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For my teachers, and my Lovely Lisa.
Preface Note:

The Tree of Devotion began in the quiet, through long walks and deep listening, when words surfaced again, unforced. What emerged felt less like writing than remembering. The book gathered slowly, drawn from the teachings, performances, recordings, and rituals that shaped my path.

This book joins a living lineage of offerings that shaped how I listen: works like Effortless Mastery by Kenny Werner, The Listening Book by W. A. Mathieu, Deep Listening by Pauline Oliveros, and others that speak to the mystery beneath sound. Each reminded me of something essential: music, silence, and presence are not additions to the artist’s path; they are its source.

Kenny’s influence runs especially deep. His words, his music, and his fearless honesty continue to guide me. I’ve had the rare joy of calling him a friend, of sharing music with him, and of coming back to the space he helped clear, for trust, surrender, and devotion.

And to sarod maestro George Ruckert, dear friend, colleague, music partner, and kindred philosopher: our weekly sessions of Hindustani practice and deep conversation have fed my ears and my spirit. We talk of music, devotion, and love as lived truths.

This book is also rooted in the gifts I’ve received from my teachers, each one a portal to deeper time and truth. From the Ewe traditions of Godwin Agbeli and David Locke, to the Dagomba drumming of Alhaji Dolsi-Naa Abubakari Lunna, to tabla studies in Pune with Rajeev Devasthali, and earlier work with Todd Nardin and Koashal Anand in Boston, to the Karnatak rhythm theory and mridangam studies with T. K. Ramakrishnan in Chennai, to balafon and djembe traditions with the Coulibaly family in Burkina Faso, to jazz vibraphone studies with Gary Burton, and the deep Afro-Cuban pulse of Richie “Pablo” Landrum, each encounter left an imprint. Each reminded me that rhythm is a way of being.

The devotional voice of Prajna Lisa Holstrom, her living relationship with Ma, taught me something no lesson ever could: that attunement can be sung, and love, when true, becomes vibration.

The Tree of Devotion grows from these roots. If it speaks, it’s only because of what I was given, and what I now offer in gratitude.

For those who taught me to listen.
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This is not a linear read—it’s a tree.
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Start at the roots, or climb anywhere.
Each page is a ring, a return.
This is a book to be visited, not finished.

––––––––
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The tree graphic above is an invitation. 

A pause to mark a breath between ideas, 
a space to absorb, reflect, or simply be.
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A Note on Rhythm Notation
All examples in the Musical Time section use simple 
keyboard text. Just space, sequence, and repetition, rhythm 

unfolding in time: horizontal, grounded, repeatable.

Like steps. Like breath.
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Introduction: A Life in Rhythm

I didn’t choose rhythm. It called me.

Before I had words for what I felt, I heard movement beneath the surface: wind in trees, wheels on pavement, breath in the chest. Patterns not made but remembered. I didn’t know it was music. I knew it was speaking. And I wanted to follow.

I came up through jazz drumming. I studied it seriously, the language, the lineage, the discipline of time. I practiced for hours a day, learning to control the beat, shape the phrase, improvise with confidence. But confidence gradually hardened into armor. I was doing everything right, yet something was missing. Jazz had taught me to soar, but I hadn’t yet learned how to return.

So I stepped outside the frame.

In the African traditions I studied, rhythm wasn’t something to display. It was something to enter. Ewe, Dagomba, these weren’t styles. They were lineages. Living traditions. Ways of remembering through rhythm and time. Of surrendering control in favor of connection.

Classical Indian music revealed a different pulse. It didn’t ask me to perform; it asked me to listen. Tabla wasn’t just rhythm. It was storytelling. Breath. Architecture.

I wasn’t born into those worlds. I’m not of their blood. Yet I share the blood of humanity, of the same world, the same pulse. What I offer is grounded in respect, carried by a willingness to serve something larger than myself.

We’re all outsiders to any true art form until we step inside the circle—the real work begins: stay honest, stay humble, keep listening.

Over time, my path stopped being about what I played. It became about how I listened, to the music, to the room, to the moment. The technique remained, but it softened. The more I tuned in, the less I had to prove.

