
For the best experience, open this PDF portfolio in
 
Acrobat X or Adobe Reader X, or later.
 

Get Adobe Reader Now! 

http://www.adobe.com/go/reader




Barbara Asaro 
Oct. 29, 1980 


"One of us has to change," don Juan said to Carlos, "and you know who." He 


doesn't say "one us may want to change" but that "one of us has to change." I've 


thought about asking the l Ching about change. Of course, all of the hexagrams 


refer to change because, after all, it is the book of changes. My question is 


related to self-change: Which hexagram best reveals the change that occurs 


when one begins to live the ordinary life in a nonordinary way? The answer I 
- ---received: 


--()-= 
Hexagram 29, the Abysmal, changing into Hexagram 19, Approach. ~~~ :;::::=:: I t; 


(Isn't it funny how I always seem to get the same old hexagrams time after /. 1 c~~ 


time? For all the questions I have asked I bet I've received maybe twenty of +-- f" 
60 


the sixty-four hexagrams as answers. I better take the time needed to have a 


long thought about that.) 


Reflection on hexagram 29. In man's world k'an represents the heart. 


Living the ordinary life in a nonordinary way shows that one has had a change of 


h~art. It's easy to believe that one has changed but in truth it may be that 


only one's tonal has changed. The tonal is easily changed and so is the mind 


but a change of heart is a change of direction. To change one's direction is 


to turn one's head and I believe that the heart will follow. "Follow the path 


with heart," don Juan says. And the I Ching says, "If you are sincere, you 


have success in your heart, and whatever you do succeeds." I don't do the 


'7 changing but rather I allow sincerity to change me. When I really change, it 


is a result of wu wei. 


It is very easy to become lost in the magical water of the abysmal. And 


yet how dangerous the abysmal is. Change is a deadly serious business and it's 


very scary. But it is also very beautiful because just as I see my faerie-like 


reflection in the water of the abysmal, when change is embodied in me it is 


reflected in me in the same way. Do you know what it feels like? It feels like 


I've swallowed a star and somehow it continues to shine on. 












• 
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Leap the Elk and Little Princess Cottongrass 


Barbara Asaro 
February 23, 1982 


Though the fairy tale is resplendent throughout with symbols of the 
Feminine, quite naturally we find Masculine imagery at the very beginning 
of our story. Shining bright are the words describing the open meadow and 
the princess from Dream Castle. The little scene brings to mind Hexagram 5, 
line 1: "Waiting in the meadow ... " The commentary on this line tells us 
that the line is firm because danger is remote and so "is able to remain 
calm and collected as if nothing extraordinary lay ahead." Little Princess 
Cottongrass acts as if nothing extraordinary lays ahead, but in her case, 
how could the poor thing know? She's always played in the meadow where 
no extraordinary thing has presented itself. That is, until this very 
summer ' s day, when an elk stalks by. 


Upon leaving the safety of the meadow, the strange duo of elk and child 
venture into the dangerous forest, the realm of Feminine energy. In contrast 
to the meadow, the forest is a place where nothing is safe--not the crown off 
one's head, not the gown off one's back, not even one's heart, no matter how 
golden. 


At first the Little Princess remembers what Leap the Elk has told her 
and clings to his horns tightly. But when her crown begins to slip, she 
disobeys his warning. She should have hung on because after all, a slip 
doesn ' t necessarily mean a fall . And even if the crown did fall, it's 
better to lose your crown than to lose yourself. It appears as though 
the princess has not yet learned to expect the unexpected because after 
losing the golden crown through her own fault, she cannot imagine anything 
worse than what has just happened. 


Before long, Leap and Princess Cottongrass are travelling through 
Forest Moss when justlikethat a witch has made off with the Little Princess' 
finest gown! She sobs over this loss but not with the same degree of 
despair as when she lost her crown. In fact, it seems as though it is 
becoming easier and easier for her to forget. 


Then the elk and the princess arrive at the deepest part of the forest. 
There at the tarn, Leap warns her to "watch your golden heart." He has not 
hitherto warned her specifically to watch her crown or her gown so there 
must be something very, very powerful about the pool and/or something 
very, very special about the heart. Perhaps losing the heart is akin to 
losing herself. When she loses her heart, she does the strangest thing: 
Instead of peering into the water after it or even considering madly 
jumping in to get it, she looks for it over the tussocks, of all places! 
Leap says, "Looking for one thing, you will forget everything else." 
At this point she's so far gone, she's forgotten where to look. 1eister 
Eckhart reminds us we will find God exactly where we have lost him. Like 
the Little Princess, we won't remember where we've lost Him as long as 
we're under the Illusion. The fairy tale gives us a clue to the Illusion's 
power as it operates \ i thin maya: "The spell lies in the pool." 








Barbara Asaro 
September 30, 1981 


Last week after class Harriet asked me, "What's your favorite fairy 


tale?" This simple question took me back so many years. I thought of all 


the fairy tales I have known and loved. Above all, "The Seven Swans" is 


my favorite. Do you remember it? It was about a little girl whose brothers 


fell under wicked enchantment and were doomed to live as swans by day and 


men by night. Among the tasks the girl undertook to free her brothers 


was to open the door on the side of the mountain. To do this, a dwarf 


had gifted her with a special key. The next thing you know, the girl 


loses the key and in desperation cuts off her ll!tle finger in order to 


carve a key out of the bone. Well, I thought that was the most beautiful 


act I had ever heard of. Though I knew all about what Jesus had done, 


I didn't understand why he had chosen to die for my sake, let alone for 


the sake of the whole world. On the other hand, I did understand why a 


little girl would cut off her finger to save her brothers. How very like 


the Feminine this train of thought is! 


As the story goes, the girl must also knit sweaters for her 


brothers for the spell to be totally broken. All of the sweaters have 


to be completed before the magic will work and tbe girl is required to 


remain silent while she completes this task. Imagine! Well, the poor 


thing runs out of time and only makes 6~ sweaters. As a result, the -brother who received the unfinished sweater now has the right arm of 


a man and, on the ~t side, a swan's wing. (I still find this image 


to be deeply touching.) 


In those early years, each time I read the story I would hope that 


maybe this time the little girl would finish the sweaters. I never took 


the end of the story for granted and so for me it remained a continual 


surprise. Today this rememberance offers me two painful reflections: 


(1) As a child I did not presume beginnings, middles or endings. 


Obviously, I knew more about faith, being and prayer 20 years ago than 


I do now. What have I forgotten in the meantime? 


(2) As a child I loved the unique with all my heart. Now I wonder: 


How many times in the past 20 years, when ashamed of my own uniqueness, 


have I tried to hid my wing, the wing that yearns to fly? 








On Listening 


Barbara Asaro 
October 6, 1982 


Years ago when I was in high school our principal scheduled a series of 


lectures for us. One was related to good grooming and the benefits of behaving 


like a lady, another on Judaism, and one particularly slow presentation was on 


communism. The speaker knew.what he was talking about but the topic was dull, 


dull, dull. Added to that, he spoke in a dry monotone and somehow managed to 


expound on his subject for slightly more than an eternity. It was far worse 


than Monsignor's sermons which (God help us!) we were forced to endure every 


Friday morning. After the presentation, we received yet another lecture from 


the principal. She said that the fact we had been bored to tears was beside 


the point. The point was not that we learn about communism; the point was 


that we learn how to listen. She said we should use class lecture time and 


Monsignor's sermons as opportunities to practice listening. I took her words 


seriously and learned soon afterwards that there is more to listening than 


what meets the ear. 


I asked the l, "Which hexagram best teaches us what it means to listen 


well?" Before I threw the coins, I thought of Hexagram 4 because it seems to 
~ 


embody the meaning of the word upanishad. Remarkably, the answer I received 


was Hexagram 4 with no moving lines. This hexagram teaches us that it is not 


enough to passively hear the spoken word; listening well requires effort on 


our part. To listen well the will and the heart must be rectified, i.e., the 


attention of the will must be focused and the heart must be in the right 


k place. ~istening well requires the inner effort to pay attention, a childlike 


~[il" _reception to the word, and the sincere desire to perservere in the listen~ 
{~ ~ When we do not understand immediately what is being said, we should continue 


~ to practice good listening habits while waiting for the words to become more 


clear to us. Hexagram 4 warns us not to babble. We cannot listen well if we are 


troubled with the desire to understand; it is enough for us not to misunderstand. 
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Journal Entry, 


Barbara Asaro 
1arch 9, 1983 


I look outside as I ·ork to recall a dream I had early this morning. God, 


it has started to rain again! Through the heavy curtain of drops, the world 


loo ·s like a dro sy dream. The ·orld will ne er wake up; will I? 


The coffee is too hot and I burn my mouth. Still asleep. There is a 


single daffodil outside in the garden. Daffodils are the flowers which symbolize 


unrequited lo e; it reminds m of a quote I read recently, ''Perhaps a great 


lo•e is ne •er returned. If th's is true, think of God's everlasting burden 


because the world ill never ake up. I wonder to myself th I should be 


this being and no ano her. t this very mom nt I could b a d ffodil in 


the rain. 


I dre mt ha I am in an old cl ssroom. r. nder-on · returning p p rs. 


He smiles at me n a ~Y th t one can only smile in a dr am. I look at my 


first paper. "ovember' is typed a the top. This w s wri en months ago! 


I can't make ou the complete date but I sense it was written years ago. At 


the top of the paper is " +." At the bottom of the paper in the familiar red 


ink, "You are very thorough." I wonder what on earth Dr. Anderson means by 


that. I've never seen this paper before. Did I really write it? 


The other paper is handwritten and two pages long. I am disappointed in 


myself for going beyond the one-page limit. I feel deeply that I have let 


myself down. I am saddened to see that the two-page paper was written after 


the "A+ paper." I think to myself that I haven't really learned much after all. 


Why did I go beyond the one-page limit? Perhaps I have forgotten what 


it means to live like a warrior. Perhaps I have gone too far with people, with 


thoughts . . . Perhaps my actions are not deliberate and thorough but half-hearted 


and weak. Perhaps I "settle for" situations and relationships. 


The rain has stopped. My cat, Benny, plays in the garden by himself. I 


take another sip of coffee. The daffodil bends in the wind. 
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When something seems impossible to 
obtain despite every effort, it is 
an indication of a limit which cannot 
be passed on that plane and of the 
necessity for a change of level -
a break in the ceiling. To wear 
ourselves out in efforts on the same 
level degrades us . It is better to 
accept the limit, to contemplate it, 
and savor all its bitterness . 


--Gravity and Grace, 
Chapter on The Impossible 


Barbara Asaro 
12- 13- 78 


WHAT IS THE RELATION BETWEEN THE POWER TO BECOME CHANGED AND LIMIT? 


It is according to our given nature as human that ~e possess the power to 
become changed. That power in itself is nothing sort of a miracle for it 
is because we possess the power to become changed ; that we may hope to become 
changed . Without this power, we would be beyond hope of any change at all. 


\ 


Imagine what it would be like to know one were doomed to remain the same 
forever . It occurs to me that this is the fate of gods and goddesses--we 


. · -~..r alone may choose the amazing passage we call destiny. 


~ v This power, the power to become changed, is distributed by the feminine 
principle according to her own gift list . That is why Weil says that when 
something we try to obtain is impossible to obtain despite all of our 
efforts, it is simply an indication that the feminine has set a limit. 
And when the feminine sets a limit, there is definitely no chance for an 
extension . It is better, therefore, to accept the limit and "savor all its 
bitterness . " 


Why is it that limit is bitter to taste? The limit tastes bitter because 
we don't like it . We don't like to accept the fact that we are limited 
and that, in fact, we must be limited in order to insure becoming changed 
at the proper time . We think that it would be so much sweeter if we could 
do anything we pleased and accomplish everything we choose on our own sweet 
time . We savor the sweet and we never think of savoring that which is 
bitter . But like a good medicine, the truth is often bitter; and like a 
good medicine, we require it to be fully healed. 


WHAT IS THE RELATION BETWEEN THE END FOR WHICH CHANGE HAS BEEN UNDERGONE AND 
LIMIT? 


We don't all begin at the same level and we don't all end at the same level 
depending upon our passage. Just as the change which has been undergone 
is different for each of us accordingly, the end is also a highly individualized 
thing. Why is this so? It is so because the end cannot be the same for all 
of us. (Each end is a new beginning.) If all ends were exactly the same, then 
Weil would not tell us to savor the bitter. If we were all coming to the 
same end, why not cling to the sweet? Each of us in our passage is accountable 
for our own ends. In the spiritual order one may expect to receive precisely 
what one deserves. 







Asaro 
Page 2 


Weil says that when we are faced with a limit on a particular plane, then it 
is not meant for us to wear ourselves out trying to push that limit . It is 
degrading for us to do so . It is degrading because it points to the fact 
that we don ' t know ourselves for if we knew ourselves, then we would recognize 
and accept our limitations. We know that it is degrading to drink too much 
in the physical order . To wear ourselves out needlessly on the same level 
in the spiritual order is far worse than being drunk . The reason for this 
is because we feel the effects of drunkenness in the physical order . Being 
drunk is a good opportunity to contemplate on the affliction we have brought 
upon ourselves. We don't feel the results of degradement in the spiritual 
order as acutely and so we may continue to do ourselves greater harm 
indefinitely . 


There i s no hope for salvation if one wears oneself out. To wear oneself 
out is to deplete one's little fund of power, the power which enables one 
to become changed . 


