. We genuinely liked one another. It was a good day. There was zero animosity.  

Man, if this was teaching, it wasn’t that bad. It was fun. There was zero anxiety. 

When I decided to let go and do what I could do like a good Stoic, everything changed, 

but there was more to it than that. I was not unemotional. I felt everything. I didn’t want 
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to be unemotional. That was the colour for me. I wore my heart on my sleeve. I heard 

music. I heard Cat Stevens singing Father and Son.* I didn’t order anyone to listen. I 

felt! I felt… it.  

I don’t know if there were angels involved or not – maybe there were, who’s to 

say? Maybe there were. How else can I explain what happened? There was more to it 

than simply a change in attitude on my part. The total dynamic of the classroom changed. 

It wasn’t just a change in me. It wasn’t just my new found attitude and a loving nature. I 

was a different person. I wasn’t me. I was the opposite. And here’s the real kicker, at the 

end of the day the kids had written all over the chalkboard. I don’t know when they did it. 

I can’t remember if they did it while I was there or if they did it when I left the room. I 

don’t remember leaving the room. Had I left the room? I don’t know. They drew hearts 

and happy faces and the words, “We love you Mr. Lawlor. We love you!” over and over 

all over the chalkboard. “Please come back!” it said. No one had ever said that to me. 

When I looked at the chalkboard, it was like I’d seen a miracle. I had a moment of 

transcendence. I thought, “Wait. This is like a movie. Is this a miracle? Angels? Thank 

you.” I was hooked. I knew something had happened. After years of being told I had to be 

tough or the kids wouldn’t respect me and they’d walk all over me, I found that the exact 

opposite was true. I didn’t need to be tough. All I had to do was be myself. Toughness 

wasn’t me. All I needed to do was be a loving and kind person. That is my religion. All I 

had to do was be kind and have fun. All I needed to do was laugh and be easy going. Let 

the angels do their job. Imagine there are fairies just like my daughter does now. See the 

impossible. At the end of the day, when the kids had gone home, I sat at the teacher’s 

desk at the back of the room and thought about everything that had happened. It had been 
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the easiest day in what had been a total disaster of a teaching career. Throughout the day 

teachers from other classes and the principal had stopped by to smile and say hello. 

Normally that doesn’t happen. I didn’t feel so alone. Were they the angels?  

I was into my tenth year of teaching and struggle and this was the first time that 

I’d actually enjoyed the job. It wasn’t work. It was fun. I didn’t feel exhausted. I wasn’t 

in a hurry to get out of the school and pound back a drink when I got home. I felt 

satisfied. I was content. I felt like the children had learned something and so had I. I 

looked at their desks and I could see the child who occupied each and every one. It 

sounds unbelievable, but I found myself loving each and every one of them. I looked at 

the chalkboard and I’m embarrassed to say this, I felt tears in my eyes. This was crazy. I 

was having a meltdown. Things like this don’t happen to me. I’m not a softy. I’m a tough 

guy. People said I have an edge to me. As the years passed by me, I came to believe that I 

hated children, but that wasn’t true. If I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes, I wouldn’t have 

believed such a day was possible. There was no need to be strict or mean. That wasn’t my 

way. All I needed to do was relax and be myself. After ten years of feeling hated, I felt 

loved at last. I looked at the word love that had been written all over the huge chalkboard 

that spanned the room. The word love was probably on the board a hundred times in 

various sizes, shapes and colours. There were hearts and smiles and flowers everywhere. 

“We love you Mr. Lawlor. We love you Mr. Lawlor. Please come back.” I felt love.  

I was back. I was the boy I had once been. 

Perhaps the strangest part of this story is what happened next. This is the last day 

I remember being in the classroom as a teacher. I don’t think I ever substitute taught 
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again. Right after this happened I got a full-time job as a student recruiter at a university. 

That was it. My teaching career was over. I wouldn’t teach again.  

So, was this the lesson I was supposed to learn? Be kind and loving and the world 

will do likewise? Believe in angels and they will help you out? 



170 

 

EPILOGUE 

 

 

 

Now what? Are you still with me (if there is a you). Is there an executive 

summary that you could skim to get the point of all this? No, not really. The hope is that 

through my experiences with this thing I call and then, you’ll give noticing, opening and 

pondering a try in your own life and then you’ll know for yourself the beauty in the 

mystery of connecting to it all. 

How does this end? It doesn’t. Not really. For as I draw this chapter in my life to a 

close and summarize what’s gone before yet more connections arise. It doesn’t stop. 

There are infinite sequels connecting with the infinite in all things. How can I explain yet 

another ironic coincidence arising as I write this? At this moment I’m listening to the 

soundtrack from Little Miss Sunshine. Yet another movie I enjoyed – you might not like 

it, but I did. My friend showed it to us while we were staying at his house when we were 

on vacation. I was surprised to see that a character in the movie was an expert in Proust 

who I happened to be reading while we were on the airplane. In Proust’s lifetime his 
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novel entitled In Search of Lost Time or Remembrance of Things Past which is seven 

volumes long. It’s about involuntary memory in which cues encountered in everyday life 

evoke recollections of the past. It happens when you bite into a piece of cake or 

ratatouille and the taste brings back a flood of memories from a time in your life. It 

happens to me all the time. One memory connects with another and another. It is how I 

make connections with the divine. Proust’s novel was debated by those who thought it 

was brilliant and those who claimed it was unreadable. It’s about the enigma of memory 

and the necessity of reflection. Proust experiences essences of the past while doing 

something in the present. In memories he experiences emotion. In his novel he describes 

eating tea soaked cake which reminds him of eating tea soaked cake with his aunt which 

leads to a flood of memories from his childhood. It’s a chaining effect.  