I’ve spent decades teaching: at universities, on stages, in jam sessions and quiet rooms. But this book didn’t grow from lecture notes. It grew from offerings, conversations after class, breakthroughs and breakdowns, deep grooves and deep silences.

The Tree of Devotion is a record of what rhythm reveals when you let it master you. Built from short pieces, each one a limb, a ring, a pulse. Some are poetic, some direct. All are rooted in practice.

Read it straight through or open to any page. The pace begins slow and grounded, deepens in reflection, then builds in intensity, reaching a different clarity in the final sections, where musical time is explored through concrete exercises.

If you came for exercises, you’ll find them, always within the larger context that gives them meaning.

Life, like art, is shaped by small steps that gather into a moment—a movement, a season. Along that path, we need to be kinder to ourselves. What matters most isn’t perfection, it’s presence. And the willingness to return, again and again, with care.

These pages are a return to what I know. Notes offered as invitations—to soften and to listen differently. Because what we seek in music, clarity, flow, we’re really seeking in life. The groove doesn’t just live in the drum—it lives in how we walk, how we speak, how we hold space. And when we’re lucky, it rises through us—because we made space for it.

If anything here resonates, it’s because it was never just mine. I’ve only carried what others helped me remember: my mentors, my students, my ancestors. The forests and rivers. The cities and stages. The quiet before the downbeat.

What follows is an expression of what I’ve seen in those who truly grow.

Welcome to the Tree.

I. ROOTS

The Instrument Chooses You

In elementary school, I was often sent to the principal’s office for drumming on my desk, making up grooves, trying to perfect Wipe Out, just feeling my hands move.

One day, someone came into class and gave a music listening test, pitch, rhythm, memory. The next morning, I was called into an office and told I’d scored highly. I had musical aptitude. Would I like to learn an instrument?

Finally. A real invitation. Maybe now my desk-drumming would be seen as something more than a distraction.

But then the teachers looked at each other, slightly confused. The orchestra director said, “Well... we were thinking cello. The orchestra needs cello players. You’d be ideal.”

So began my cello lessons. I tried, but two hands to make one note? I kept thinking guitar would be better. Still, I stayed with it for a couple of months. They let me sit in on elementary orchestra rehearsals as an observer. I drifted to the percussion section. That’s where the cool kids were. That’s where I belonged.

The night of the big concert arrived. The feature snare drummer for the opening piece was nowhere to be found. Panic broke out. The orchestra leader was ready to skip the piece entirely.

I stepped forward. “I know it,” I said. “I can play it.”

She stared at me, stunned. But something in my voice must have convinced her.

I took my place behind the drum. The audience waited. And then I played, no mistakes, good sound, clean flow. I had it.

Afterward, the conductor came over, beaming.

“I’m so glad you picked the drums,” she said. “Thank you.”

They weren’t mine to choose. They were already mine to carry.

Sometimes it takes time. You try other voices. Other shapes. But eventually, the right instrument finds you. And when it does, you don’t just play it, you say yes to the gift it offers.

* * *
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The Moment I Belonged

In sixth grade, my private teacher invited me to join the junior high school band.

He even drove me to rehearsals. I sat quietly with the older drummers, some of whom looked at me with rightful skepticism. I didn’t argue. I just sat on the bench like any rookie, waiting for the moment that hadn’t arrived yet.

Mr. Katzin never commented on it. He just let it unfold. His silence was a kind of trust: if he wanted me there, I must have been worthy. It was up to me to prove it.

One day, before rehearsal started, the lead drummer was warming up on snare: rudiments, marches, precision. He played with this quiet intensity as people trickled into the room. I watched from across the space, trying to stay invisible.

Then he looked over, tilted his head toward the other snare drum, and gave the smallest nod.

I stepped in.

Soon the other drummers arrived and saw me standing beside him, stepping into the arena. I was nervous. One of them was a known bully. I could feel his eyes on me.

He played a phrase, clearly four bars, and nodded for me to respond.
I repeated it, almost verbatim. His eyes widened. He played another, this time more daring. I answered, just a little braver.
Something shifted. The room grew quiet. We were no longer doing call and response. We were having a conversation, trading ideas, evolving them. I forgot about the audience. Even the bully disappeared. It was just the two of us now: a duet, building.