When one is faced with a limit on a particular plane, instead of looking 
ahead on that same plane, one should look up to the next . "I lift up my 
eyes to the mountain," I don't try to tunnel through it with a teaspoon . \ ? ) Lifting up one r s eyes to the mountain means "finding a break in the ceiling . rr 


~ How would one expect to find a break in the ceiling if one didn't look up? 
L\ And it is never enough to lift up eyes, one must also lift up one's heart . 
~ J This is why we must do whatever we can to keep our hearts pure as it is not 


Lwithin our power to lift up a heart which is heavy . 


e 








A LESSON IN LETTING BE 


Barbara Asaro 
April 14, 1982 


On Palm Sunday I visited a psychic friend of mine. What followed sounded very 
much like a dialogue between Castaneda and don Juan (needless to say, what I 
said was reminiscent of Carlos!). She began by telling me that the reason I 
often suffer with a stiff neck is because I won't let go. She said I hold on 
to hurts, frustrations, and disappointments for dear life. It's true; I lean 
on old "thorns and thistles." She pointed specifically to a relationship that 
should have ended years ago. I said that I thought that was really over but I 
knew my words were weak. She looked at me carefully and said that I couldn't 
truly begin a new relationship until I let the past be. Well, I had a great 
excuse. You see, it was terribly difficult for me because I had been put 
through the paces. Her eyes were kind but penetrating. She said that the only 
one who puts me through the paces is myself. She said that Spirit would test 
me to see if the relationship was indeed over; the test would come as a phone 
call or chance meeting. I told her that I have asked for this particular person 
to be kept out of my vibration. She smiled and said that in a case such as mine 
asking for someone to be kept out of one's vibration is the same as begging for 
the person to be brought in. She said that it shouldn't matter to me one way or 
the other and this was one reason why the test was necessary. 


Of course, I didn't want to wait for a test. I asked if there was some
thing I could do now. As a matter of fact, she said there was and she saw I 
was strong enough in my personal power to pull it off. What was required was 
a meditation in which I closed the door to the past relationship, locked it with 
a key, and threw the key into the ocean. 


The following afternoon I drove to church on my lunch hour. The church is 
different at Eastertide; I like it very much. I lit four candles and knelt 
down. In my meditation I closed the door but could not stop the foggy light 
from creeping in along its edges. In don Juan's words, I was "indulging like 
a bastard." Finally, I had to use sealant and actually board the thing up. 
I threw the key into the sea and watched as it drifted down the ice-cold, green 
depths. I could not visualize the bottom of the ocean (it was like trying to 
imagine my own depths) so I waited until it felt like the key hit bottom. How 
strange! There were only two tears that followed but they stung. I asked 
Spirit for a test if my meditation proved wobbly and left the church with four, 
white candles holding steady vigil. 


In my Tarot life spread there follows in succession: the Knight of Cups, 
the III of Swords, and the Magician. For years I've hung on like mad to the 
III of Swords. All along I've been clinging to nothing but rain clouds. (No 
wonder the light in my meditation was foggy!) Now as I let be, let me enter 
the realm of the Magician, the mystic. '7 


In class you said that when the correct relation is assumed before Presence, 
one has a Eew past because the past loses its power to coerce its repetition. )vi 
The Magician teaches this lesson because his magic is letting be. What does 
he point to by his posture and his magic wand? As above, so below. It reminds 
me of a favorite Japanese nursery rhyme: 


"Why are rabbits jumping so? 
Now please te U why, te U why. " 
"We jump to see the big, round moon 
Up in the sky, the sky. " 








~ . .. . 
Barbara Asaro 
April 22, 1980 


After someone shared with us last time the answer provided by the 
I Ching to the question relating to the difficulties in friendship 
between men and women, I thought I would see what the response 
would be to the question on the other side of the coin (so to speak). 
I regret that I am not as practiced in the I Ching as are most of 
my classmates. Although this in itself has been from time to time 
a matter of great concern for me, the Oracle doesn't seem to mind 
a bit. I know this because it always answers me! Of course, I 
understand only a very little bit of the weird and wonderful 
answers I receive. I have learned to rejoice in what I do under
stand and just bless the rest. 


The question: Which hexagram best describes the sufficient basis 
for actualizing the possibility of friendship between men and women? 


The answer: 
Hexagram 19, Approach 
(no moving lines) 


After asking the question, I looked up the hexagram I had built. 
When I read the name of the hexagram, I got a little shock. It 
seemed to me that there was not much else one could add. The 
Oracle put it another way: "The Chinese word lin has a range of 
meanings that is not exhausted by any single word of another 
language . " 


One of the deeper meanings I gathered from reading the commentary 
was the importance of timing in approach. As the I Ching gently 
but firmly reminds us, "spring does not last forever." 


Who does the approaching? Let's take the following under considera
tion: (1) one of the meanings of the hexagram is that it refers to 
"partly giving/partly taking"; (2) the structure of the hexagram 
is such that the lower and upper trigram come toward each other; 
(3) the attributes of the trigrams are joyousness and devotion. 


One could say that the sufficient basis for actualizing the 
possibility of friendship between men and women is that we come 
toward each other. When we do come together on time, joy and 
devotion also meet. When friendship between men and women is 
based on give-and-take, they are made great. 


The Oracle reads, "Joint approach. One need not yield to fate." 
If the approach is on time, the movement is strong enough to 
counteract fate. What is it that is strong enough to allow one 
not to yield to fate? The fulfillment of one's destiny. 
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Barbara Asaro 
February 17, 1982 


,!\~· It seems like ten thousand years ago and I hardly recognize the words, 


~ ~ still it was only last summer that I wrote: 


f;J 


"Some people go their whole lives 


looking for their cup of tea and here I am drinking mine all in. The most 


remarkable part is that the cup is never, ever empty." This little bear aside, 


even a first-class sage who has realized a very high level of spiritual under-


standing may become raised to a yet higher level and so on and so on. No 


wonder Confucius said if he had 50 more years to live he'd devote them to 


studying the I Ching. He seems to have distinguished well between having a 


place and seeing the point. (Pun, pun, pun!) 


In Genesis we hear God ask Adam where he is. It's interesting that 


He doesn't ask, "Where are you at?," but simply, "Where are you?" Apparently 


the "at" is not our concern. So much then for the modern, empty expression, 


"This is where I'm at." But why does God ask? After all, he knows where 


everything is. Perhaps He wants Adam to remember himself. 


And so Maharaj in his infinite patience suggests I make the effort not 


to forget by repeating to myself, "I am." It's a spiritual exercise in 


hide-and-seek serving as a reminder that I've no place other than within. 


Jesus said, "The foxes have dens, and the birds of the air have nests, but 


the Son of Man has nowhere to lay his head." With these words, we learn 


that having nowhere to lay our heads is our birthright. 


Hexagram 56, The Wanderer, is our motif for being in the world. Like 


the Fool, this fellow is virtually at home on the road. When I live the 


K truly spiritual 


1.1,1 it' s not there. 


life, I'm always coming home for my home is not here and 


My home is not a place but rather the point where I am in 


correct relation to myself. 








., 


('. 
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Barbara Asaro 
November 16, 1981 


I want to write about Peter and Heloise without becoming sentimental. As 


much as I am able, I want to avoid holding Peter in one hand and Heloise in the 


other, trying to decide once and for all whose side I'm on. Neither do I want 


to clap my hands together and say the poor things were both victims of circum-


stance. That's too easy. Instead, I want to release them like two bright 


balloons and ask myself, "What in their relationship holds a lesson for me?" 


You see, it is not very difficult to feel for Heloise or to think for Peter 


but that's not good enough to see, is it? I will use this task as an oppor-


tunity to make a pure act of attention. 


I begin by asking for the wisdom of the Tarot with the question, "What 


is the augury of the relationship of Peter and Heloise?" 


Covering the couple is the Ace of Swords. As you reminded me in class, 


the potential for great intellectual success was eminently available to 


Abelard. The sword stands for discrimination but it is Heloise and not Peter 


who wields it with regard to the priority of his work when she says, "And I 


·l "' ~ ~ know--I know already how much better it is for your work that you see me 


I : ~ seldom." (Page 137) I read in a favorite numerology book of mine that the 


~ A greenery in this card is a holly branch representing Christmas (a time of 


j ! birth) and a palm branch representing Easter (a time of resurrection). My 


~ • own interpretation is that the sword must represent death because it is in 


1 the middle and between birth and rebirth there must be a death. 


~ covers Peter and Heloise. 


This is what 


The cross o'f their relationship is the Knight of Wands. Dr. Anderson, t last year I had ~ dream and you were in it along with several of my classmates. 


We were in a meadow and suddenly it grew very dark. The Tarot cards were 


floating upside down on the dark river near us and they came to life. It 







·, 


Peter and Heloise 
Page 2 


was getting very crowded and noisy, and I started to panic. You said to me, 


"Come on, hurry, get yourself a knight." The only knight around was the Knight 


of Wands but his horse was rearing and I was frightened. I looked around 


desperately for the Knight of Pentacles or Cups. Then somehow we left the 


meadow and several of us went to a garden on campus with a fence on the right 


side. And you said to me, "I want you to cultivate this piece of ground for 


yourself." I know nothing about farming but I set to work in earnest. Then 


I went to your office because I wanted to know a secret about ... what? I 


didn't know what. You had books and potions and magical stuff there. You 


left the room and I started snooping around. You came back and you said, 


"Did you find what you were looking for?" I had found an ancient book with 


all of our names in it. I knew that everything was written in a positive way 


but I could not understand the nature of the tasks listed for each of us. 


I thought that I wanted to go back to the garden after all and you smiled 


like an angel. 


The Knight of Wands is frightening because his weapon is that of divine 


power. He is using that fiery power in his crusade--the search for the truth. 


This is the cross of Peter and Heloise. In her words, the crux is not "breaking 


faith with the Church, it is breaking faith with something you pledged yourself 


to ... Plato would know and Socrates--it's the spirits of just men made perfect, 


a kind of community of noble souls." (Page 135) 


The best that may have happened is the "community of noble souls" -- the 


II of Cups. Oh, for what might have been! In this card the woman represents 


the purity of thy soul; the man, the conscious mind. They are exchanging 


gifts but he is making the first move. This give and take has the power of 


healing grace. Heloise and Peter may have funded this power had they chosen 


to. 


The bottom of the situation is the III of Cups. This card shows re j oi c i ng 







Peter and Heloise 
Page 3 


in the bounty of the harvest. "Let's raise our cups to it!," the women in the 


card seem to say. The love affair of Peter and Heloise was a celebration of 


the sharing between a man and a woman. But for the lovers there is another 


aspect to the felt joy which is the foundation of their relationship. Heloise 


reflects, "The grief that is to come will be no less than the love that went 


be-fore it." (Page 139) 


The Emperor is in the past. He stands for Reason, that which is able to 


discern the truth in all situations. But for Peter and Heloise he is in the 


past. The Emperor seems to say that they are what they alone made of them-


selves. Peter says, "I do not want to be a monk. I have not any vocation. 


I want to go on fighting and teaching the way I have always done. But that 


is ended." (Page 215) For Peter and Heloise it has been done. 


In the future, the VII of Pentacles. The character in this card looks 


wistful. He seems to have come to the plant ready to harvest it but there 


isn't any fruit. His face says he's worked hard but something must have been 


lacking in his efforts. For Peter and Heloise there is the opportunity to 


realize that material happiness is not enough to feed the soul. The soul's 


nourishment comes through spiritual cultivation. 


Their selves is represented by the Chariot. The charioteer has no reins. 


How does he direct the sphinxes? It is through his will that they move the 


Chariot along. _The Chariot is, o£ course, the body. The waxing and waning 


moons on the Charioteer's shoulders tells us that he is on the Path of the 


Moon. Which is to say, the Charioteer represents the purification of desires 


and the proper use of free will, i.e., receptivity to the will of Tao. One 
I 


cannot say that Peter and Heloise were victims of circumstance. That which 


they needed they had within themselves. Heloise knows. "And what we must not 


do is to pretend that it is not a sin, and sprinkle it with holy water and 


cover it up with holy words, until it rots us." (Page 136) 
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Peter and Heloise 
Page 4 


Their environment is represented by the Ace of Wands, the giver of life. 


The lovers were blessed with many opportunities for spiritual growth. In class 


you remarked that Abelard was provided with every opportunity to meet his 


destiny well. This card says it is so. He needed only to decide for tapping 


spiritual power and it would have been given him. But Peter did not put his 


foot down. "I suppose it's like Saul on the road to Damascus ... Only ... he saw 


a great light before he went blind. I haven't seen much yet." (Page 217) 


And as for Heloise, she did it all for Peter and not for the love of Tao. 


Gilles notes she would go to hell if Peter asked her to. (Page 218) Would 


she make the same sacrafice for Tao? Heloise herself admits, "I took the 


veil, not for God's sake, but for Abelard's. What should I expect from God? 


I have done nothing for love of Him." (Page 274) At least she is honest. 


Their hopes and fears are represented by the Hanged Man. The Hanged Man 


reminds us that things are not always what they appear to be on the surface. 


He is conscious of Ultimate Power but he is not collapsed into it or anything 


else. He remains centered in himself. The Hanged Man sees that others live 


the ordinary life in the ordinary way and knows it is because they all look 


at things upside down. Yet everybody looks at him and think he's the one who 


is crazy. The Hanged Man doesn't care what others think. He is apart from 


the crowd but he has peace of mind and perfect contentment. This is the 


hope and fear of our lovers. 


Heloise is not a crowd pleaser. "Beloved, do you not know that I would 


rather be called your harlot than be empress of Christendom?" (Page 136) But 


yet she doesn't seem to think about .what pleases Tao. She says, "I don't say 
I 


any prayers~ unless for him. So it doesn't matter." (Page 146) It matters a 


great deal if one wants to become oneself. 


Peter's not a crowd pleaser either, at least not by Denise's observation 


of him: "They will never make a churchman out of Peter." (Page 146) What does 


Peter want of life? "I believe the thing I have most wanted all my life was to 
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Peter and Heloise 
Page 5 


be free." (Page 33) And then he says, "I hate to be tied." (Page 35) He 


fails to recognize that true freedom means to be tied--just like the Hanged 


Man. So poor Peter does not like to be tied but he would willingly tie down 


another. Gilles puts it more sharply when he says to Peter that he wants 


"freedom for yourself ... and power of life and death over everybody else." 


(Page 35) Why might Peter desire this power over his love, Heloise? "Because 


if you want the truth, I could not stand it. Because I am jealous of every 


man that looks at her." (Page 218) Note that these words were uttered 


after the horrendous incident which befell him. What did I say in class 


about Abelard not using the pleasure/pain axis as a measure? Hmm ... that's 


obviously not the case! 


What will come? The VI of Cups. Such a pretty, little card! At the 


end, Peter and Heloise might have considered what Jesus said about becoming 


as little children. This card reminds us of the great beauty of humility. 