I came to Proust by way of Ralph Waldo Emerson. I much admired Emerson. In 

Emerson Nature is God. I thought as much myself when I walked in the woods as a 

transparent eyeball myself. I was surprised to read that Proust admired Emerson too. 

They were so different. To me, Proust had the gift of appreciation. He could make the 

tiniest thing significant. It was ironic that as the character in the movie Little Miss 

Sunshine is speaking of being an expert in Proust, I’d been reading Proust on the airplane. 

I love Marcel Proust’s books about nothing, time, and everything. What’s the 

connection? My spiritual detective senses are activated. There’s something there. I 

ponder. The movie Little Miss Sunshine touched me as did the words of Proust. Why 

Proust? Why sunshine? I’m getting that feeling of hints from the friends I can’t see.  

I ponder the word “Nothing.” When asked, “What are you doing?” I often say 

“nothing” which isn’t completely true. In doing nothing I do everything. I look around. I 
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listen. I see. I live. The sun shines. The sky blues. Respiration continues. Nothing is 

actually two words together, no thing. This is a no thing kind of thing, if you know what I 

mean. Probably not. I don’t.  

I ponder connections.  

The word nothing brings to my mind another love of mine: the TV show Seinfeld. 

At one time in my life when things weren’t going right and I was the same age as the 

characters, I found comfort there. I found escape. I laughed right out loud. Seinfeld is said 

to be a show about nothing. It isn’t really though. Lots of things happen in the show. The 

only thing missing was suffering. Nobody really suffered. There was indifference. The 

show is filled with interconnections and humour as a result of those interconnections. 

Humour and the spiritual search are connected in my mind. God, the universe, the 

Unconscious, call it what you will, it kisses me with recognition in a punch line of a 

spiritual connection. I can’t tell people how to get it. Well, yes I can, but I’ve seen the 

reactions I get when I say there are no accidents.  

Oddly enough or not so oddly enough, if you’re of my turn of mind, the track I 

hear right now is called “How it Ends” by DeVotchka from the soundtrack to Little Miss 

Sunshine. As an outsider to what is considered normal, I identified with that movie 

because I don’t think people are aware of what they do and at the end of it all, it is about 

accepting each other as unique individuals with love, but I could be wrong. A lot of 

critics hated the film. What do I know? Michael Arndt said that prior to writing the script 

for Little Miss Sunshine he read in a newspaper that Arnold Schwarzenegger said to a 

group of high school students that he hated losers. Arndt said that he saw something 

wrong in that attitude of winners and losers so he wrote the script which is basically 
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about being out of place. Anyway, it’s the music that touches me now as I write about 

endings. DeVotchka’s piece, How it Ends” is a beautiful piece of music. At least, I like it. 

You probably don’t like it. I think it’s ironic that I hear a song about how it ends at the 

beginning of a soundtrack as I’m attempting to write an ending to this thing I call And 

then? It’s ironic because it’s an ending at the beginning and this and then connecting stuff 

is never ending. It is this and then and that and then that and then forming a chain of 

events, feelings, associations, visions and dreams and things ad infinitum, like a fractal 

zoom never ending. Connections continue. How does it end?  

It doesn’t. 

Everyday there are more connections to the unknown. God (with a capital G), 

gods (with a little g and plural), guardian angel (or angels), the unconscious, nature, the 

world, the universe, call it what you will – something is creating connections that teach 

me something about myself and the world, to help me feel the spirit of myself in 

everything I see and do, in every minute from the past until now I find meaning in the 

seemingly meaningless.  

And now, as if on cue, another track from yet another soundtrack from another 

film that’s become the soundtrack of me and me and me. It’s a connection to the theme 

I’ve pondered before that people – myself included – need to wake-up to the incredible 

art that is this life. It’s Wake up by Arcade Fire from the film Where the Wild Things Are. 

It is my anthem for today, for right now. It’s a song about the transition from childhood 

innocence and adulthood. We all need to wake up but not in the way that is so casually 

and customarily told. I say, wake up to the reality of believing in the beauty and magic all 

around in life and everyone. I can see my grandfather singing this song. I see a sing song 
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with Hermann Hesse, Carl Jung, Victor Frakl, James Gandolfini and me. Where the Wild 

Things Are is a film with my man James Gandolfini in it. The song Wake Up is reflective 

as this is reflective. It is my song. It pulls my heart strings as I sing through another’s 

voice and mind. It is a spiritual song that I sing in my body as I see meaning and angels 

in everything, when I see magic all around in my body, in nature, in people everywhere. 

Everything means something. Feel it. Know it.  

 

Somethin' filled up, my heart with nothin', someone told me not to cry. 

Now that I'm older, my heart's colder, and I can see that it's a lie. 

Children wake up, hold your mistake up, before they turn the summer into dust. 

If the children don't grow up, our bodies get bigger but our hearts get torn up. 

We're just a million little god's causin' rain storms turnin' every good thing to rust. 

I guess we'll just have to adjust. 

With my lightnin' bolts a glowin,' I can see where I am goin' to be. 

When the reaper he reaches and touches my hand. 