Then it happened.

As Mr. Katzin entered, the leader and I, without planning, played the same phrase at the same time. Fire. Energy. Synergy.

We stopped. The room stared. No applause, just silence.
And then Mr. Katzin smiled.
That was it. No speech. No welcome. Just a quiet moment of alignment, and a door opened wide enough for me to step through.

Yes, teachers are awesome. They open the door. We enter the unknown and find the center of the universe.

* * *
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The Deeper the Roots

All things that grow upward grow downward first. 

The deeper the roots, the taller the tree. Every note, every word, every silence I offer comes from a taproot driven deep through memory, breath, and being. I don’t make music or story from thin air. I unearth it. What grows through me isn’t performance. It’s participation in something older, quieter, and more generous than the self.

When my wife and I planted a tree to mark our next twenty years, it wasn’t a metaphor. It was rhythm in soil. A vow with roots. A living metronome. Every ring that tree grows will echo a beat I haven’t played yet.

Roots don’t rush. They reach slowly through stone and soil, searching for water, strengthening in the dark. That hidden work is what steadies the trunk above. The same is true in music. Growth happens where no one sees it—long hours of practice, silence, and repetition. You return each day, not to be noticed, but to deepen what holds you.

The artist’s life is built on this quiet devotion: showing up, listening, dwelling in the space between. Flash and speed fade quickly; the listening endures. A groove that carries weight has been watered by years. A phrase that lingers has been nourished by stillness. In that space, art doesn’t just live. It listens.

Over time, each offering, each note, thought, or breath, strengthens the root system beneath you. What grows deep becomes steady. What is steady endures.

In the end, the work grows down until what rises through you touches the sky.

* * *
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Devotion Over Determination

Determination tightens. It narrows the eyes, clenches the jaw, drives toward a result. Even when disguised as ambition, it’s rooted in ego. Determination tries to conquer. It turns practice into a contest, the self into a project, growth into a trophy.

Devotion softens. It attends. It opens, receptive and unforced. It listens before speaking, breathes before moving. Devotion is attention without tension, a steady returning to what matters.

Where determination insists, devotion invites. One builds walls, the other opens doors.

Devotion feels like effort without strain: discipline softened, structure made spacious. In teaching, writing, or playing, I don’t press for results—I open conditions where truth can rise, where mastery might quietly arrive. Determination is a clenched fist; devotion an open hand. One declares, I will make this happen. The other replies, I am ready for what wants to happen.

That readiness is no small thing. It isn’t passivity; it’s grounded presence—the courage to show up with care, even when progress isn’t guaranteed. Devotion moves without waiting for ideal conditions, steady with humility and quiet faith that something real will rise if we keep showing up.

Playing music is a kind of prayer, inward and evolving. You play to come home, to realign, to offer attention as proof that matters. Prayer shows up without chasing outcomes. It simply arrives, trusting that what you bring will be enough. That is the artist’s true posture: listening, so the next phrase can rise from silence and carry something sacred.

Attention changes the room. When ego steps aside, when outcome loosens, when control no longer chokes the moment, what’s left is space for something real. That’s where the work lives. That’s where art breathes.

In a world of metrics and momentum, devotion may look slow. But like root systems beneath the soil, it grows where it matters. It deepens, it roots. And in time, what rises from that ground won’t just be strong—it will be unforgettable.

* * *
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You Never Master Music

You only master your place within it.

Music isn’t something to conquer. Neither is rhythm. Or teaching. Or love. These aren’t trophies. They’re living landscapes. The more you try to control them, the more they drift. If mastery exists, it isn’t about dominance, it’s about availability.

You master your readiness. Your ability to meet the moment as it is, without forcing it into what you want. You master your capacity to listen, to be shaped by what’s happening.

Real mastery is almost invisible. You don’t overplay. You don’t fill every silence. You wait. You feel. You sense the breath of the phrase, the temperature of the room, the gravity of the beat. You hold back when it serves the music.

You master your discernment. Your attention.

Because at its heart, music doesn’t reward control. It rewards care. The moment you realize nothing more needs to be added, that’s where mastery lives.