Heloise says, "If one's heart is utterly hollow, no one seems to notice any 


difference." (Page 272) Maybe ... but the one whose heart is hollow feels 


the emptiness and so the heart aches to be filled. God can fill a heart if 


you ask. This card shows that God's grace is always being offered to those 


who humbly ask. An interesting quote with respect to this card: "Will you 


get out of my sight, Peter?," said he (Gilles). "They say Providence has a 


care for children and fools, but I have small use for either." (Page 121) 


Speaking of children and fools, the Fool is the bottom card. There is 


a poster of the Fool tacked on my wall. Sometimes in the morning I greet him 


and think that he is at the start of each day. Just so he is at the start 


of each instant. The Sun for the Fool will never reach its zenith because 


it is eternally rising. In a way one can liken us to the Sun because we can 


never reach the limit of our potentials. Isn't it wonderful? 


Peter thinks, "Half one's life one walked carelessly, certain that some 
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day one would have one's heart's desire: and for the rest of it, one either 


goes empty, or walks carrying a full cup, afraid of every step . " (Page 115) 


Well, all the cups in the Tarot spread are full so Peter and Heloise do not 


go empty. And as for carrying a full cup and being afraid of every step, 


who isn't afraid of putting the old foot down? The Fool tells us that although 


we don't know if we will be supported, there is always room for one more step. 


I have been so wrapped up in the love affair of Peter and Heloise that I 


have not seen the most important thing of all: that the relationship to 


oneself comes before the relationship to another. Yes, it is painful. 


It sometimes means having a thorn in the garland. "Do you know the garland 


I am going to make you, Heloise? ... ! do not know why, but it must have a 


thorn in it." (Page 141) Though Peter did not know why,he recognized the 


necessity for the thorn in the garland . It seems to me that after the 


garland had withered and died, it was Heloise who held on tightly to the 


thorn . 








Barbara Asaro 
March 10, 1982 


Along the west side of the building where I work is a dirt path lined with 


bushes and trees of the friendly sort. I like to walk in my "forest" and 


think about stuff. Sometimes I sit at the picnic table and write or read; 


sometimes I just sit. An interesting thing happened the other day in the 


forest. Happily for me, a little bear came by to visit. He found what was 


said in class about bears "quite right on all counts." Also, he likes nice 


tricks, puns, riddles, and dancing. Although he is good natured, there is 


a serious side to him tha~s very dangerous to fool around with. 


good reason, of course. /'It's just that there is a point (and very 


Not without 


early on, 


I might add) where bears get fed up with clowning around. That's what 
--J 


"unbearable" means-- "I'm not going to put up with this monkey business 


anymore." What else should we expect? After all, bears are not monkeys! 


~~ We can learn a great deal about solitude from bears. When it is 


timely , they hibernate. So when it is wintry in our own lives, why don't 


we? When we feel "hedged in," we should do what G. Marcel advises and 


"dig in the narrow place which has been given you."* The narrow place has 


already been given; we have only to dig. Jesus says, "When thou prayest, 


enter into thy closet, pray to thy Father in secret ... " In my closet there 


is only room for me. There is no room to invite the whole neighborhood in 


for coffee. There is no room for "we all" and "y'all" at all! 


When it is timely for me to retreat from the world, let me enter my 


closet and start digging. Let me pray to my Father in secret. And let me 


humbly ask in the words of O.V. deMilosz, "Solitude, my Mother, tell me my 


life again." 


*Homo Viatar: I~troduction to the Metaphysic of Hope, page 28 








Barbara Asaro 
November 3, 1982 


"I'm afraid of moving into the space where I will see myself as I really am." 


My greatest underlying fear is that I will disappear if I peer inside too 


closely. Another way to put it is: I'm afraid that if I do look inside 


deeply there won't be a soul at home. 


I often think of a conversation I had with a friend several years ago. She 


had asked me why I was afraid of death and I said I was afraid of losing myself. 


"Losing what of yourself?," was the question. "Losing Barbara," was the reply. 


It embarrassed me to say something that sounded so dumb but it was true. We 


had been talking about reincarnation and it seemed entirely possible to me 


that I have lived other lives at other times. Suppose that it is the case--


then where did the other me's go? Where will this me go? Maybe the me j s~ 't -
mine. 


If the me isn't mine, then what of the self I really am? If it is really 


mine, then I can't lose it. The I counsels us that what is one's own cannot 


be permanently lost, that it comes of its own accord, and that one need only 


be able to wait. It is strange to think about waiting on my own self. And 


{ again, the Oracle counsels us to allow fruit that is entrusted to our care to 


~'cJf) ripen in its own allotted time. The message from the Witness Self is that I 


' should be a careful gardener unto my own self. lt . 
P~J ~ ~ ·--~~ r-+~ ~~ c--A ~~ 
.et~-JI....- t-~ ~ '--c.a.f~ .rf. 








" 


.. 


-~ 


_ Barbara Asaro 
October 14, 1981 


I had a decision to make regarding the length and format of my paper this 


week. I wanted very much to share with you a dream that I had but in order to 


relate it in detail, I needed more than one sheet of paper. I had to chose 


t between editing the dream or going beyond the imposed limit of one page. The 


first choice is not within my power to do well so I have opted for the second. 


Please excuse me due to special circumstance. 


After class last Wednesday I thought of how helpful it would be to have an 


example of crucial timing as expressed in dream form. I have not been able to 


recall any dreams for several weeks so that night as I laid my head on my pillow 


I specifically asked for a dream relating to crucial time and for the energy to 


recall it well. This is what I dreamt: 


I found myself out of town on business and had just checked into a very 


old, grand hotel. I was having the greatest difficulty locating the bell man 


~ and could not read the number on my room key. 


~ had been misplaced but then thought that perhaps it was waiting for me in my 


I became worried that my baggage 


j ~ room. 


~: ':r engraving. The numbers read: 4-1 _ ~ 1· 
I held the key in the palm of my right hand and looked hard at the 


I couldn't tell by what I had discerned 


~ ~ if I needed to go to the fourth floor or the first. Choosing the fourth, I got 


·~ ~ ) ~ on an escalator. As I was going up, I remembered what don Juan had said about 


making an effort to look at something in dreaming. I looked down at my dress but 


~J 


\''~i 
{ ~ 


my attention was diverted by the fact that it was not my dress. I was wearing a 


garish, green and yellow mini-dress and a coat of cheap, imitation, black leather. 


I had seen a girl wearing this outfit in the hotel lobby. Could she have stolen 


f 
~ ~ my clothes? I stared down again and saw in disbelief that my legs were not my 


own. I reasoned that the girl may have pulled a trick to steal my clothes but 


how on earth did she manage to swap legs with me? As fond as I am of my legs, 


I did not worry about this as my energy was devoted toward finding my room. 


Somehow I was greatly comforted by the thought that changing my clothes would 
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Page 2 


change more than my attire. 


There was an elevator at the top of the escalator. I looked inside of it, 


saw it was empty, and got in. I pushed the button numbered "4." Immediately I 


had the insight this was not correct after all, so I pushed the button numbered 


"1." As the elevator went up to the fourth floor, I saw that indeed I was not 


alone. A midget wearing a suit was standing quietly in the corner. The elevator 


opened at the fourth floor, then closed. As we were going down to the first 


floor, I apologized to him. He looked at me with the greatest sense of 


sympathy in his eyes as though pushing the wrong button was absolutely inexcus-


able and he would have to consider forgiving me. I was embarrassed of my 


clothes and of my behavior. When the elevator door opened at the first floor, 


he waited for me to get off but did not make a motion to get off himself. I had 


the distinct impression then that he operated the elevator. I looked around 


and saw that the first floor was actually a very fine casino. Fond as I am of 


gambling, I noticed ~ight off that every kind of gaming was taking place. 


However, it did not tempt me as I was still very much concerned with finding 


my room and changing my clothes. I walked through the casino, past the noisy 


slot machines, and outside. 


Now I found myself back in San Diego across the street from a church I 


have been in many times. I sensed that my room was in a house on this street 


and when I thought of going there, the very thought brought me there. Inside 


the house was a room with colorful, poster-sized pictures of my relatives all 


of which appeared to have been taken many years ago. My youngest aunt on my 


mother's side was there and she invited me to look through the pictures. I stood 


there and watched her as though I were viewing a movie. She held up a poster of 


my family at a party. My favorite uncle, long since dead, was there having a 


marvelous time. It made me happy; it made me sad. I waited for him to turn 


and smile at me but although the picture looked so real , I saw in disappointment 


that it was just a snapshot after all. 







Asaro 
Page 3 


God, how I wanted to change my clothes! I walked away from the room or 


maybe I was moved away. I found myself sitting outside the house in a wicker 


chair wearing my own clothes at last. I closed my eyes in relief for what seemed 


to be a few moments. When I opened my eyes, several people I work with were 


there. My boss had brought wine and a bagful of snacks with him. He set them on 


a table and everyone sat around it. He told me that we were all going out to 


dinner to celebrate my successful business trip. There were also two men there 


I did not recognize. The older one said he refused to go to a particular 


restaurant because he did not want people to think he was gay. He laughed 


crudely and slapped his thigh. I stared at him with wide-open eyes. No one 


else had laughed and I thought that one of the men I worked with would be 


embarrassed by this remark. I glanced at him and saw that his face was red. 


I had the certain feeling that the younger man I did not know was also gay. 


I looked at him to see what his reaction was and he made a gesture to leave. 


I found this whole scene utterly fascinating. The two strangers took off and 


those of us remaining debated about where we would go for dinner. Finally at 


my suggestion we decided on a favorite Italian restaurant. Though it was quite 


a few miles away, we were walking the distance. I was bringing up the tail end 


and felt very badly because no one had called ahead to order the pizza. Then 


I awoke with the dreadful feeling one has when something has been left undone. 


I .. , . {c..vutt~'V\ I 
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Barbara Asaro 
November 25~ 1981 


Since this class has such a heavy tonal and there hasn't been an occasion to 
r 


hear a poem (yet), and since it was good to hear the words of St. John of the • 


~ 
Cross, I thought it might be nice to have a poem or two of ryis for breakfast. ~} 


Leafing through my book, I chose a poem seemingly a;:~d~: (I wonder if there~ ~ 
is truly such a thing as "at random?") ~·~ 


Although St. John doesn't title this parti~lar poem (attached), before he ~~ 


-~t begins it he writes of the soul that "delights in knowing God by faith." We 


equate faith with believing but here St. John tells us that a soul can know 


God by faith. The poem says that to know by faith is to know by night. 
~ t 
~~ 


There is an eternal spring referred to in the poem which, although hidden ~ 
deep, has a course. That is to say, grace has a way. Grace always has a way. 


None may cross the spring's depths although by night. In the Catholic Church 


at Eastertide they have a rite called the "Stations of the Cross." Do you 


suppose that maybe one person among all the worshippers ever stops to reflect 


on the stations of his or her own cross? We journey from one station to the 


next by faith and not by sight, as St. Paul would remind us. 


The spring's radiance is "never clouded" and in it all "light has its 


genesis, although by night." To say that light has its genesis by darkness 


is to say that we cannot see light except that we put our foot down in the 


dark. Of course, we don't know what we're putting our foot down on. The 


poem goes so far as to say that the currents of the spring water hell, heaven, 


and earth. One could step into hell at any moment. This is another reason 


why every instant is so critical. 


In class you indicated that we shouldn't assume nothing is happening 


simply because we can't see all that is going on underneath the surface. The 


poem would agree. It tells us that though the spring's water relieves our 


thirst, it does so by night. So much for grabbing at the Holy Grail ... and so 


much for charting one's own course of growth. 








Barbara Asaro 
October 21, 1981 


In class I listened as you spoke about that time in childhood when the grade 


is first viewed as being more important than the work. I wondered how long it 


would take to canvas my memory for that one but, surprisingly enough, I didn't 


have to press one bit. As I walked to my car, the memory came of its own accord. 


When I reached school age, because my birthday is in December, I was a bit 


too old for kindergarten and a bit too young for first grade. The decision was 


made to place me in first grade mainly because it was highly doubtful that I 


would ever learn the true meaning of the word "nap." So I entered the first 


grade without the benefit of the kindergarten experience . At that tender age, 


, I did not know about grades because all I knew was my mother's encouragement. 


f It must have been about one-third the way through the school year that my 


teacher gave the class a report card of sorts. It was not meant to be a formal 


report; it was just a piece of construction paper folded in half with the "grades" 


j inside. By now I knew quite a bit about receiving a mark for work I had done 


~ but I wasn't phased by it. After school I sat proudly on the front steps of 


I the building holding my card, waiting for my mom to pick me up. The card was 
G not sealed so I opened it. 


~ •• ~ grades. 
s ·~ card were a bunch of big, fat red stars. What a crushing blow! By the time 


-~ l my mom pulled up, I was crying my little heart out. She said all the right 


Large, colored stars were used to indicate the 


I saw that blue stars were A's and C's were red. There inside my 


~ f things to comfort me but, strangely enough, I would not be consoled. I had 


\. ~ decided on my own, for and by myself, that getting those highly-coveted blue 


~j 


·lj 
~1 


~-l 
e 


stars was the most important thing in the world. 


It is interesting to note that a class called "Being, Faith and Prayer" 


has generated the bubbling up of early childhood memories. It points to how 


crucial the role of faith is for us early on and invites us to look not only at 


the role of faith in our relationship to Tao but also within one's own person. 


What does it mean to believe in myself? What does it mean to lust after blue 


stars? Perhaps the contemplation of faith unreels memories from early childhood 


because faith asks us to remember a time when the work was done for its own 


sake and the blue star was the joy of the doing. 
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A guru was asked, "How do I get. 
rid of attachments?," t .o which 
he replied, "Attach yourself to 
God." 


Barbara Asaro 
May 9, 1980 


Upon hearing the advice of t .he guru, one is tempted to say, 
"Well, what good is it to at.t .ach oneself to God? Isn't. an 
attachment an at.t.achment no mat.ter what. that attachment may 
be?" At that point it would be wise to read again the guru's 
advice because that sort. of comment. shows one has not under
stood correctly the nature of the excellent reply. 