You better look down below. 

 

Every day that if I’m attentive to my inner and outer world, there’s something to make 

me go hmmm…. Like today, in awareness I went to and from work on a cold and windy 

autumn day. I felt exhilarated by the chill. I didn’t mind that it was cold and windy. As I 

rounded a man-made lake, I noticed a bright yellow leaf about twenty feet high blowing 

above my head. It went over my path and above the lake. I watched it sail away into the 

distant sky. A goose on the lake looked up at it too. I became the goose, the lake, the sky, 
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the leaf, the wind and I wondered how far the leaf would go. I heard a guitar far, far 

away. It was nature’s paper airplane sailing by. “Look at it go!”  I thought to myself. It 

was like a yellow star. A transcendental teacup for my transparent eyeball and naked, 

stripped apart heart loving it all with a depth that was inconceivable. You rush a miracle 

man, you get rotten miracles. I don’t know why I was fascinated by that leaf and its 

journey. I saw its path leave a line. It is, after all, just a leaf and yet, I’m taken by the 

beauty of it all. I am, in a way, kind of a leaf myself. I fly with it. I hear in my mind the 

Mystics singing Over the Rainbow. I don’t know where the wind will take me today or on 

any given day that I’m alive. Perhaps I will be in such a leaf when I die. Sure I have a 

routine and a way of thinking, a habit of living that is the same on most days, but 

anything can happen at any time. It is in awareness that one must go. I could suddenly get 

sick. I could have a heart attack. That sign that’s clattering in the wind by the bridge (I’m 

pointing at it, do you see my hand?) could come unhinged, and hit me square in the 

forehead and send me into a coma and then my wife would have to decide if she should 

unplug my life support and in a coma I would be in that mystical house I dreamed about 

or the house where Steve Bescemi stands out front as the man who wants to take my 

briefcase.* Anything can happen at any time. The sign from the bridge shows a car 

swerving. It indicates that the bridge is icy when wet. Life is an icy bridge and the skid 

marks are my path, ah but now I’m waxing poetic. Forgive my meander, dear reader (if 

you are there and it’s not just me involved in all this, whatever this is). 

I am a sky watcher. That could be my name Star Wars name, Darrel “Sky 

Watcher” Lawlor. I watch the sky and I watch the ground and everything in between, 

nothing is too beautiful or obscene. Everything comes out of the blue. Thinking of Star 
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Wars in this stream of consciousness, I’m reminded of how I used to say, “May the Force 

be with you” and then I would wonder if there was really such a thing. What is this Force 

of which theologians and creative artists speak? Could it be, as I think it is, a secret 

power, an invisible magician in all things? Could this not be what this whole spiritual 

And then thing is about? 

I used to jokingly say to strangers at check-out counters in stores, in restaurants, 

in corridors, “May the Force be with you.” I thought it was a nice thing to say. Nobody 

seemed to mind. It’s a bit of a post-modern turn on “God be with you.” If God is dead as 

so many say, perhaps the Force is the spirit returned. I see a Force - a something - in 

evidence all around me and in the oddest places - in a leaf sailing by, in a popular culture 

science fiction movie, in music, in a tree and a bird and a possum, in myself, in people, in 

dreams. There’s a Force in all things. To merge the language of Carl Jung and Yoda 

(fictional puppet of Star Wars fame), one must strive to become aligned with the Force 

not to manipulate it like a Jedi who can open doors without touching them or to get 

people to do what you want them to do. The Force is not an it to be used for personal 

gain. To become aligned with the Force which cannot be explained is to become wise in 

all things, to feel peaceful and quite possibly to be a power of good in the world. 

Although I speak of Star Wars as if I know all about it. I don’t. I have not seen an entire 

Star Wars movie. I always fall asleep. It’s not the fault of the movies, however, it’s one 

of those things.  

As I ride my bike along in the park, thinking about Star Wars, I gaze up at the 

sky. The colour reminds me of my brain right now. It too is grey and drab. The weather 

has a meaning I’m sure. Nature speaks to me in every minute I breathe. I am not separate 
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from it. Leaves are blowing as I wonder what this Friday, October tenth will hold for me. 

What messages will there be? 

Nothing of consequence happens in the morning - just another day as far as I can 

tell. There was probably something, but I let myself get bored. Over the lunch hour I 

picked up my daughter from school and we ate our lunches in the basement while 

watching Kipper on TV. Kipper is a British animated television series that is so 

incredibly cute. It makes me laugh every time I see it. We own one DVD copy and today, 

we watched it. I’m not sure why. We haven’t watched it in years. I always liked Kipper. I 

sat down to eat my corn chowder and I saw Kipper, a funny little dog with tiny dot eyes. 