* * *
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Self-Archeology

I don’t offer shortcuts. I don’t hand out answers. I offer questions, and a shovel.

Self-archeology is slow, sweaty work, the discipline of remembering what you forgot you already knew. A process of recovery. Beneath the layers of technique, comparison, doubt, and self-protection, something original waits. You don’t build a new artist. You uncover the one that’s been there all along.

We begin with what’s already here, brushing away debris. Every hesitation in your hands, every phrase you avoid, is a trail marker, an invitation. Discomfort opens a doorway.

So when students come to me, I don’t ask, “What do you want to play?”

I ask, “What part of you is ready to be uncovered?”

Because artistry isn’t about invention. It’s about memory. You don’t assemble a self. You recover one.

Each tradition is a mountain. Too vast to own. Too rich to rush. You won’t summit Groove Mountain or Jazz Mountain by speed or mimicry. You chisel your way in, sweating, slipping, stumbling, until you reach the deeper veins. The gold isn’t at the top. It’s in the process.

You can’t plant a flag on this mountain. That’s the beauty of it.
The joy is in the dig. The rhythm is in the dust.
In the end, music becomes the chisel.

* * *
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All Ways and Always

Take one idea. One rhythm. One phrase.

Now stretch it. Rephrase it. Flip it. Let it breathe. Let it teach you something you didn’t plan to learn.

That’s what it means to live by this:

Do it all ways. Keep it always.

“All Ways” is the experiment, the curiosity to keep discovering. You don’t play something once and move on. You return. You reinvent. In jazz, this is the lifeblood: one standard, like All the Things You Are, can become a dozen new songs. A ballad. A bossa. A jazz waltz. Even phrased in 5 or 7. Each version reveals something new, not just about the tune, but about you.

Hindustani music is no different. A raga isn’t a single melody but a universe. It can unfold in 16-beat tintal or 10-beat jhaptal, sung or plucked, slow or fast. Each variation honors the same essence, while the path keeps changing.

Western classical music often approaches this differently. A symphony is often revered as a fixed pinnacle, perfected in performance. But in jazz or raga, there is no single best version. There is only process. Only deepening. 

“All Ways” doesn’t mean chaos. It means care. You flip the accent, shift the weight, alter the mood to engage form more deeply. You improvise out of reverence, a return rather than a rebellion. 

“Always” is devotion—the fidelity to keep showing up as a kind of vow. The willingness to play the same thing again, each time more awake than before.

Together, All Ways and Always is more than a motto. It’s a method. A rhythm of learning. A way to stay close to what matters.

To live this way, to play, teach, and offer from this place, you must become the most resourced person you know—rich in attention, patience, and stillness.

Enough rhythm inside you to weather silence. Enough memory to meet the unknown. Enough care to offer what others forgot they needed.

This isn’t just artistic advice. It’s a way of being.

Because the best artists aren’t just fluent. They’re faithful. They’re steady, honest, kind.

Right now, that most resourced person might be me.

But it can be you. It must be you. Because no one else can offer what you came here to give. And that, more than anything, is the work.
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Coda: The Quiet Return of Mastery

Growth isn’t a race. Each time we arrive with humility, we clear a space where something lasting can take shape.

This is the heart of artistry, and the offering we share.
II. Presence + Listening

Presence is the Practice

Presence is the choice to arrive fully, awake to the moment, more than any role or surface display.

What you offer is more than technique. It is your state of being. 

Every gesture reveals how still or scattered you are inside. Presence gives art its worth, shaping it into something that can truly be received.

Expertise narrows the field, but wonder opens it. The deeper you go, the more you must forget. Let each encounter with the instrument feel like the first time. Let the mystery stay wider than your methods.

Every note, every class, every gesture asks one thing: that you be there. Neither ahead of the moment, planning what’s next, nor behind it, clinging to what just happened, but right inside it, where the music breathes, where the silence waits.

You don’t arrive and stay; you return—like a drummer finding the pulse, a teacher leaning into silence, or the breath settling after it has wandered. Presence is the art of remembering what matters and choosing it again.

You don’t need to solve the moment. Get quiet enough to hear what it already knows.