On the one hand, the guru doesn't say, "Give up all your 
possessions." He isn't indicating that. in order to be rid 
of attachments one must run away from them. Yet, on the 
other hand, he doesn't. say, "Hang on to your at.tachments 
and wear them like cement shoes," either. No, he doesn't 
address the problem of attachrnent.s direct.ly but instead 
replies simply, "Attach yourself to God." And when he says, 
"Attach yourself t .o God," he doesn't mean God is the 
at.tachment. 


What the guru's reply means is that ~become attached to 
God--not like a wart. but rat.her like the links are attached 
in Prince Starbeam' s chain. For anot.her way of saying, 
"Att.ach yourself to God" is "Link up your chain, my brot.her." 
Or, as Meister Eckhart. put.s it. so beaut.ifully, "God expects 
but. one thrimg of you, and that is that you should come out 
of yourself, in so far as you are a created being and let 
God be God in you." One wonders where the at.t .achment.s 
have gone. 
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Barbara Asaro 
Being, Faith & Prayer 
September 16, 1981 


Boy, does this class have a heavy tonal! It reminded me immediately of some-


thing I have learned from my orthodontist--the more uncomfortable you are, the 


less likely you are to fall asleep in your chair. In this class there is a need 


to be more on guard than usual if for no other reason than because the new 


classroom is not home. (Sniff, sniff.) Remember when we asked the Tarot for 


our class grade last term and the bottom card we received was the VIII of 


cups? Well, now it is time to leave the comfort of the mountain valley, 


pick up one's staff and assume the mood of the wanderer. Not only is it 


the case that we don't know where the path leads but because it's night time 


we can't even see ahead a teensy bit. Let's say to the moon, "Lead, kindly 
d,f~ Sec.--.. 


light, the d~e s I do not ask to see, one step's enough for me." 


In class when you spoke of adequate/inadequate self-understanding, I 


wondered at the time how one would know when one's self-understanding was 


adequate. I think now that you have to keep on tasting yourself because 


while tasting yourself, it becomes increasingly clearer when your self-


understanding is not adequate. It seems more fitting to use inadequacy 


and not adequacy as the taste test. 


I appreciated your choice of the word "adequate" instead of, say, 


"perfect," "total," or "complete." When you said "adequate self-understanding," 


I thought of that self-understanding which is fitting for me at the time 


given my light (moon or sun) at the time. "Adequate self-understanding" 


leaves me room to grow at my own speed in my own way, and in my own way 


I am grateful. "Adequate self-understanding" means one step's enough for 


me. In a world that tries so very hard to make you just like everybody 


else and where I battle every day to find the courage to be myself, it 


is a wonderful thing to embrace a term like "adequate self-understanding." 


Thank you so much, Dr. Anderson. 
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The mystical process, as a psychological 
phenomenon, is in fact analogous to falling 
in love. 


--Ortega, On Love, Page 58 
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Barbara Asaro 
March 31, 1982 


For our studies the most important similarity between falling in love and 
mysticism is what Ortega calls "a phenomenon of attention." (Page 60) Specif
ically, he uses don Juan's term of "fixing" the attention, thereby withdrawing 
it from all else. Upon fixing the attention, consciousness is cleared, 
creating what Ortega calls "a vacuum." For descriptions of the vacuum, 
Ortega turns to Meister Eckhart's "silent desert of God" and St. John of the 
Cross' "dark night of the soul." One might add don Juan's "sweeping of the 
tonal" and Maharaj's "beyond being and becoming," among others. This vacuum, 
this emptiness, is truly a fullness. That is, it is filled up with the Nagual, 
with Tao. 


Ortega quotes our friend Eckhart, "True possession of God is in the 
spirit, not in thinking about God uniformly and continually. Man should not 
have a God who is merely thought about, for when his thought ceases, God would 
also cease." (Page 64) (No wonder Samkara asked forgiveness for sinning on 
his pilgrimage to Kasi with regard to thought--" ... in thinking about you, I 
forget that you are beyond thought.") 


For Ortega this state of "beyond thought" is like being "a sponge of 
divinity." (page 64) Likewise a state of complete absorption exists when 
"in love" at the point where the one is so sapped with the other, there's no 
need to think about the other. 


Now, how did I come across this interesting essay and why is it important 
enough that I would choose to write about it? Aside from our course work on 
mysticism this term, I am presently undergoing the phenomenon of "falling in 
love." That is to say, I am sapped. I know that some people fall in and out 
of love as often as they change their socks, but since I don't, this is a big y 
deal. In my case I must contend with another aspect of this state: I can't ? 
just say that the whole thing is wonderful/natural/terrible. I have to face 
the plain fact that I'm totally collapsed. So the other morning I watched a 
parade of notions march around my head: mechanical response, mooning about, 
inauthentic love, moodiness ... the whole laundry list. As I reflected on this 
theme, I happened to spot On Love by Ortega on my bookshelf. Aha! An omen! 
I opened the book and found the essay on mysticism and falling in love. Good 
omen! There at the very end of the essay was this: 


(All love passes through the frantic zone of 
l "falling in love," but, on the other hand, ) 


"falling in love" is not always followed by J~ 
genuine love. ~ 


--Page ?? 


Moreover ... 


'


• 1 ••• as our sentiments become more 
I spirituality, they lose violence 


force. 
--Page ?8 


tinged with 
and mechanical 


If I understand Ortega correctly, authentic love must pass through 
"falling in love" and it is spirituality that redeems it. Please, 
Dr. Anderson, is Ortega correct? Is my interpretation sound? cl ~ ,~ 
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Barbara Asaro 
Mysticism 
May 5, 1982 


A couple of months ago a young man came into my workplace who had business 


with a coworker. He gave me several funny looks and finally, since I do not 


keep a nameplate on my desk, came over to me and asked if my name was 


Barbara. I said, "That's what they call me." He said, "Do you remember 


me?" What a question! "No, I'm afraid I don't," I replied somewhat 


hesitantly. "My name is Hector Torres; we went to grade school together," 


he said as though that would certainly shake my memory. Then he proceeded 


to recount,in public mind you, every detail he could remember about me. 


Boy, did I wish he'd pack up and leave! 


The incident invited me to reflect on change. Here I'd thought that 


I had changed but obviously I hadn't changed that much on the physical level. 


Then last week at the health spa I was sitting in the sauna, minding my own 


business. The girl next to me says with a look of recognition on her face, 


"You don't remember me, do you?" One thing I knew for sure; she wasn't 


Hector Torres! She saw I was puzzled and gave me a clue. "We went to high 


school together." "Oh sure," I ventured, "you're Kathy Tabidisto." She 


shook her head. "Well," I guessed, "you must have graduated a year ahead 


of me." That went over like a lead balloon since the poor thing had 


graduated a year behind me. We talked for a bit and it seemed to me that 


she had never left high school. I, on the other hand, was never really of it. 


Maybe I've changed in the sense that I don't recognize anybody anymore . 


I was at the Beach Boys concert last Sunday and I thought to myself that 


perhaps the only thing that's changed through the years are my idols. I 


thought about my old favorites and asked myself: What's the difference if 


you're crazy about Howdy Doody, the Beach Boys, or Gurdjieff? What's really 


real is the idolatry. Perhaps only my self-image has changed, which is to -
say that nothing's changed. 
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Barbara Asaro 
October 7, 1981 


it is greater to hold it fast after having 
~ ~ .• }' given it up ... " 


~~ 'J H~ve you ever wondered what happens to a poor, good wish when it is given 


• J up? The angels carry it to the Wish Garden in Faerie. If you bless it as you 


~ let it go, all the better for you. And if you remember to keep on blessing it, 


·t ; all the better for the wish as in time the wish will grow. But know that 


~ ~clocks in Faerie are set to a different order for time is timeless there. 


. _t Know too that there is a law in Faerie that negative thoughts also find their 


J 1\J" 
~'i~ way to the Wish Garden even though lack of faith always injures a wish. That's 


i they sigh in Faerie and shake their heads and cry, "0 Wisher! How could 


i
:! ~y~u not hold fast to your wish, the poor wish that was carried on an angel's 


j } wmg, the good wish that was held to an angel's heart?" 


. J Well, it doesn't look like much now but the above little ditty has taken 


~ l.~e many, many hours to write. I have the funny feeling that the open books 


• j which surround me are looking on in amusement. The~ is inviting me to pick 


l it up Here's a question: "Which hexagram best describes what it means to 


,~ ~ ~ hold ~ast to your wish after having given it up?" Here's an answer: Hexagram 


\., \ J" 8, Holding Together ( 1 , 2 CD chnn.ging _to Hexagram 1 ~ , APJlroach. ! ! ! 


·l ~ ~ Often ·When ·r receive an answer: that fits like an old shoe, I think of a 


joke I've always {liked. ·- It's the sor.t .·0':lr :joke tha:t ' the audience consistently 
- ~. :-~;. .:~··\ ·, 0.. '-:'";·"" - ~ . ;.: ... \.. a~··v · .. '•' (.. 


groans at but, of ·cour·s·e} that ha·s: · never' +s tQppeCi"'nieL f~.om telling it. The gist 
··~{:-_ ~"~_ir:-_ ... ·"': -.. • ! •.• ··:~ r.·~1it. ~-rl 'f"' :,: (/_ .. ··' ' 


of it is about this ;:fe-HeW' who is rcivin!F abou't' h&·.s:-~ ~h~rmos. He explains to 


his work buddies ·that i:riSthe wint-e~~~e ! pli:&'S~ se~:P :.fti\~tit ~·and when he opens it 


at work \he soup is · st{u-· piping~·6i~ . "lfrt ft'he! §umlJler··ne puts lemonade in the 


thermos and at work the- : 1emonade · ~jji\fs·t;irr.~ic .e:-1c0'ld.- His friends are not 


impressed' and they say / ·tif;o your-'· ~rmGs ;keeps • soup. hot and lemonade cold! 


What's so great about that?" "What's so great about that?," the man repeats 


in amazement, "HOW DO IT KNOW?" Sometimes the I Ching is like that. 








Barbara Asaro 
April 27, 1983 


Last evening we went for a sail on my boss' boat and he let me take the tiller. 


Unexpectedly, it served as a concrete example of the constant need for self-


monitoring. One can't just hold the tiller in a certain position and let the 


boat or the water do the rest. There is a constant and immediate need to make 


this or that little adjustment to keep the boat on an even keel. One small 


slip means the wind is lost. I realized that the times when I was guiding 


the boat properly I was doing so by knack--the feel of the wind, the tilt of 


the boat, the touch of the tiller. 


I made this little analogy: the boat is the body; the tiller is my 


center; the wind on my face is my guide; the full moon on the water, the 


anchored boats, the silent pelican on the wharf, all make up my dharmic field; 


the disinterested ocean is the world; what steers the tiller is my relationship 


to myself. The sails were full yet bare as I sailed along my way. 








~ Barbara Asaro 
April 13, 1983 


1 THE WOUNDING/HEALING QUALITY OF THE DIALECTIC 


'l Reflection on the wounding/healing quality of the dialectic brought to mind 


1' the Ace of Swords in the Tarot deck. 


~ elements with the Ace of Swords ruling 


In the pack, the aces preside over the 


the air. We know there is something very 


airy about thought. If we don't write down whatever glimpse of truth is given 


to us at the time, it is very likely to disappear into thin air. 


There is a book I have found very helpful in learning about the Tarot; it's 


called Numerology and the Divine Triangle. The book reveals the following about 


the imagery of the Ace of Swords: 


The Hand of God holds the upraised sword of discrimination. The golden 
crown studded with rubies shows the honor that comes to those who use 
their mental powers wisely. The holly branch hanging from the crown 
represents the Christmas season and therefore birth . The palm branch 
depicts Easter and the resurrection . The six falling yods~ symbolic 
of the developing sixth sense~ are the divine sparks that continually 
fall into incarnation~ in a never-ending cycle of birth and resurrection. 


The Ace of Swords maintains the balance between birth and resurrection, 


wounding and healing. ~easy it is to forget that the sword has two sides! 


It can heal us by removing the thorn but only if we submit to a deeper wound 


fir=-J 
Jesus said, "Do not think that I have come to send peace upon the earth; I 


have come to bring a sword ... " (Matthew 10:34-35) Here Jesus warns us not to get 


sentimental about his work but to recognize that his words are sword-like. Jesus' 


being was a sword. He cut through the ordinary life lived in the ordinary way. 


One imagines how uncomfortable it must have been for the disciples but essentially 


their station is no different than mine when I read the New Testament. It is up 


to me to face the sword without flinching. 








The chi ld:t>en of God are very dear but 
very queer, very nice but very narrow. 


--Sadhu Sundar Sirgh , 


Barbara Asaro 
March 24, 1982 


r 


I ? J 
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I spoke to the I Ching the other night. I asked, "What hexagram best describes 
one's center and its relationship to becoming narrow?" The coins gave me 
Hexagram 17, Following, with no moving lines. 


Thunder in the middle of the lake. 
The image of FOLLOWING. 
Thus the superior man at nightfall 
Goes indoors for rest and recuperation. 


I find this image particularly beautiful with regard to my question. Do you 
think it very odd that I hug my book a lot? 


Nine at the beginning tells us there is no need to go off to a monastery in 
order to live the genuinely spiritual life. George MacDonald reminds us that 
home is "the only place you can go in and out of." Here the Oracle invites us 
to go out "in company . " There's nothing wrong with that but at nightfall we 
must remember to go back indoors, entering in the words of Jesus "by the 
narrow gate." 


Six in the second place serves as a warning to be careful about who we share 
our cosmos with. Don Juan tells us that \V'ithout judging we should check out 
the tonals of those around us. Likewise, the Oracle counsels us about the 
different vibrations in the world. Mixing up vibrations in a helter-skelter 
fashion can lead to something far worse than physical death. 


Six in the third place tells us that "through following one finds what one 
seeks." What is it that one follows in order to find what one seeks? My 
own nature, that's what. And how do I follow my own nature? Doublemindedly 
and half-heartedly or singlemindedly and whole-heartedly? That's the question 
one must keep on asking. 