He and Tiger drank juice from their juice boxes and while throwing the container away 

Kipper noticed a rolled up piece of paper in the trash bin beside the park bench. Kipper 

opened the rolled up paper to discover that it is a pirate’s treasure map. His friend Tiger 

gets excited, but Kipper is doubtful. “Pirates don’t leave maps around here,” he says in 

his funny male falsetto voice which reminds me of Monty Python and Tiger replies in an 

equally funny falsetto voice, “How do you know? Do you know any pirates?” It is 

interesting that they have found something in the trash that would have been ignored.  If 

Kipper would not have noticed it and if Tiger did not have a vivid imagination to get 

excited about it, the adventure would not begin. Kipper’s curious inclination to find it and 

figure out the map reminded me of something I might do. I see myself in Kipper and 

Tiger. I have the self-absorbed notion that Tiger and Kipper are me. I too have tiny pencil 

dot eyes and a falsetto British accent. What they are doing is what I do all the time. The 

two friends with pencil dot eyes and hilarious male falsetto voices follow the map which 

leads them with clues, first to a message in a bottle that is suspended from a bridge and 
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then to another note in a bottle suspended by a balloon tied to a playground slide. The 

balloon gets away and crashes into a tree where it pops. Kipper climbs the tree and finds 

the note which says that the next clue is in the biggest tree. Kipper follows a squirrel and 

notices that the tree is hollow and Tiger down below on the ground finds another note 

hidden inside the tree. All this reminds me of how this (whatever this is) began. Like 

Kipper and Tiger I muddle my way following clues and messages that are hidden in the 

oddest places. It strikes me as ironic that in the preface I said that this (whatever this is) is 

a message in a bottle. The process of And then is like following clues in a child’s treasure 

hunt. The treasure is connection to spirit and soul. It is odd to see yourself in a child’s 

cartoon as you slurp soup in the basement on a grey day in autumn at noon. It’s kind of 

funny really. All this goes on and nobody knows why I’m suddenly so interested in 

Kipper. Is it an inflated ego that causes me to I see myself in all things or is it that all 

things are connected to me somehow? Perhaps it is both. What goes around comes 

around. First I’m up, then I’m down; circling, one connection leading to yet another 

connection and so on and so on. Kipper and Tiger eventually find the treasure. It is a 

chocolate birthday cake that a friendly warm-hearted sheepdog named Jake has left for 

them in a tin under a park bench. Jake, the sheepdog, thought it was Kipper’s birthday, 

but it wasn’t. Jake made the game of maps and clues and cake.  

As I struggle to make sense of all this – a story without a beginning, middle or 

end, about following clues to find treasures at the end – I can’t help but notice the 

similarity between this and the Kipper episode with the pirate treasure. It is beyond my 

comprehension that something should know that I would watch Kipper, something my 
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daughter and I haven’t watched for years, and why this episode, why now, is just too, you 

know: coincidental.  

As my daughter and I watch a children’s cartoon and munch on garden carrots, 

working upstairs is Elmer, of Elmer Enterprises Ltd. Elmer is repairing our ceilings. He is 

an old man. When I speak of Elmer, I refer to him as an angel. He is so kind, so simple, 

so conscientious. He’s the epitome of an old school artisan working with plaster and 

paint. He’s in his late seventies wearing stilts making our ceilings white and spackled. He 

is like an angel painting ceilings white. He does his work slowly and methodically and 

undercharges for his services. He is a dear person. It is an odd experience to be in the 

basement eating soup while watching Kipper, Tiger and Jake - gentle little cartoon 

animals with impossibly funny voices made with men speaking falsetto as they follow a 

treasure map - while upstairs a man I refer to as an angel is painting our ceilings white. If 

I did not have such a cushy well-paying job, I would like to apprentice myself to Elmer 

for free, just to learn how to be as he is. I could learn his trade and learn to look up and 

listen to what ceilings have to say like Siddhartha did with the ferryman who, by 

example, taught Siddhartha how he to could hear the river.  

Any thing is possible.  

Last night I returned from a run beside a creek under the stars. This is something I 

like to do. While running I listen to music. Last night I was energized by Kraftwerk’s, 

song Hall of Mirors. As I ran, I heard the words, “The young man stepped into the hall of 

mirrors where he discovered a reflection of himself.” It is a funny thing to be running full 

tilt to such a song when, as I neared the light illuminating the path, the light goes out. The 

hall of mirrors is the world as it were. “Even the greatest stars discover themselves in the 
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looking glass.” I took the light going out to be for me. I smiled to myself knowing as I do 

that on such a run I prefer it dark so that I may see the stars. To anyone else it was simply 

a faulty light bulb on a streetlamp, nothing more, but to me it was a nod from above. It 

was acknowledgement. It said to me, “Peek-a-boo! I see you! I am here watching you. I 

know you don’t like the light to obscure your view.” Whoever it is who looks after me in 

this way knows that I prefer the dark. Without the streetlight’s glare I can at last see the 

stars. “The artist is living in the mirror with the echoes of himself.” I can see infinity! I 

can run with my eyes on the skies. As I run under the stars, my imagination takes flight. I 

let the dreams fly. I imagine myself on a TV show with a talk show host who shall 

remain nameless, let’s call him George. It is fun to be on a TV show. I feel special. I 

know that I won’t like the way I look. People will judge me by my appearance and they 

will find fault in the things I say, but there’s nothing I can do about their reactions to me. 

I can’t control the situation, but I can control my reaction to it. I know that I should let 

those things go that I can’t control like a good little Stoic should. I tell George the story 

of how I reminded myself on the day back in the classroom when, as a desperate 

substitute teacher attempting the opposite, I asked the angels for help and they did. 

George smiles and laughs at my story. I let myself be as loving as I can be without 

becoming maudlin. The mystery of what happened, when I looked at the chalkboard and 

saw the words, “We love you Mr. Lawlor! We love you Mr. Lawlor!” brought chills up 

my spine and it gives me chills to think that others may share in my happiness. I knew 

that something beautiful had happened and it gives me pleasure to bring that knowledge 

to others who can take this kind of thing to heart and see there own mini-miracles of this 

sort.  
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I tell you about my TV talk show fantasy here, but I might not tell people about 

the whole angel thing. They would think me nutty. I’ll just say what I know for sure. 