Presence is the ground of mastery, the root of true attention, inseparable from care.

* * *
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Teaching as Listening

I don’t fix students. They’re not broken. They’re becoming—unfolding, uncertain, alive. To treat them as puzzles is to miss the sacredness of that becoming.

Teaching is invitation, a quiet welcome into deeper awareness. And the space where that invitation lives is listening: shared, present, improvisational.

Every class is a kind of jam. There’s an outline, a structure, a concept to explore. But the truth of the session rises from who’s in the room. Breath, posture, silence, doubt—these shape the rhythm of the day.

I may be the composer, but we create the performance together.

If I arrive with all the answers, I’ve already closed the door. Certainty blocks discovery. But when I come with care, rhythm, and presence, something opens. A beat is passed back and forth. The teacher and the taught do the teaching. We don’t hand out answers. We make space for understanding to emerge.

Students learn in different ways: oral, visual, kinesthetic, analytical, intuitive. My role is to unlock the channels they already carry, not press them into one mold. I watch how they move, how they respond to silence, how they recover from doubt. I don’t rush to correct. I let the room breathe.

One moment stays with me. I was teaching polyrhythmic phrasing in a world percussion class, using spoken drum languages at different speeds to form larger cycles. I explained the concept, mapped it on the board. Still, one student said she couldn’t hear the difference between the phrases.

At one point, I invited the class to reflect. Another student quietly said, “To me, this feels like the difference between night and day.”

Weeks later, while reviewing the same forms, the first student suddenly let out a soft gasp. She smiled and said she could finally feel it. She had stopped trying to control it, and the pattern emerged from surrender.

That moment stayed with me. What mattered was the listening that shifted. What changed was her relationship to the rhythm.

Teaching is witnessing. When done with care, it becomes music. It flows, shifts, and builds on what came before.

And by day’s end, if we’ve truly listened, we should feel spent from offering.

* * *
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The Second Lesson Is the Hardest

The first lesson is easy. A student arrives open, curious, unformed, eager to absorb. Like a sponge, they soak up everything. It feels like progress. And it is.

But the second lesson is the hardest. Now the student must return with effort as well as memory. They carry the responsibility of what was given. The space between lesson one and lesson two reveals everything: how they practiced, what they retained, what they avoided, and how they show up when no one is watching.

I recall not telling a new tabla student about the second lesson being the hardest, and in his second lesson, that missed opportunity revealed itself. He was unable to move forward, so we spent the entire lesson reviewing what I had just taught. Money and time wasted — and most likely my own fault for forgetting the most important part of that first lesson. Not rhythm or theory or composition, but philosophy.

Discipline begins with commitment. The second lesson asks: What did you do with the gift?

I tell students, at every level, to revisit the material as soon as possible, ideally the same day. What was learned in my space must be welcomed into theirs. That’s how memory roots itself. That’s how devotion begins. If they wait too long, the thread frays. But if they act quickly, the material crosses over, from exercise to ritual, from lesson to life.

And if the second lesson shows little progress, a deeper question arises: Are you ready to commit to this new relationship with your instrument?

The first lesson opens the door. The second asks if you’re ready to walk through it.

* * *
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Innovation vs. Imitation

Innovation is reverence with risk, built on deep listening and care. Care for the lineage. For the silence. For the soul of the form.

You don’t innovate by being louder. You innovate by listening longer. By waiting through discomfort. By resisting the urge to fill the space with what’s already been done. Innovation requires the courage to withhold the obvious and the trust to stay with what hasn’t fully formed.

Imitation can look like innovation. It moves fast, sounds clever, and often passes as insight. But it rarely touches the source. It reflects what is already known, while real innovation moves slower. It grows from restraint, patience, and tension—from the willingness to leave the phrase unfinished, from the humility to stay with the question even when no answer comes.

Imitation is where all young artists begin. That is lineage, not failure. But there comes a moment, quiet and unmistakable, when imitation no longer satisfies.

You don’t search for innovation. You uncover it through full commitment: to your craft, your practice, your imagination. Innovation isn’t a strategy. It’s a result, born of years of absorption—knowledge deepened into skill, skill expanded into imagination, and the courage to release all three.