Nine in the fourth place reads in part, "To go one's way with sincerity 
brings clarity." The more one goes one's own way sincerely, the clearer the 
way becomes. Keep on following the path with heart and there's nothing to 
be anxious about. In fact, nine in the fifth place is a further promise 
that sincerity in the good brings good fortune. 


Looking at six at the top, I get the message that following one's own nature 
is akin to following the will of God. This is what I see: To be narrow is 
to follow one's own nature. To follow one's own nature is to be continually 
disclosing oneself to oneself. To disclose oneself to oneself is to come to 
know oneself. To come to know oneself is to come to know one's center and 
to come to know one's center is to come to know God. 


"The Kingdom of Heaven is within you," says the azarean and as larcel so 
keenly puts it "Dig in the narrow place which has been given you; you will 
find God there ... " And if that's not enough for you, he adds, " ... and 
everything. 11 








Barbara Asaro 
October 27, 1982 


The main reason why I have chosen not to write a paper about Heraclitus is 


because I don't feel comfortable about it. But then I don't believe you 


want us to be comfortable. After all, it is better to write uncomfortably 


because the harder the task , the greater the possibility for genuine growth. 


It's not my business to see where I can take Heraclitus on the space of a 


page but rather I should properly allow him to take me. 


Being l oves to concea l itself. 


This fragment is especially appealing to me. I like to read it over and 


over again; I like the repetition of it, the music of it. The statement is 


about Being and its love for concealing and yet the statement itself is 


concealing a great deal. It doesn't tell us how or why Being conceals 


its elf; it just reveals that Being loves to conceal. Perhaps it is not for _ ~ • 
~n.-.. ~~~..L .. ......-. 


us to know how or why Being concea~; 1\,/...-:.J. . :1"4- (rv... .J. --4, ... ~& : -7Z,...:.. 


1 We might say that it is through the in~erpl~ of Masculi~e and . Fem~e • 
'-"' -4 ~'-a,...&.~ A •••• oW.~~ 


energies that Being reveals and conceals itself. The}}rsculine } oves • r ~ V1-... . .,.... .......................... c. 
revelation but it is through the goodness of the Feminine that we are 


ensured there will always be something left t o revea~ 


It seems to me that this is the reason why we love to celebrate 


Halloween ; it's the magic of concealing that we so delight in and at the 


same time we're so spooked by . Being is always whispering to us, "Boo!" 


Perhaps if we're worthy our ears will become able to hear it . 








Barbara Asaro 
May 11, 1980 


How in principle is love violated when in doing my assignment. 
I do not remain within the limit. imposed? 


Exceeding the imposed one-page limit is a deliberate act of 
disobedience, and disobedience shows lack of humility, and 
lack of humilit.y shows lack of love. On the other hand, when 
an act is undertaken obediently, the act serves a much higher 
purpose than its mere complet.ion. When an act. is performed 
with true obedience, it. is done for the love of God. This is 
how in everyday, ordinary life one's most. simple act.s can 
become glorious offerings. 


_;,Al,.J-
'j-l'~ f ,,.,. 
V, )". ..r ~./'' 
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When I do my homework for the love of God, 
I remain within the limit. imposed and my 
obedience t .o the limit holds peace of 
mind within it. 


~ ... rt'v 
,L 


fY" 
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Why do I have peace of mind when I do 
my homework obediently? Because I know 
my work is good. 


How do I know my work is good? Because 
anything I do with true obedience cannot . 
help but. be good. 


Why is that so? Oh, it is not necessarily 
my work it.self that is good but. that it is 
made good by perfect obedience. 


Yes, and what. is bet.t .er than to do what. 
is good? To cont.inue t .o do t .hat which 
is good. 


And what. does it mean to con t .inue t .o do 
that which is good? It means to remain 
on the Path of the Moon. 


Well, then ••• If one experiences difficulty 
remaining within t .he one-page limit. imposed 
upon a li t .t .le homework assignment, how will 
one fare in remaining on the Path of the 
Moon? Not very well, I'm afraid. 


Then one should be most. grateful for one
page limi t .s imposed on homework assignment.s 
because they warrant. good practice. Yes, 
indeed, and one should also be most 
grateful for the teacher who imposes such 
limits! 








From the Journal of: 
Barbara Asaro 
October 8, 1980 


October 4, 1980: ... and I wonder why the class laughed at the notion of a dream 


figure revealing all those jewels of thought to Carlos. What's funny about that? 


Were we not taught about the waking world/dream world? An ally is an ally in any 


world or I have misunderstood what Dr. Anderson has been talking about. Black Elk 


said, "Sometimes dreams are wiser than waking." And," . . . the story happened just 


as he told it, and maybe it did. If it did not, it could have just as well as not." 


Moral necessity = the incapacity of an act to be otherwise if a certain goal 


is to be obtained. (Sounds like Sir Galahad's/Prince Starbeam's recipe for 


journeying through this world.) If there is nothing free about necessity, then 


how can freedom be exercised in a matter of moral necessity? It's not that one 


doesn't have a choice but that one can't act otherwise if the goal is to be 


obtained. Once the choice is made to obtain the goal, then the aim is clear. r I asked the 


1 necessity? 


I Ching: Which hexagram best expresses the meaning of moral 


The Oracle said: Holding Together (8) changing into Keeping Still (52). 


October 5, 1980: The earthen bowl is part of the imagery of Hexagram 8, Holding 


Together. To act out of moral necessity is to be like an earthen bowl--a nice, 


smooth, brown one, I think. Holding together means not losing yourself (and I 


might add, not throwing yourself away either). Sublimity, constancy and 


perserverance apply to this hexagram. I think it is important to see how they 


apply to the hero. 


If I could embody the true character of any hexagram just by taking thought, 


without hesitation I would choose Hexagram 52. How beautifully it describes the 


way of the warrior: 


Keeping Still means stopping. 
When it is time to stop, then stop. 
When it i s t i me to advance, then advance. 
Thus movement and rest do not miss the right time, 
And their course becomes bright and clear. 


In recognizing an act of moral necessity and acting in a timely manner, one's path 


becomes bright and clear. This is what don Juan means when he talks about following 


a path with heart, and this is Prince Starbeam's Path of the Moon. 








November 12, 1980 
(/\ 


r. Anderson: 


I have critiqued bits of my paper and what follows is all about 
change and being tired (or, more precisely, being tired for want 
o f change). 


~ .. 
~. ,,l(The sentence, "I don't do the changing but rather I allow sincerity 
. •t"" to change me," is inexcusable so I must ask forgiveness. Apparently 
w at the time I wrote it I fell readily into the old trap of 


believing that sincerity is enough to change me. How many times 
have I been told that sincerity is never enough? (Dr. Anderson, 
I~ you slapping your forehead!) The 1. Ching said, "If you are 
sincere, you have success in your heart, and whatever you do suc
ceeds." Notice how quickly I skipped over the "do" part. I have 
this remarkable tendency for wanting to sew before tying a knot 
in the thread, and threading the needle is not enough. 


And how did I come up with: "When I really change it is the 
result of wu wei?" It appears as though I forgot that I don't 
practice wu wei and then expect to miraculously become changed. 
I wonder why I didn't say that while I am wu-wei-ing, I am becoming 
changed. I'm beginning to entertain the possibility that I was in 
Narnia for the greater part of last week. 


I do remember that last week I felt oh-so tired. Do you recall last 
Wednesday during class time when someone told you they overheard 
another say, "What do you do if you're tired when you're young?" 
Boy, was I shocked to hear you repeat my words in class because 
I had said them in what I hold to be the sanctuary of the ladies' 
room. But, you know, that kind soul brought it to your attention 
for a reason--it was discussed in class for my benefit. I thank 
you and her and the mirror in the ladies' room. I thank the mirror 
because after I had uttered those tired, old words I caught a good 
look at. myself in the mirror and I thought to ask, "If you're tired 
now, how will you race against horses?" That's a pretty good 
question. Fortunately, I was not so damned tired that I forgot 
to ask it. 


I want to change and since I don't think it's happening fast 
enough, I try to hurry grace. But grace can't be hurried and so 
I get tired. Sometimes I have stirrings of change--they're like 
baby bubbles that are rising up to the surface, ready to pop at 
any moment with a tiny shock. That's what I meant when I wrote 
that stuff about swallowing a star that continues to shine. 


' Maybe it is the possibility of change when (reflected on) that 
shines me. (That and my tin grin.) 


Your shiner, 








Barbara Asaro 
September 29, 1982 


THE RELATION BETWEEN MY ASSIGNED TEXTUAL READING AND MY CHANGING RELATION TO 
MYSELF 


In class I have found it very helpful to relate what I hear to my own 


behavior by asking, "Is what Dr. Anderson saying true of me?" Or, "How can I 


relate this to my way of being in the world?" So last week when you spoke of 


a heart that's been filled up with petty crap, I asked my heart if this was 


the case for me and in answer my eyes filled with tears. Poor heart! By its 


nature it should hold that which is cherished above all else, yet mine had 


I 
been filled up with the shabby and tattered remnants of my own fantasy . 


.., . . ,,r.. (As a result I felt like a cork bobbing up and down on the ocean while my 


,Y t heart yearned to be made quiet. So it is a very good thing indeed that I 


{"' heard what you said and asked myself the question that needed asking, namely, 


"How have I cared for the heart which beats within me?" 


This sort of practical application is also needful when I study. For 


instance, in class it was noted that neither Heidegger nor Fink brought home 


the true meaning of keranos (i.e., it does not mean simply lightning but 


both lightning and thunder). When I read the fragment, did I bother to 


\ 


check the words out? 


"{" • have translated Greek 


No, I didn't. True, many moons have passed since I 


but that's a cheap excuse. If nothing else, I am 


capable of looking words up in a Greek dictionary which, by the way, happens 


to be readily available. (Perhaps I am worse off than those who have never 


studied the language. C.S. Lewis wrote that a smattering of knowledge is 


worse than none!) At any rate, regardless of my personal circumstances and 


available resources at a given time, I have an obligation to do the best 


I can with what I've got. I have a responsibility to Heraclitus that is 


)


just as great as Heidegger's or Fink's. JWhen my responsibility to the text is 


... ~ : et well, I am at the same time working on rectifying the ever changing 


?t~~ relation to mysel::; 








Barbara Asaro 
March 17, 1982 


DRESS AND ITS RELATION TO TONAL 


Months ago I dreamt we were in the auditorium of my old high school where you 
were preparing to speak. I saw you among a group of people ... you were wearing 
jeans and loafers! 


It was only then that I noticed he was wearing 
a suit. The full impact of such an incongruity 
hit me. I was dumbfounded. 


--Tales of Power, page 106 


Your jeans were pressed neatly and the loafers were polished but I didn't think 
you were dressed appropriately for the occasion and I was rather disappointed. 
Also, you might say I was a trifle surprised that I would ever see you dressed 
in that fashion! I was with Irene and she was not the least bit shocked. In 
fact she said to me quite nonchalantly that your wife was there with your slacks 
and shoes and that you were probably going to change before speaking. This 
turned out to be the case after all. You peered at me just like a little bird, 
cocked your head to one side, and raised your eyebrows as if to say, "See?" •J 


(/ "I've pointed out to you that rrry suit has been 
made to order and that everything I have on 
today fits me to perfection. It is not rrry 
vanity that I wanted to show~ but rrry warrior's 
spirit~ rrry warrior's tonal." 


--Tales, page 135 


csr u. 
().!-


When we look at dress from the warrior's ~ sp~ive and see it as a challenge, 
it is easy to understand why sloppy dress is so utterly repulsive. It repulses 
us (or at least it should) because it reflects a sloppy tonal. Clean clothes that 
fit the person and the occasion reflect a clean and fit tonal. I don't mean to 
say that off-beat or wild dress is not appropriate. That's not necessarily true. 
In fact, good friend Irene is a classic example! I remember remarking to another 
friend that one of the things I truly like about Irene is that I'm never quite 
sure what weird and wonderful outfit she'll come up with next. So it's not 
that delightful aspect of dress that I'm referring to when I say "sloppy." 
What I mean by "sloppy" is being careless about dressing. Being careless about 
dressing means being careless with one's tonal and the next thing you know ... 


Everything about them is dreary--their 
clothes~ their smell~ their attitude. 


--Tales, page 134 


Therefore, I should have a care for how I dress because I should have a care 
for my personal tonal. I don't hand over my finest gown to any witch who comes 
along and asks for it. Instead I wear it impeccably and the same would go for 
jeans and loafers! 








.. -
MEDITATION ON MAYA 


Barbara Asaro 
March 3, 1982 


Last Thursday was my friend's funeral. When my family and I arrived at 
the church, it was overflowing. It looked as if many people would have to 
wait outside during the ceremony. The idea came to me that we might be able 
to sit in the choir loft. We made our way up, up the narrow stairs and sat 
on folding chairs that were already set up. From the choir loft, I have a 
bird's eye view. 


Speckled here and there in the crowd are familiar people: some sitting, 
some kneeling, some standing along the ends of the aisles. On the altar are 
hundreds and hundreds of flowers. So white, some so red. Two men wheelecr a 
white casket down the aisle. Over it is a blanket of white flowers and a 
red bouquet. The corners of the casket ·are · detailed with painted flowers. 
Josie was very much like a flower. She came to be that she might pass away. 
I did not like to be reminded that I am also like a flower. I would rather 
imagine that I am like a rock. But there it is --an image so stark and 
white, so small and fleeting. Like a flower, I press it in my memory. 


The Rosary is being recited, Hail Mary after Hail Mary after Hail Mary. 
There are people keeping track on their beads but I don't know if the repeti
tion will ever end. Perhaps I shall be kneeling here forever. My father 
glances down at his watch. He whispers to me about the time remaining on 
the parking meter. It takes me awhile to respond. Yes ... it's all right, 
I remember we have an hour left . . He nods, then gravely looks straight ahead. 


The priest begins to say Mass. At sermon time he says we know that 
every creature that is born must die. For those of us who remain unconvinced, 
he reminds us that Christ was born, suffered, and died. If we believe, then 
why should we expect our lives to be so different? The lady next to me 
begins to cry. 