Something beautiful happened that I can’t explain. Who knows why these things happen 

as they do. All I know for sure is that they do. I observe. I am thankful.  

In my fantasy I am on the show because of this odd little book which has 

ironically and despite the poor writing has caused a sensation. People are talking about 

their own connections. I am happy because people are finding meaning in themselves. 

People are sharing my dream. On the show I see George asking me if I am a mystic and I 

will say in an annoyingly cryptic way like other better mystics have said, “I suppose so. If 

a mystic is someone who appreciates the mysterious mystery of existence and how one’s 

inner life of thoughts and dreams intersects and interacts with one’s outer life of 

happenings and actions, well then, you could say I am. I am a mystic because I know that 

there is something.” I can’t say it any better than that and if George or people I meet 

should ask me if I believe in God, I will remember what Jung said, “It is not a matter of 

belief. I know.” And then George may press, “Does that make you a Gnostic?” And again 

I will say, “I guess so. I am a mystic and if you don’t believe there is something other 

than this reality, I say it doesn’t matter. You might not even be the one thinking this. Who 

knows who you are and who I am.” George and I will laugh together because of 

something I did that I didn’t know I’d do until I did it. He will appreciate my love for 

music, even if he secretly thinks I’m a flake. And as I run beside the creek under the dark 

black sky and stars, I imagine myself speaking to a large audience. I am not nervous 

because I’m speaking from the heart. I am talking from experience. There is no need to 

memorize and impress. My dream is only to have others experience the same connection 
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that I feel. I want them to connect themselves with each other, with nature and with the 

eternal an all things. That is my message. That is the meaning of all this. The world 

speaks to us everyday and in every way. Noticing and putting it together in an open way 

is the art of connecting. At the end of the show George will give me a bowler hat. My 

wife can’t say I can’t have that. It’s a gift from George! And I’ll put on the hat and smirk 

just a bit. The silliness of it all will make me smile. I will silly walk knocking my 

microphone onto the floor and hurting my back just a bit in the process but George will 

laugh and the people will smile and I will feel like this life is the miracle that it is because 

there is nothing to fear. Take it as it comes. Be kind. Be natural. Watch dreams and things 

for messages from infinity. There is a lot to learn and very little time to be in this world 

of now and then.   

How does it end? It doesn’t.  

This doesn’t end because each and every new day has a whole new set of 

connecting possibilities. It’s a veritable scatter gun of possibilities. There are more and 

more connections to connections like a veritable Mandelbrot set of infinite possibilities 

repeated forever and ever and always as you go in and in to yourself and the world. The 

world - God, angels, the Unconscious, call it what you will - isn’t done with me, with 

you, with us, not yet.  

I continue to pass each day, going to work, loving my wife, loving my daughter, 

loving my father, loving my friends whether they like it or not. Eating, sleeping, 

dreaming, seeing, playing, listening, touching, feeling, laughing, crying…connecting, 

such is my life and this is my message, it’s quite simple, it is succinct: see the 

connections and know that it is real.  
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Long ago I sat in an airport having coffee. I imagined myself having a job where I 

could travel around free as a bird and talk to people and laugh with them. I imagined a 

fun life where I could live every moment. I am now reminded of an interview with Chris 

Rock and Jerry Seinfeld driving in a 1969 Lamborginini on their way to have coffee on a 

cool day. In the coffee shop Chris says that there’s a way into the game. What he was 

implying is that you have to try. You have to get better at the game if you want to 

participate in it. And so I do now when I imagine the possibilities and try. I am putting 

myself into the game by taking chances and by letting the chances take me away. What 

will be will be and if I have anything to do with it, I will notice and try. I will connect and 

learn. I will be loving in all things. I will find meaning in everyone and everywhere. On 

that episode of Comedians in Cars Getting Coffee, I got the privilege to drive with Jerry 

and Chris in such a beautiful car. They are the angels that are there in everyone, but don’t 

tell them that, they wouldn’t believe it. They’d say something funny to deflect the serious 

nonsense of my claim.  

In that airport that day, I dreamed that one day I would have a job where I could 

travel and have fun. That actually happened, for a while. It wasn’t exactly what I had in 

mind, but chance and fortune know better than I. Then, when I wanted to stay home when 

my daughter was born, I imagined myself having a stable job, and that’s where I am now. 

Now I write and I write some more and I imagine myself as popular, as doing some good 

in the world. I imagine connecting with disheartened people who’ve lost meaning in their 

lives. I imagine myself telling my silly stories and mental meanderings about dreams and 

things and the magical connection in between and I see people opening up like flowers to 

appreciate the beautiful sunshine of this incredibly beautiful world that is much maligned. 
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I imagine touching someone’s heart in such a way that he or she will try to connect and 

see that I am right on. There is something there! Tap into the love and connection to live 

a full life that is more than just about living.  

My dream is to touch peoples’ hearts and lives with a message of connections. 