Then comes the part in the Mass where the priest asks us to extend to 
one another a sign of peace. The organist walks over and shakes my hand. 
My sister turns to me; the best she can manage is a weak smile. I touch her 
hand and smile back. Looking down, I see the young men who are the pall 
bearers going over to Josie's family. They console them, one by one, each 
in his own way. On the hand that will touch the casket they wear a white 
glove. I think to myself that the glove is almost too beautiful to look at. 


The Mass is about over. Josie's father is overcome with grief and sits 
down. Her husband is kneeling at the end of the pew. He reaches out slowly 
with his left hand. What's he going to do? He touches the casket and lowers 
his head, utterly inconsolable. The gesture sends a wave of anguish rippling 
through the church. Oh, God! I'm going to lower my head so I don't have to 
look. But when I look up, nothing has changed. He has maintained this 
posture an eternity. The casket is still there. The flowers are still 
there. I am still in the choir loft. My mother makes a gesture to leave; 
the Mass is over. 


Back at work, I feel strangely dry and empty. I have the most 
peculiar thought--maybe this is what it feels like when the tonal is 
swept clean. My friend gives me two aspirin. "Two for now," she says 
kindly, "and two for later." 


After work, I go to my exercise class. First we stretch, then we 
dance. I don't feel like I am dancing, yet it's going on. I look 
in the mirror--not doing, just watching. Who is it that dances with me? 
It is Shiva, ever moving, ever tireless. 
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Barbara Asaro 
April 21, 1980 


Dr. Anderson, what follows is in response to your request written on 
my first assignment. That assignment is attached for your review 
along with last week's assignment. 


***** 
'4. ' At the time I wrote the assignment relating to the prime difficulties ~ i 


in friendship between a man and a woman, I was reflecting on the d 
possibility of the highest expressions of Eros and friendship being ~ ~ 
genuinely felt for only one other person at a given time. I was 1, 
considering the possibil1ty that one could/would not have a complementary , ~ 
relationship (that is enjoy the other fully in body, mind and soul) ~ j 
with an individual that was not providentially selected for oneself. J• 
I admit to feeling rather blissful at the notion of "kindred spirits." ~ i 
In fact while writing my assignment, I capitalized the word "other" jt ~ 
in an effort to emphasize the importance in my mind of meeting the • ~ 
person(s) whom one is destined to meet. Ah well, this sort of dJ 
thinking can be a trap for those of us who are sometimes referred ~ ~ ;j,J 
to as being "suckers for romance. " ~~' ~ -...::. 


I tried not to be swept away by the sway of the thing. It was the .. / J 1 £ 
thought of experiencing genuine friendship and eros at their highest~~ ~ 
expression for only one other person exclusive of all others in ·~ 
Tao's good time which led me back to the rocky path of Heloise. ~- ~~ 
It seemed to me that part of her personal tragedy was that she J {_~ 
could not feel for any other man what she felt for Peter. How ~~ 1~ 
could she feel it for another man while she felt it for Abelard? ~ ~j 
Speaking as a woman, why would she care to? But perhaps this is ~ 


the view not only of a woman but of a hopeless romantic, too. ~ .~ l w 
"Hopeless romantic." It sounds so dreadfully naive, doesn't it? ~ '{ .. ~ ~ 
And yet, all girlish naivete aside, if one believes in intrinsic ~ ~ l ~ 
order, it would follow quite naturally that one would also seek 1 ,~ ~) 
to allow order in one's life--including waiting for the arrival of ~ r ~ i 
the one ordered to share in one's life. ~! 1 ~ 
Now suppose that it is the case that the highest expressions of ... ~jJ 
friendship and eros should and ought to be shared with only one ~ 
other, i.e. one's counterpart. If this is true, how does one ~\ 
find this counterpart? I think the answer may lie in the poem S 
of Gibran: "And think not that you can direct the course of love, ~ '\! 
for love, if it finds you worthy, directs your course." ~~ 
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Barbara Asaro 
October 28, 1981 


Throughout the dream, situations arise that offer the occasion to sway away from the 
problem of finding my luggage. These events provide the opportunity to test the 
inclination of my will. Right off the bat, I'm nervous about the possibility of my 
baggage being misplaced. I'm sure that the baggage doesn't represent my self-image 
because if it did, it would have been securely chained to my wrist. The clothes I 
was wearing! Yes, it's likely they represent my self-image but it's interesting to 
note that when I see they are missing, I'm not so much interested in getting them back 
as I am in just finding my luggage so I can change. Let's consider that the desire to 
change my clothes stands in for a desire for real Change within my person. 


When I see that my legs are not my own, there is only mild panic. That is to say, I 
don't go traipsing off looking for my legs. Note that the change of clothes is more 
critical to me than getting my legs back. Then we have the scenario in the elevator. 
More than once I have had the nightmare of being in an elevator and hearing the shaft 
break with a horrible SNAP! Down, down, down I go. It is exquisitely terrifying. 
I looked inside the elevator before getting on mainly to be sure it was working. 
It took some courage to step inside. I'm not sure what the encounter with the midget 
means. 


Now I get to the first floor and find a casino. 
on anything. I don't even mind losing very much 
For me this dream scene is a dharmic field day. 
Perhaps the main reason for this is that I would 
my clothes. 


The painful truth is that I will bet 
because I have so much fun playing. 
Oddly enough, I'm not tempted. 
not enjoy the game unless I changed 


Next scene: I'm near a church where the vast majority of baptisms, marriages and 
funerals are held within my culture. I do not like the vibration of that church: 
it is so sentimental and yet strangely cold. You might say that in the dream I find 
myself at the crossroads of birth and death whether I like it or not. My room is in a 
house across the street; Power carries me there. In the house my youngest aunt on my 
mother's side beckons me to the past. She is the fair maiden bidding me to stay over
long in the castle and delay my quest. She is luring me on with a picture from the 
past of one whom I long to see. Without moving from the spot (a minor miracle in 
itself), I see that the past is dead. When I don't collapse myself into the past, 
I want more than ever to change my clothes. When I feel the desire for change at its 


t very sharpest, Power changes my clothes for me and I find myself outside of the house 
with different clothes on. In relating the dream I had said that at this point I have 
my own clothes on. I remember now that this is not true. Although the cotton robe I 
had on was very comfortable, it was not mine. So you see that I never do find my own 
clothing but I am provided with a change all the same and it is truly done for me. 
Isn't it strange that at this point I do not keep up the search for my own clothes? 


~Now my boss (the teacher within) appears and brings my nourishment. He says my trip 
as successful. Another occasion for self-betrayal because self-congrats are in order. 


However, I do not get puffed-up over this news. In . fact, I can't quite figure out 
what I did to merit this praise. I watch myself as I am watching the others. If I 
had awaken at this point, I would have felt fine. Instead the dream goes on and I 
wake up feeling the dreadful weight of something left undone. Well, it's too bad that 


--~ I felt so lousy but after all I did ask for a dream! The dream points not only to the 
~ desire for change but also to the relation of crucial time to things left undone. Tao 


j does nothing and yet everything gets done. The dream tells me that I am not the doer. 
· , I don't seem to get the message because although I am literally moved by Power and my 


clothes are changed for me, I still worry about doing something about a pizza! 


~ I am writing this near some trees and every now and then a friendly leaf or two glides 
~ down to the picnic table where I am working. As I finished that last paragraph, I 


looked up and saw two leaves falling gracefully together. And then--and then--they 
just flew away! It was really a monarch butterfly but it looked to me as though two 
leaves were given soul. Tao is like that. /S ~qvc-<__ 
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1. Characteristics of t~e femini~~ that have conditioned the 
masculine to effect embodiment: 


a. It is from the energy of the feminine that things are 
brought to term. The end is the embodiment of the begin
ning. Because of the feminine agency, the beginning 
holds within it the promise of the end. How would it be 
if everything had a beginning but nothing had an end? 
The feminine reassures us that the cycle will come to 
completion just as the masculine sees to it that the 
wheel turns again. 


b. It is also in the energy of the feminine that things are 
concealed, which may later be revealed. The "now you see 
it, now you don•t" quality of the feminine principle 
reminds me very much of the Tarot card, the Magician. 
The Magician delights in playing with light. The 
masculine would like it to be light all the time. 
The feminine assures that the completion of the day, 
the night, will bring the dark. 


The feminine, like the Magician, reveals and conceals. 
The Tao reveals all things yet is not itself revealed. 
Also, God does not show His Face in images which we can 
perceive but He reveals all things to us within the 
images we may behold. This imagery is the embodiment 
of what is revealed; somehow it is also the embodiment 
of what is concealed. The feminine assures us that 
the revealed will be concealed until the proper time 
for revealment. 


c. Limit: It is also in the energy of the feminine that 
betweenness is a permanent feature of the world. The 
feminine assures that there will be betweenness; unique
ness; wild and crazy thingness. It is because of the 
feminine that zebras have stripes; it is because of the 
feminine that stripes are possible. 


Limit: There is no going further without returning. In 
Lilith this element of the feminine is profoundly pro
trayed in storybook fashion. 


"The only way to come to know where you are is 
to begin to make yourself at home." (p. 195) 


II ••. for home, as you may or may not know, is the 
only place where you can go out and in. II (p. 196) 


It is interesting to note that in this story Eve waits 
at home. Where else would the feminine wait? 
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d. The Feminine's Role in Destiny - The Three Fates 
Lachesis is the Fate who allots to each man his destiny. 
Clotho slowly spins the life into existency day after 
day. Atropos, the totally unrestrainable, cuts off the 
fine silver thread lifeline. It is Atropos who decides 
when the time has come to die. 


The three Fates are the rather stern daughters of 
Themis, the goddess of law. It is the law of the 
feminine that all finite beings share in the embodi
ment of a beginning, a middle, and an end. 


This is the crucifixion of the masculine: embodiment, the 
getting into the swing of the natural cycle. Because we are 
em-body-ed, things come to an end naturally, some things are 
concealed naturally, other things are revealed naturally, all 
things are limited naturally, and we all naturally have a 
beginning, a middle, and an end. 


What accounts for the crucifixion of the feminine by the 
masculine principle? I asked the I Ching for counsel and 
gratefully received this answer: Hexagram 39, Obstruction, 
changing into Hexagram 5, Waiting (Nourishment). 


Hexagram 39---Here we are back at the mountain again. But 
it is beginning not to look so homelike. It appears to be 
very steep and threatening. Before us is a dangerous abyss. 


--~~~--- This situation we find ourselves in is such an obstruction 
that the I Ching says it requires a will to persevere (p. 151) 
it. The feminine is compressed and must find a middle way 
for salvation. Here the masculine instructs the feminine on 
how to grow a will. This obstruction is h~r crucifixion, to 
be sure. However, the obstruction is not a lasting condition. 
To overcome this crisis, she has only to yeild (p. 579), a 
most natural act for her. 


- Hexagram 5---Should the feminine yeild to her crucifixion, she 
will know what it is to wait. The masculine principle teaches 
the fe~nine how to wait for a will. This waiting is not 
merf ;\h opi g. Rather, this waiting has "the inner certainty 
of reaching the goal." (p. 24) Don Juan tells us that the 
warrior is one who knows what he is waiting for. We could 
also say that the crucifixion of the feminine is the 
conditioning by the masculine so that she will know what 
she is waiting for. 
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Barbara Asaro 
Mys ticism 
February 3, 1982 


"I' 11 say this class has a wild tonal!," she agreed with a runcible smile. 


~yft ! This term we have a cycle coming to an end which means we'll be under the 


v~~ \ guidance of Feminine energy. If that's not sparkling wild, what is? It 


~ encourages me to write with abandon but the fact that it just so happens to 


groove with my own personal predilection doesn't mean it's going to be easy. 
l 


My intuition is that for this very reason it may prove to be all the more :: 


difficult. Still I welcome this special token with both hands open! 


Interestingly enough, last term I often referred to Lear's Book of 


Nonsense as part of an all-out effort to keep myself in balance. Here is 


a favorite picture of mine, one that Lear drew of himself. Isn't it neat 


the way he appears as a cartoon among the others? You can see how they're 


living the ordinary life in the ordinary way and how magically non-ordinary 


Edward's "perfectly spherical" form is. 


When I was a little girl, I used to climb up a tall chair to reach a 


large mirror that hung above our fireplace. Looking intently into the glass, 


I'd gingerly press my fingers against it, trying, trying to go beyond it just 


like Alice did. It seems that I've had my nose pressed up against the 


looking glass for such a long time. And now here we are hand in hand, on 


the edge of the sand. How privileged we are and how grateful we should be 


to have this opportunity to dance by the light of the Moon! 


Edward Lear proving his identity. 
Illustration by Edward Lear 
from More Nonsense, 1894 








THE VALUE OF THE DIALECTIC IN OUR CLASSWORK 


Barbara Asaro 
March 16, 1983 


Although the weakness in dialectic is that by its nature it has no 


conclusion, this is also its peculiar strength. I can refer to my classnotes 


over and over again and each time the dialectic issue will reveal something 


new to me. The wonderful thing about it is that it addresses levels of 


being and becoming so it's not that the dialectic changes but rather that 


I come to it differently each time and it always gives me what I need. 


Another way to put it is that each time I reflect on the dialectic issue, 


I am in a sense renewed. There is about it a healing quality. 


Maharaj says, "What you have learned here becomes the seed. You may 


forget it apparently. But it will live and in due season sprout and grow and 


bring forth flowers and fruits. All will happen by itself. You need not do 


anything; only, don't prevent it." While working within the tension of the 


dialectic issue, I need not do anything; only, don't prevent the dialectic 


from doing its proper work in me. 
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Barbara Asaro 
11-3-81 


Why is it that we find the notion of peak experiences so delicious? I think 


it's got something to do with lusting after heaven. 


"Don't be angry~" said the Planet. "As you haven't been to the 
Hall of Heaven before and haven't yet been given a name~ the 
Guardians don't know who you are~ and are quite right not to 
let you pass (through the Gate of Heaven). When you have seen 
the Emperor and received your appointment3 they'll let you go 
in and out as you please." "That's as may be~" said Monkey~ 
"but at the present moment I can't get in." 


Let's say there is such a thing as a "peak experience." Suppose I've had 


one and I've messed up. What then? This doesn't mean that because I've blown my 


Golden Opportunity, now I'm footloose and fancy free to totally collapse myself 


into the Illusion because I've got nothing left to lose. On the other hand, it's 


not that I continue self-monitoring hoping that there's an outside chance for 


another peak experience, either. To further illustrate--Suppose I get a certified 


letter from God with postage due and everything. He writes: "Kid, in your case 


it's hopeless because you're a hopeless case. Peak experiences are out of the 


question and this is the only letter you'll ever get from Me." Should that 


letter have any bearing on my aim? No, sir! I would still have a responsibility 


to keep on keeping on even if God Himself said I have no hope of ever becoming 


myself. Why? Because I would still require to meet the responsibility I have 


~· to my nature as well as I am able. 


Now we ask: Why do we behave in a Lucy Brown-ish way with regard to the 


very notion of peak experiences? One reason is that we're lazy and we think it's 


an easy way out. After all, St. Paul only had to get bopped on the bean once and 
I -


that cured him forever. Well, the news flash is that peak experiences are not 


our conc~n. , Whether or not there even is such an animal, is not our concern. 


If we want to live impeccably we must plow along without a thought for the 


harvest. 


I 


And this means working. 


"To tell you the truth~" said Monkey~ "although of course 
I am much indebted to the Master for his instruction~ I have 
also been working very hard day and night on my own." 








• • 


Barbara Asaro 
November 11, 1981 


I was deeply moved by our class session last week. As soon as I was able 
following class, I wrote my feelings down: 


Last year a friend and I took a class at the YWCA downtown. There was an 
apartment building near the Y and quite often several residents would be gathered 
outside. It made us shiver to pass them. They were like the entities don Genaro 
met on his journey to Ixtlan. I used to wonder what they were looking out from. 


There was a woman named Dolores in our yoga class. She had a rose tattoo on 
her behind and 40 years of hard living on her face. When the teacher wasn't 
looking, she cheated on the asana and didn't do it properly. And when she heard 
the siren of a police car as it sped by the classroom window, she said quite 
seriously, "There goes my taxi!" 


Almost every day at noon my boss eats his lunch as he walks along the wharf. 
He told me about a man who sits on the pier with a blanket on his lap. The man 
is filthy but the blanket is clean. He appears to spend all his time meticulously 
picking fuzz balls off of it. My boss said the man's blanket is his world. 


While leaving a restaurant the other day, my friends and I saw a "shopping 
bag lady" inside, either scrounging for something to take with her or waiting to 
use the ladies' room. Outside we saw that she had left her shopping cart over
flowing with essentials and assorted bric a brae. She carried her home with her 
like a snail. A note was taped to one of the cartons in the cart. Scrawled in 
a frail hand were the words, Please do not take my belongings. I wondered how 
much stuff I carry around with me from place to place to place. Please do not 
take my belongings. 


There is a man who sells newspapers at the ballpark. His clothes are dirty; 
his shoes are overturned. You should see his face--he looks straight out of a 
cartoon. When he sells all his papers for the night, he parades around the entire 
stadium waving his empty hands in the air. He expects everyone to cheer for him 
like mad. Sometimes I act like that. 


When I was a child, my grandmother's brother suffered from stroke-related 
problems and was placed in a mental home. One time when we visited him we went 
to the recreation room. I remember an old man and lady holding hands. The 
television was on but they were looking at nothing. And there was a very old 
man playing with dirty, used kleenex. He was throwing them in the air and 
catching them. Then he'd fondle them as though they were priceless art objects. 
He brought one over to me and my little sister. She was frightened by this 
gesture. I looked at my mother--a smile, then a nod. I said, "Thank you," 
and I accepted this strange gift. It made him very glad. Then my mother's 
look told me I had done the right thing and for some time I could not stop the 
tears from flowing down my face. One can be attached to anything--even a 
filthy tissue--but how many of us can give up what we're attached to? I am 
crying now to think of that place. Where is that place? 


When I was very little, my mother and I spent a good deal of time at my 
grandmother's house because my father was a fisherman and was away at sea for 
long periods of time. My grandmother entertained the weirdest lot of people 
you ever saw. One man would visit a lot. He was very thin with long, white 
hair and a longer beard. He wore a big rosary around his neck and at least 
three of his front teeth were missing. I used to marvel at his feet. They 
were huge and leathery; he never wore shoes. He was a preacher and he visited 
my grandmother because she always gave him money or food. Once while I was 
staring at him as usual, he pointed a gnarled finger at me, said something 
about my fascination with his person and laughed deeply and loudly. I tell 
you he scared the hell out of me. I didn't have the courage to say, "Are you 
a good witch or a bad witch?" I hid under the table. 


Do you want to help the world? Work on your own conduct. That's all. 
Pope wrote, "As the twig is bent, so the tree is inclined." And George MacDonald 
so beautifully reminds us, "For we are not yet, we are only becoming ." 








Barbara Asaro 
December 9, 1981 


This past weekend I went on a first-time ski trip. To and from the icy slopes, 
it seemed to me that the trip for many of those poor people was one, big , 
happy hour. Whoopee. It was like a single's bar on wheels. I'm just not 
good at that sort of thing; I'm a misfit. I was invited to participate in 
this activity by a co-worker who has since asked me to join the Ski Club. 
Assuming my Krishnamurti-like style, I told her that I do not join clubs. 
Of course, she didn't believe one word I said. 


Don't you know that everybody wants me to join the club? Everybody wants me 
to jump on the old bandwagon. If I'm not like all the rest of them, then 
there is obviously someth~~ wrong with me. Yes, there is something 
obviously wrong with me. 7~•~ ~.,...(, 1 


t 
e.e. cummings said that the hardest battle a human being can fight is the 
battle to be yourself in a world that is doing all it can to make you just 
like everybody else and to keep on fighting. I keep on fighting and that's 
what's wrong with me. Now, more than ever before, the world is closing in 
on me. I've got less space somehow. 


This is a strange thing--although my totem will cheerfully do tricks while 
in captivity, I wouldn't say it was tame. I suspect that I am the wooly 
bear. I see it in my mind's eye as the black bear species but the cinnamon 
bear variety--see, it's a different sort of bear. 


A pretty, white butterfly has delicately landed on some leaves near where I 
write this. She says that she has heard my thoughts and because I am not 
half-hearted about things, she will give me a gift. She will show me that 
not only can one be inaccessible in this world but that the world can 
actually help one in this regard. Now she does not flutter her wings. 
I look as closely as I can at the leaves but I cannot see her; she is 
indistinguishable. She says that although she is openly lighting on a 


}


pile of leaves in the sunlight, I am the only person in the whole universe 
who may see her. The little butterfly says that it is good to be choosey 
and that one should not indulge in sloppiness. 


"Watch me, watch me!," she cries and she circles over my head. There are a 
lot of benefits to traveling light. "Keep watching, keep watching!," she 
calls. She weaves her magical flight, her own path with heart. Now she 
has disappeared from my sight ... 


Oh, look! As a final token, I see her little shadow trip over the paper 
as I write. And now she laughs and flies away. I heard her laughter as 
she flew away. 








~~ 
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"Thy will be done." 


Barbara Asaro 
March 4, 1980 


Matthew 6:10) might be translated literally as "let it come about the 
will of Thee." I allow God, then, to do His will. I let it come, 
accept it as it comes, and rejoice that it is coming. 


*** 
Look at me. I am not sure what I really want and so I don't even 
know what to wish for. ("0, caskets of wishes in Faerie; but few are 
wise in the wishing and this is the sorrow of Faerie," The Quest of 
the Golden Stairs, pp. 74-75). If I am unwise in the wishing, how 
much more so in the willing! 


*** 
"The perfection of the love of God consists in the union of our 
will with His most holy will." (St. Alphonsus Liguori) 


*** 
I know I have more wills than one, but it is this pitiful multiplicity 
of wills that I loosely call my "will." To grow a real will, I must 
turn away from my "will." More than that, much more than that, I must 
turn towards His most holy will. For it is in freely choosing the 
union of my will with His that I shall find the Kingdom of God 
within me. How could I~elp but n~t find it? 0 Father, let me not 
be separated from Thy wi~ 


*** 
The prayer of St. Francis de Sales: "Yes, Father, yes and always 
es!" Another way of saying the same thing would be, "Thy will be 
one, Father, Thy will be done and,Thy will be done!" 


* * * Q.h.c.>o•1S \\ ~.v-
.. P~. J I read what I have got so far and somehow it is shocking to me. It's 
\I"~·~A as though it came from a place I don't recognize.• And so I am drawn 
j: IJ.;r 'tf' to read it again. As I read, I am suddenly conscious of the chain ' \?.~ around my neck and I reach up to touch the little anchor, the little 


cross and the little heart that hang there. They speak to me in a 
voice I think I do recognize and I lift up their sweet, holy 


~-~·whisperings in prayer: 


~ "Father, in Thee I place my anchor, my cross 
~ and my heart. If it be Thy will, grant that 


in Thy good time I come to know what it is to 
hope all things, believe all things, and love 
all things. And should Thou will it not to 
come, still shall I rejoice, for my anchor 
shall evermore be grounded in Thy infinite 
Being, my cross burn holy in Thy divine 
radiance, and my heart abide eternally in 
Thy everlasting glory, my Father in heaven. 
Amen." 








OF ENDLESS WORLDS 


On the seashore of endless worlds children meet, 
The infinite sky is motionless over head and the 


restless water is boisterous. 


Barbara Asaro 
February 10, 1982 


On the seashore of endless worlds the children meet 
With shouts and dances. With withered leaves they weave 


their boats and smilingly float them on the vast deep. 
Children have their play on the seashore of worlds. 
They know not how to swim, they know not how to cast nets. 
Pearl fishers dive for pearls, merchants sail in their ships, 
While children gather pebbles and scatter them again. 
They seek not for hidden treasures, they know not 


how to cast nets. 


--Rabindanath Tagore 


I like the expression of uncontrived effort in this poem. Our class 


work is like the seashore of endless worlds. Are we not like the children 


in the poem who gather pebbles and scatter them again? 


There is something dream-like about the poem which reminded me of our 


class last week when we discussed the realization that follows upon awakening 


from a nightmare. It's very different from the feeling that accompanies 


awakening from a dream as sweet as the poem, isn't it? When that occurs, 


instead of feeling relief, one feels cleanly disappointed. Oh, how we try 


to pop back inside the dream. We recreate all sorts of scenes but it is 


not possible to get there from here. In likening this to spiritual growth, 


are you going to make the Witness Self forget? Think of the dull ache that 


would abide in a spot where you couldn't rub! 


Is it any wonder that Maharaj tells us to "make nothing a means to 


something else. Bind not ... ?" 








Barbara Asaro 
October 13, 1982 


ON THE NEED TO LET GO 


Clank. Clank. Clank. Why do we drag a heavy chain about with us? 


Because ... 


We are subject to that which does not exist. Whether it is a 
question of passively borne duration--physical pain~ waiting~ 
regret~ remorse~ fear--or of organized time--order~ method~ 
necessity--in both cases~ that to which we are subject does not 
exist. But our submission does. We are really bound by unreal 
chains. Time~ which is unreal~ casts over all things~ including 
ourselves~ a veil of unreality. 


--Gravity and Grace~ page 100 


hard in our efforts to make the chain real. 


identifies us. We attach ourselves to 


we see it as giving our lives meaning. So we polish it, cherish it, and 


way 


cling to it desperately. We are afraid to let it go because we believe that 


if the chain goes, we also will disappear. 


In Hexagram 47, Oppression, there is a timely reference to this problem. 


Line six at the top reads: 


He is oppressed by creeping vines. 
He moves uncertainly and says~ "Movement brings remorse." 
If one feels remorse over this and makes a start~ 
Good fortune comes. 


This hexagram counsels us that there is no need to be oppressed by chains 


("creeping vines") which can easily be broken. The hexagram tells us that if 


we feel remorse over this (by awakening to the fact that the chain is not 
• 
start (by deciding to drop it), then the oppression will 


disappear. y don't we drop it? Why do we chose to_go ?n in the s~me old, 


ld ld ? UCM. -~..~ 4- ........., '-''4P..c..-t ,z..c.....;... ., ~ ~ ~ (.,..,~ ct 
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It is getting too dangerous~ that's why one goes on with the old.'-(~~...,~ · 
But if you live with the old~ you don't live at all~ you live only 
for the name's sake. Only with the new is life ... Life has to be 
fresh. Remain a learner~ never become a knower. Remain open~ 
never become closed. Remain ignorant~ go on throwing the 
knowledge that accumulates--automatically~ naturally. Each~day~ 
each moment~ free yourself from all that you have known and again 
become a child. To become so innocent~ like a child~ is the way 
to live and to live abundantly. 


--Tao: The Pathless Path: Volume 1 
Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh 








Barbara Asaro 
November ll, 1981 I 4~ 


~ l 
My mistake was in thinking that because I didn't recognize the 1 
men in the dream they were not important. Maybe they represent 
two sides of my animus. I am not aware of their manifestation 
so I did not recognize them in the dream. One is obnoxiously ~ 
macho and the other timid and quiet. The quiet one does not ~ ) 
feel comfortable with his 11 gayness. 11 (He was embarrassed ~~·! 
enough to leave the group; the other gay man stayed.) I 1 
think he wishes to actualize another potential. I also note ~ 1 
that the quiet one has power over the loud one because when ~ i 
the quiet one motioned to leave, the other did not protest. ) ~ 


( In my life reading the Tarot card I received that represents ·~·1 ~ 
J ~asculine energy in me is the V of cups. My animus feels ~ t~ 


deep regret over what has been lost and fails to be glad t 
for what it has. The Feminine (in my case the 3 of cups) 1 
requires to teach the Masculine how to rejoice. The Masculine ~ ~· 
requires to temper the Feminine and teach it the meaning of ' j 
a timely and serious concern while remaining joyful. ~ J 








DWELLING IN THE FOREST 


Barbara Asaro 
Mysticism 
April 21, 1982 


The forest is the realm of Artemus. There, where sunlight is obscured, the 


trees and ferns and other wild things grow uncultivated. Where does life 


begin and end in the forest? One cannot tell for in the forest death 


feeds upon life. And life? It comes to be and passes away. It flows on 


so smoothly that it remains hidden in plain sight. 