There are sequels a plenty. I see a series of my silly books that for some inexplicable 

reason, people buy. There is the sequel And then (again) where I write about the new 

connections that I’ve made between books, people, movies, songs, thoughts, dreams and 

things that tell me more about the mystery of not being alone. And then there is another 

one, And then again, again and then the fourth book comes out and it’s just as popular as 

the first, it’s called And then again ad infinitum. The possibility of connecting dreams and 

things to realities are endless. There is unity. There are billions of links in the chains of 

links. It just takes an imagination, some observation, an openness, the right attitude, a 

little bit of soul, and anyone and everyone can connect to what is and isn’t possible. For 

in any given day, in any given minute or hour, there is something telling each of us 

something from beyond.  

What will it be for you today?  
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Notes 

Last of the Mohicans: was a film released in 1992. The reference to the film’s score has nothing to do with 

the merits of the film. It is the feeling of the score as composed by Trevor Jones that the writer hopes the 

reader to feel. It is the feeling of freedom.  

 

Columbo in a mystery: a TV series that reversed the standard whodunit mystery. In the context of the 

argument presented here, the reference refers to knowing something is going on. The evidence is there you 

just have to figure it out.  

  

Wunderbar: is a Cadbury chocolate bar sold in Canada and Germany. In the UK and Nordic countries it’s 

called a Starbar. In the mid 1980s if you mailed in three wrappers you’d receive a copy of Douglas Adams’ 

The Restaurant at the End of the Universe which is a good read and contains a quote applicable to this 

(whatever this is): “Reality is frequently inaccurate.” 

 

bee: the image of the bee is in the public domain, it was found on the Graphics Fairy 2007 web site, see: 

http://thegraphicsfairy.com/terms-copyright/. 

  

it’s all the same to the clam: the reference is to a Shel Silverstein poem found in A Light in the Attic 

(1981).The poem describes a clam sitting on the ocean floor for "a hundred thousand years or more" while 

the world changes. It seems to be a basic examination of eternity. 

 

Call collect: the woman in question leaves notes with the words, “Call Collect” on parked cars. 

 

Think: is a motto from IBM. On Wikipedia it reads, “THIINK is a motto coined by Thomas J. Watson in 

December 2011, while managing the sales and departments of the National Cash Register Company. At an 

uninspiring sales meeting Watson interrupted, saying, “The trouble with every one of us is that we don’t 

think enough. We don’t get paid for working with our feet\ - we get paid for working with our heads. 

Watson then wrote THINK on the easel,” see: http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Think_(IBM). 

 

reproduce nature’s most intricate objects: fractal geometry is a field of mathematics concerned with 

describing complex but real objects such as "the shape of a cloud, a mountain, a coastline or a tree," see: 

http://blogs.nature.com/barbaraferreira/2010/10/is_the_coastline_of_britain_infinite.html. 

 

the length of the coastline, in a sense, is infinite: this a quote taken from a New York Times article dated 

Oct. 16, 2010 (my daughter’s eighth birthday) and found on the internet, see  

http://www.nytimes.com/2010/10/17/us/17mandelbrot.html?_r=0. 
 

two of my favourite words: I found the quote and more about the song Crimson and Clover on the web site 

“Songfacts,” see: http://www.songfacts.com/detail.php?id=1883. 

 

old Zen story: I found the old Zen story on the web, see http://www.ling.upenn.edu/~beatrice/buddhist-

practice/attention.html. 

 

ain’t exactly clear: is a reference to lyrics from the Buffalo Springfield song For What It’s Worth (1966).  

“Seed of Life” pattern: the source of this image is a website that shows people how to draw the “Seed of 

Life” pattern with a compass, see: http://www.geometrycode.com/free/seed-of-life-pattern-construction-

using-compass/. 

 

and all you are…: I found quotes from the movie The Legend of Bagger Vance on the web, see: 

http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0146984/quotes. 

 

http://thegraphicsfairy.com/terms-copyright/
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Think_(IBM)
http://blogs.nature.com/barbaraferreira/2010/10/is_the_coastline_of_britain_infinite.html
http://www.nytimes.com/2010/10/17/us/17mandelbrot.html?_r=0
http://www.songfacts.com/detail.php?id=1883
http://www.ling.upenn.edu/~beatrice/buddhist-practice/attention.html
http://www.ling.upenn.edu/~beatrice/buddhist-practice/attention.html
http://www.geometrycode.com/free/seed-of-life-pattern-construction-using-compass/
http://www.geometrycode.com/free/seed-of-life-pattern-construction-using-compass/
http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0146984/quotes
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Huckleberry: I particularly like little drawings of plants. The image of the huckleberry used here was drawn 

by Pearson Scott Foresman and donated to Wikimedia Commons and is in the public domain, see: 

http://openclipart.org/detail/Huckleberry.svg. 

The Art of Being: I found the quote on the “goodreads” web site, see: 

http://www.goodreads.com/quotes/307376-if-other-people-do-not-understand-our-behavior-so-what-their 

White Clover: the drawing courtesy of Agriculture & Agri-Food Canada, Research Branch. Reproduced 

from "111 Range and Forage Plants of the Canadian Prairies," see: 

http://www.al.gov.bc.ca/forage/alsike/alsike.htm. 

the second Moon of the Celtic Year (Jan 22-Feb 18) fall under the Rowan: there are innumerable web 

pages about the sacredness of trees and tree lore. The one which gave me information about the Rowan 

was, http://www.ancient-wisdom.co.uk/treelore.htm. Another web site about Celtic Tree Astrology is found 

here: http://www.whats-your-sign.com/celtic-tree-astrology.html. 

winter tree: the image of the winter tree is in the public domain, it was found on the Graphics Fairy 2007 

web site, see: http://thegraphicsfairy.com/terms-copyright/. 