The forest is my home and I long to feel safe there but I don't. Do 


you remember in "The Wizard of Oz" when Dorothy and her friends walked 


through the forest? They chanted, "Lions and tigers and bears, oh my!" 


Who could blame them? In the forest there are all sorts of wild creatures. 


There is an awful terror about it. But then I am also untamed, just as 


wild as the forest in my own way. And so, you see, I'm afraid of myself. 


At times when night falls in the forest, I wish for a bit of light, 


just enough to be able to see a little way ahead. I'd like just a bit of 


light to deliver me, to comfort me in the sanctuary of the forest. But the 


only light is that of the custard-colored moon. How she loves the shadowy 


forest! She smiles her dreamy, half-smile and winks her sleepy eye as if 


to say, "Everything is just as it should be." 


Oh, I know all about the forest. It's the world in which I live and 


wander. 


I • 








.. Barbara Asaro 
October 20, 1982 


REFLECTION ON A DREAM 


The other night I had a dream in which a man appeared. With an air of self


confidence, he asked me, "Don't I know you from somewhere?" I couldn't believe 


that he was delivering the old, sappy line with a straight face! I answered 


coolly, "No, I don't think so." H smiled and repeated, "Yes, you do. You know 


me. Don't you remember?" "No," I replied firmly, "I'm sure I don't." In a 


fashion not unlike don Juan's, he cocked his head to one side and persisted, 


"Yes, you do. You know me. Come on, try and remember. Please try." What 


was he talking about, anyway? He kept on reassuring me that I did indeed know 


him. I racked my brain but I couldn't remember. Then I woke up and hours 


later when the dream came back to me, I realized that the face I did not 


recognize was one of my own animus'. He was pointing to a seductive style 


of manipulative game playing that I had indulged in the very day of the dream. 


Painful as that recognition was, I needed to be reminded once again to cut it 


out and allow things to come in Tao's own time. 


I think of my grandmother who is senile. She talks to the mirror because 


she no longer recognizes her own reflection. I wonder if her dreadful condi


tion is due to physical reasons that cannot be helped. Or, is it the case 


that my grandmother might not have become senile if during her lifetime she 


had practiced self-remembering? I do not presume to judge my grandmother's 


way of life. It's just that she is very impatient and full of anger and I 


don't want to be like her. I don't want to reach the end of my life filled 


with regrets and self-pity. In don Juan's words, I don't want to die like a 


dog, that is to say, unconscious. Please God, I don't want to spend my last 


days on earth not being able to recognize my own reflection. 


It seems that although self-remembering offers no guarantees, at least it 


offers a possibility of a way of life that is not available to one who just 


allows the motor to run down. The sage is already dead but not in the way 


that my grandmother is already dead: the sage is dead to the past and my 


grandmother is dead to the present. But I am also dead to the present 


because I'm afraid of moving into the space where I will see myself as I 


I have to believe that if I stopped creating my own faRtasies, 


then Tao's mystery would begin to be revealed to me. 
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WHAT'S REALLY REAL ABOUT A DREAM 


Barbara Asaro 
Mysticism 
April 28, 1982 


At the beach on Sunday I watched a very little girl shovel sand into a 


plastic, green pail. After it was full, she'd carefully pour it out and 


begin again. God, she was cute. I held a handful of sand and tried to 


keep it but it slipped away. 


That night I had a dream. I was working on a very long string of 


Christmas lights. I was trying to get all the bulbs to light and had to 


keep replacing them one by one by one. But they still wouldn't all light. 


I ran out of bulbs and somebody ran to the store and brought me a huge 


f boxful. I kept on replacing them. The grass I was sitting on was wet 


and I became afraid that I might get electrocuted. Across the street 


were a group of boys and I thought to myself that kids love to steal 


Christmas lights. Even if I got the thing together, I probably couldn't 


keep them, right? So after having worked for a long time, I gave it up 


and went inside the house. Then I woke up and reflected on the message 


the dream had brought me: Using a calculative measure to determine my 


dharmic field never works and I am not the doer of my own action. I 


can't grab on to shifting sand and I can't string my own lights. I can 


wait patiently for Tao's initiative and greet the present dharmic field 


with enthusiasm and care and I can negate the refusal to allow right 


action to flow through me. That's what's really real. 


..-
{.,.... "1:. ... "-r ,. 


/' I _.-
J. c! ') e. !7 p...<_ <. L ;I £, ' « , 


"""""" ..t. llo ( /1. 
/I 


... 
/.e.~ Lie.~ .... >'~ .. ~ e ~ !.. <' t,.r~l-~ u :<.<. .:' 


{ 


~ ~ < ( ~-
, 


I 


A;e c. u-~.-..~ .~ ( ~ 
I 4 t< S'r-<. .. ;;.A t • ... 


v 


""'t.e;/.u( 


~!~<f. 


c:t' /'--'< 








THE JOY OF OPPRESSION 


Barbara Asaro 
November 17, 1982 


The other evening as I was reading over my notes, the thought popped into my 


head that our class had an oppressed tonal. I laughed at the obviousness of 


it and began to read again. But the thought would not let itself be dismissed 


so easily and it kept on pressing me to have a look at it. Finally I closed my 


notebook and decided to look at it a little deeper. Where to begin? A good 


'-{.;I' place seemed to be in making the distinction between "oppression" and "depres


jl> 'f_ sion." f(i have caught myself feeling depressed in class a great deal more 


~~~~ than usual~ There's no good reason to be depressed because one is oppressed. 


~ ~ It's interesting that in class when the strings are really tightened, the 


1( i( common impulse is to bolt (we call it "auditing"). 


way: ~e strings have to be under stress in order 


There is nothing sloppy or slack about our class. 


But let's look at it this 


to play beautiful mus~ 
True, we may become sloppy 


~· / in our work but the plain fact is that we're never allowed to get away with it! \r/'~-"1"' "\ 
Why should that depress us? That should be cause for rejoicing because it 


points to the hope that each of us will be given precisely what we need for our 


own growth provided we listen well and play well. 


When we look at hexagram 47, we see the first line speaks to depression 


when it refers to straying into a "gloomy valley . " We have to remain on our 


toes because the invitation to stray is always seducing us. /;e need to remain 


as "wanderers" and not become "strayers. ') The gloomy valley is our own 


illusion. Line three reinforces this notion when it counsels us not to lean 


on "thorns and thistles." Don't you love what Confucius says about this line? 


"If a man permits himself to be oppressed by something that ought not to 


oppress him, his name will certainly be disgraced." It is not Tao that 


disgraces us by bestowing upon us the nature of our destiny. No, it is our 


poor relation to our destiny that can disgrace us. 


The graph for hexagram 47 images a tree bound by an enclosure. When 


referred to destiny, we might say that just as a tree is bound by a fence, 


so we are bound by Tao. Well, what's wrong with that? Why should I be 


depressed in knowing that I am defined by Tao? So it is no wonder that the 


profound person remains cheerful in the straits of oppression. Oppression is 


in accordance with heaven's mandate and the profound person wouldn't want it 


any other way. 
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Barbara Asaro 
April 6, 1983 


THOUGI-ITS ON MY DREAM (THE "A+" AND "GOING BEYOND 
THE LIMIT" PAPERS) 


We need to listen~ listen all the time. Dreams also speak 
to those who listen with trust~ and help to guide them so 
that they do not lose their thread. 


--Knowing Woman~ Irene Claremont de 
Castilleja~ page 141 


My dream has a lot to say about the need to remain on my thread. Perhaps the 


significance of the "A+" paper being dated "November" is an indication that I 


)1 am nearing the end of a cycle.* But at what point does one_ cycle end and the 


next beg·n? I can't discern that point; in fact, it seems to me that the path 


I trod is very like a spira~ and not at all like a straight line. Recently I 
J-


had the realization that I need to quit expecting another person, thing, or 


/ 'j ~ event to make me happy. Sure, I know that's obvious but the point is ~nly 


\J r . J 1
ftruly ca~ hom~ to_lll~"0 (Now to remember it!) The search for happiness is 


~ ~ a very far ~y from the embodiment of genuine joy. 


/1 ~v j/1 
j t\ -a 


t...; 


J 


The acceptance of conflict and suffering is an essential 
part of being on one's thread~ while the deliberate 
search of ahppiness for its own sake is~ I should say~ 
one of the best ways of ensuring that our thread will 
slip from our grasp. 


--Knowing Woman~ page 146 


When I go beyond the "one page limit" in any sense, the thread slips from my 


grasp. The place to pick up my thread is to go back just where I've lost it. 


*I had my horoscope chart done the other day. The lady who worked on it also 
gifted me with a personal "astrological mandala" based on the work of 
Dane Rudhyar. While playing with his book by the same name, I found on 
pages 352-353 a form of divination using a deck of playing cards and the 
Sabian symbols. I drew Pisces 20, a table set for an evening meal. The 
commentary: " ... promises a satisfying or fulfilling end to whatever one 
has been undertaking." 








Barbara Asaro 
Mysticism 
May 13, 1982 


\fuy has the class tonal become so heavy? Not very long ago we were embarking 


on a sea journey with the owl and the pussycat; now we're swimming around in a 


sea of Greeky verbs. And then last class we had all that melancoly stuff. 


Gee whiz! 


If our destiny is to grow on and on and on, 
into some far more beautiful creatures than 
we are now, that means that we need to have 
the shells broken quite frequently so that 
we can grow. 


Practicing His 'Presence, F. Laubach & 
Br. Lawrence (Page 33, Laubach) 


Here is a clue to why our class tonal has become so heavy: This term 


our work has frequently broken a few shells with a resounding cr-a-a-a-ck! 


So even while we read whimsical nonsense and fairy tales, veiled melancoly 


is sitting in the back row. Still let's not forget the possibility of 


growing into "far more beautiful creatures than we are now" and the close 


relationship of melancoly to beauty. Edgar Allen Poe observed that, "There 


is no beauty without some taint of melancoly." Let us be grateful then for 


melancoly and mindful that perhaps we feel like melancoly babies because we 


are becoming grown more beautiful. 


And here is another reason why melancoly is present: Not only have 


we been studying consummation but our class work represents in itself a 


completion. Completion always brings with it a hint of sadness, of longing, 


of melancoly. But it is from the end that we begin and the road is better 


than the inn. 


This summer will bring with it a pause between classes. Perhaps, in 


the words of Laubach, God "wants to hold us still with Him in silence." 


I look forward to being still this summer and to being held. 
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UNEDITED THOUGHTS ON PAPER WRITING, 
NOVEMBER 23, 1982 


Barbara Asaro 
November 24, 1982 


There ' s no feeling quite like sitting in front of a blank sheet of paper that's 


patiently waiting for you to fill it up. Talk about a blank stare! What am I 


going to write about? I have already written three papers. They are presently 


crumpled up and lying at my feet like trash that's been scattered on the side of 


the freeway. They read like paraphrases of what was said in class. Now if I 


can sniff that much out of my papers, how much more gunk will a nose like 


Dr. Anderson's detect? So here I am, beginning again . Hopeless case. 


I found this quote from Zen in the Art of Archery (page 87): "Like a 


petal dropping in the morning sunlight and floating serenely to earth, so must 


the fearless detach himself from life, silent and inwardly unmoved." But what 


can I write about that? There are no words left to be said. And the words 


are so beautiful that I want to be the words. Come to think of it, if I 


understood this quote fully, I would be the words. That just goes to show 


that although I don't really understand, I do have some knack for knowing 


what sounds right . That's a start ... this isn't a paper ... 


This is the first time I've ever sat down the night before a paper was 


due feeling desperate about getting it down . I don't like facing the prospect 


of writing my paper as if it were the most bothersome task in the world. 


For the past five minutes my dog, Toots, has been talking to me. She 


will not be quiet although I have scolded her sharply twice. She is still 


making doggy noises, imploring me to pay attention to her. By the look on 


her face, I bet Heraclitus might say she has the little beginnings of a soul. 


She is trying so hard to say a word . It's like trying to write a paper, 


isn't it Toots? About what, about what? 
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Barbara Asaro 
Being, Faith & Prayer 
September 23, 1981 


• 


.;.. $/'j I~ t4r ~ 
~ l ~e other morning, as is my habit, I sat on the edge of my bed preparing 


"""~ to dry my hair. I usually use one hand to dry my hair and the other to turn 


the pages of the newspaper or book I'm reading. On that morning, however, I 


wasn ' t reading. While the blow dryer hummed, I was busy struggling with my 


feelings of frustration relating to our class work. Suddenly I realized that 


while I was reflecting, I had been scanning the bookshelves and my eyes had 


come to rest on a section of books by Simone Weil. I heard the fairies call 


to me and, since I like nothing better than to answer, I got up and went over 


to the bookshelf. Its crimson cover especially appealed to me that morning 


so I chose Gravity and Grace. Sitting on the edge of the bed, I asked 


Spirit for guidance and opening the book, I read: 


"Studies and faith . Prayer being only attention in its 
pure form and studies being a form of gymnastics of the 
attention, each school exercise should be a refraction 
of spiritual life. There must be method in it. A cer
tain way of doing a Latin translation, a certain way of 
tackling a problem in geometry (and not just any way) 
make up a system of gymnastics of the attention, calcu
lated to give it a greater aptitude for prayer . " 


Oh then, I saw that in class I have the opportunity to learn what is 


meant by the term "method." I saw that I had a headache in class last week 


because after TRYING to understand, I was beating myself over the head for 


not getting it completely. And more than that, I saw that I could take the 


energy being thrown away on furious brow-beating and use it toward making a 


pure act of attention. Simone says: "We have to try to cure our faults 


by attention and not by will.'' Didn't don Juan and Kierkegaard also 


whisper this to me in my dreams? 


I felt more than joyful. What I felt went above and beyond the limits 


of joy. It was glorious. The glory was in the light and the truth and 


the beauty of her words. Now prayer has been given a new meaning: 


"Absolutely unmixed attention is prayer.'' Just think of it ! 1aybe we 


can all pray together in class one day. 