 

Tenderness: is a 2009 American crime film directed by John Polson. The film is based on the novel of the 

same name by Robert Cormier. 

Fantasy will set you free: the lyrics presented are from the song Magic Carpet Ride by the band 

Steppenwolf.  

 

So it goes: is a reference to Kurt Vonnegut’s oft repeated sentiment expressed whenever anyone dies in the 

book Slaughter House Five. 

 

Siddhartha: is a novel by Hermann Hesse published in 1922 but the edition I have is from 1951. 

 

under thy gentle wing: the text and translation of Symphony No. 9’s Finale, by Friedrich Schiller, with 

opening lines by Beethoven were found on the web, see:  https://lucare.com/immortal/ode.html. 

 

the choir sang of a love for the river: the lyrics for The Blue Danube from German into English were found 

on Wikipedia, see: http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Blue_Danube. 

 

pain is rapture tuned more exquisitely soft: the word “Elysium” that is found in the poem Ode to Joy led 

me on an interconnected journey from the Ode to the poem Elysium found on the Poem Hunter web site, 

see: http://www.poemhunter.com/poem/elysium/ and then, from there, I connected with more poetry of 

Friedrich Schiller on the web, see: http://www.gutenberg.org/files/6796/6796-h/6796-h.htm and then to 

other romantic poets including Anne François Louis Janmot and his Poem of the Soul paintings. There are 

18 paintings that follow the existence of a soul as depicted as a man on earth from birth to adulthood. The 

soul has a soul mate who is a feminine double. The series of paintings represents spiritualism in painting, 

see: http://www.mba-lyon.fr/mba/sections/languages/english/collections/masterpieces/pieces1476/poem-of-

the-soul--t?b_start:int=19#res_recherche.  

 

Fates to break the Thread: there are further letters presented to show Beethoven as a person, see: 

http://toddtarantino.com/hum/beethovenhimself.html. 

 

Rube Goldberg machine: is a complicated contraption, invention or apparatus that performs something 

simple in a complex fashion usually in a chain reaction. It’s named after the cartoonist Rube Goldberg who 

was popular for depicting complex gadgets that perform simple tasks in convoluted ways, see Wikipedia.  

 

Jethro: was a character played by Max Baer Jr in the 1960s TV comedy called The Beverly Hillbillies. 

 

http://openclipart.org/detail/Huckleberry.svg
http://www.goodreads.com/quotes/307376-if-other-people-do-not-understand-our-behavior-so-what-their
http://www.al.gov.bc.ca/forage/alsike/alsike.htm
http://www.ancient-wisdom.co.uk/treelore.htm
http://www.whats-your-sign.com/celtic-tree-astrology.html
http://thegraphicsfairy.com/terms-copyright/
https://lucare.com/immortal/ode.html
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Blue_Danube
http://www.poemhunter.com/poem/elysium/
http://www.gutenberg.org/files/6796/6796-h/6796-h.htm
http://www.mba-lyon.fr/mba/sections/languages/english/collections/masterpieces/pieces1476/poem-of-the-soul--t?b_start:int=19#res_recherche
http://www.mba-lyon.fr/mba/sections/languages/english/collections/masterpieces/pieces1476/poem-of-the-soul--t?b_start:int=19#res_recherche
http://toddtarantino.com/hum/beethovenhimself.html
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Alan Watts: ideas and voice are alive and well on the internet. His metaphysics and Zen lessons may be 

found on You Tube in various forms. The quote I cite is from a lecture I found on the internet, see: 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=v90O2aeW4KA. 

 

Alan Partridge: is a fictional character portrayed by Steve Coogan on BBC. His catchphrase is “Ah-haaa!” 

I’ve not actually seen Alan Partridge on TV, but I discovered the catch phrase when Steve Coogan said, 

“Ah-haa” out of doors in one of my favourite movies called The Trip (2010), which isn’t at all psychedelic. 

 

bowler: the image of the bowler hat is in the public domain, it was found on the Graphics Fairy 2007 web 

site, see: http://thegraphicsfairy.com/terms-copyright/. 

 

Cracker Jack: candy-coated popcorn and peanuts considered by some to be the first junk food. In 1896, the 

first lot of Cracker Jack was produced. It was named by someone who said, “That’s crackerjack!” In 1908 

the snack food with the little prize inside got free publicity in the song “Take Me Out to the Ball Game.” 

Sailor Jack and his dog Bingo were registered as trademarks for Cracker Jack in 1918. Sailor Jack was 

modeled after a nephew who died of pneumonia at eight years old shortly after the image appeared on the 

box. 

Surviving the Dust Bowl: is a 2012 documentary film directed by Ken Burns and aired on PBS. It is a two-

part miniseries that recounts the impact of the Dust Bowl on the U.S. during the Great Depression of the 

1930s.  

Flying: is a song from the Beatles Magical Mystery Tour album. 

Look Around You: was a British television comedy series devised and written by Robert Popper and Peter 

Serafinowicz, and, in the first series, narrated by Nigel Lambert. The first series of eight 10-minute shorts 

was shown in 2002, and the second series of six 30-minute episodes in 2005, both on BBC2 (Wikipedia). 

 

Mood Indigo: is a jazz composition first heard in 1930 on the radio. The music was by Duke Ellingtong and 

Barney Bigard. It was in the movie The Legend of Bagger Vance (2000) and the miniseries Mildred Pierce 

(2011). 

 

Harry Lauder: was a Scottish music hall entertainer. My grandfather would sing and tell stories like Harry 

would. He told a story called “It’s in the book” which was a spoof on Little Bo Peep told as if it were a 

Bible Revival meeting. 

 

Good Humor:  “In 1919, Christian Nelson, an Iowa store owner, discovered how to coat an ice cream bar 

with chocolate, inventing the Eskimo Pie” (Wikipedia).  

 

I’m Always Chasing Rainbows: was sung and recorded in 1918 by Charles Harrison was a Vaudeville song. 

The melody is adapted from Fantaisie-Impromptu by Frédéric Chopin. The lyrics were written by Joseph 

McCarthy, and the song was published in 1917 in the Broadway show Oh, Look! which opened in 1918. 

The song was sung by The Dolly Sisters. See: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1DbPAGQmVq0. 

 

I’m Forever Blowing Bubbles: was sung by Albert Campbell and Henry Burr in a recording from 1919. The 

music was written by John Kellette. The lyrics are credited to "Jaan Kenbrovin", actually a collective 

pseudonym for the writers James Kendis, James Brockman and Nat Vincent. The number was debuted in 

the Broadway musical The Passing Show of 1918 and it was introduced by Helen Carrington. See: 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LM4SsGhQiQI. 

Always: was sung by Henry Burr in 1926. Always was a popular song written by Irving Berlin in 1925. The 

song was a wedding gift for his wife Ellin McKay, whom he married in 1926. The song was supposed to be 

used for the Marx Brothers' Broadway musical The Cocoanuts but was cut by Berlin during out-of-town 

tryouts. See: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=v_kNWZOhzBg 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=v90O2aeW4KA
http://thegraphicsfairy.com/terms-copyright/
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1DbPAGQmVq0
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LM4SsGhQiQI
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=v_kNWZOhzBg
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tried in my way to be free: a reference to Leonard Cohen’s song “Bird on the Wire” released on the 1969 

album, Songs from a Room. 

whenever you felt like it: this is a reference to what J.D. Salinger wrote in chapter two of the Catcher in the 

Rye. See: http://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/J._D._Salinger. 

Man’s Search for Meaning: is a book first published in 1946. In it Victor Frankl outlines how his theories 

helped him to survive the Holocaust. 

concept of transcendence in their work: an article by Marshall H. Lewis examines the correlations between 

Jung and Frankl in the article Frankl’s Answer to Jung (n.d), see: 

http://www.marshallhlewis.net/LTEAOnline/Jung.pdf. 

Ministry of Silly Walks: is a sketch from the television show Monty Python’s Flying Circus, episode 14 first 

aired in 1970. The sketch involves John Cleese as a bowler hated civil servant in a fictitious British 

Government ministry responsible for developing Silly Walks through Grants. In the book The Pythons, 

members of the troupe indicated that they considered the whole scene nothing more than silliness.  

Running to Stand Still: the story presented in the song is that of a drug addict. There are themes in the song 

such as falling to temptation, and struggles with sin and with being human. Source: 

http://songmeanings.com/songs/view/36834/ 

I Started a Joke: is a 1968 song by the Bee Gees from their album Idea. The song is supposedly about 

someone who has done or said something horribly wrong, which results in feelings of social alienation. 

Another interpretation is that the song is sung from the point of view of the devil. Robin Gibb said he got 

the idea for the melody from the sound of a prop airplane. The droning of the engines took the form of a 

tune. Robin Gibb said it’s a very spiritual song. Critics have said the narrator in the song has a messiah 

complex. Source: http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/I_Started_a_Joke. 

I Have a Dream: the song divides the world into two spheres: the real world and the supernatural world 

where imagination and fantasy dwell with such beings as angels who only become “real” to us in dreams. 

In this song the two worlds are divided by a “stream” that can be crossed at will. To cross the stream is to 

go from the real world into one’s spiritual world or into one’s imagination as in, “when I know the time is 

right for me, I’ll cross the stream.” It is on the spiritual side of the stream that the real powers of personal 

attitude will determine if we are having a wonderful time in this life or whether we are living our life in a 

difficult way, filled with sadness, anger, or in any way that does not take a moment to see the wonder of all 

things. The song encourages us to not be afraid of the future and to look for something good in everyone 

and everything you see. The song encourages us to continue, “Pushing through the darkness, still another 

mile” because the destination is a meaningful life that makes it all worthwhile, see: 

http://www.lyricinterpretations.com/abba/I-Have-a-Dream. 

Father and Son: was written and performed by Cat Stevens who is now known as Yusaf for the 1970 album 

Tea for the Tillerman. Cat Stevens, see: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Q29YR5-t3gg. 

Mystics singing Over the Rainbow:  a doo wop group from the 1950s. Each group member wrote a name 

they liked on a slip of paper, placed then in a hat and The Mystics was selected. Chance is everywhere. 

Steve Bescemi stands out front as the man who wants to take my briefcase: this reference is to the third 

show in the Sopranos sixth season entitled Mayham written by Matthew Weiner. 

http://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/J._D._Salinger
http://www.marshallhlewis.net/LTEAOnline/Jung.pdf
http://songmeanings.com/songs/view/36834/
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/I_Started_a_Joke
http://www.lyricinterpretations.com/abba/I-Have-a-Dream
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Q29YR5-t3gg
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