It arrives long after you’ve stopped trying to be the hero of your own performance. It rises through trust. Imitation tries to impress; innovation tries to serve. Only one truly lasts.

I don’t innovate to stand out. I do it to find my way inside, to become a new branch on an older tree—a tree that measures depth rather than height, endurance rather than speed.

Curiosity nourishes creativity. Without it, nothing grows. Without reverence, nothing survives. Every tradition I study carries memory and mystery, rhythms that last because someone listened, remembered, and honored.

Coltrane understood this. He didn’t leap into the avant-garde by rejecting the past. He spent years absorbing harmony and form. His freedom was expansion. His sound rose from devotion.

Innovation begins when a player crosses that threshold with respect, allowing the voice to rise on its own.

And when it does, I don’t say, “Look what I created.”

I say, “Look how much I love this tradition.”

* * *
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Worrier or Warrior

A simple play on words, but one that speaks clearly. Many of us begin as worriers. We worry if the melody lands, if the groove holds, if the band is connected. We worry whether the audience is listening or if the money will come. Some worries are silly. Others necessary. They shape the clay of our craft, sharpen our focus, and make us prepare.

But left unchecked, worry turns inward. It loops tighter and narrows the mind. It pulls us from the present into imagined failure. Even when you’re ready, especially then, there’s that voice whispering, “You’re not.” I’ve seen it in students and felt it in myself. My wife worries for those she loves. I sometimes worry she worries too much. Worry is not weakness, but it isn’t a home either. It’s a place we pass through.

A worrier rehearses every possible ending. A warrior stays with the question. A worrier checks every mirror. A warrior trusts the one they’ve already faced.

The body remembers what you’ve practiced, even when the mind forgets. Practice isn’t just technique. It’s memory made steady, a kind of inoculation. Each calm hour rewires the nervous system to breathe under pressure. Exposure becomes stability.

Performance doesn’t ask us to silence fear. It asks us to carry it gently, so it doesn’t interrupt the offering. A warrior doesn’t destroy fear. They become intimate with it through practice, devotion, and inner steadiness. As I often say, courage is fear that has said its prayers.

So here’s the turn: replace worrier with warrior. You’ve done the work. Studied, practiced, listened, prepared. Now step to the mic and step into the room, not to impress, but to offer. This isn’t do or die. This is do your best.

Let your breath move through the pressure. Let years of care rise through your body. Let the rhythm carry you to the place where effort disappears. You don’t need to crush doubt. Just stop feeding it. You’re not unready. You’re unfolding.

A vital part of being an artist is learning to bare the soul. To become vulnerable in the face of uncertainty. To share something real even when it risks misunderstanding. Without that willingness, the work hesitates. It second-guesses. It holds back out of fear it might not be enough.

But this hesitation doesn’t mean we’ve failed. It means we care. It means we’ve loved the work enough to wonder how it will be received. All artists know this pause. And yet, we keep creating, sustained by fearlessness and faith.

There will always be critics, those who see only what they lack and speak from that emptiness. But their noise is not your compass. Trust the impulse that brought the work into being. Trust that what you’ve made carries something honest.

The warrior stands aligned. Let that be enough. And let the warrior lead.

* * *
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The Sacred Mundane

Nothing is just another day.

The stretch before practice. The feel of the mallet in your palm. The sip of water before you begin. The breath before the downbeat. These aren’t preliminaries. They’re the beginning of devotion. The second before sound isn’t silence. It’s invitation.

All of it is sacred.

Repetition isn’t boring. It’s the ritual of presence—arriving at the same place with deeper awareness. What seems mundane is where real listening begins. Over time, that quiet re-entry becomes its own kind of mastery.

When pianist Bill Evans was asked why he practiced, he simply said: “The minimum.”

A reminder that mastery isn’t about moving beyond the fundamentals. It’s circling back to them, honoring them, deepening into what should never be left behind. You don’t practice all the ideas at once. You choose one. You grow it, shape it, evolve it. You let it take root in your mind, your body, your spirit. Depth outruns coverage.

The mundane becomes profound the moment you pay attention. What you once dismissed as ordinary now reveals the rhythm of your entire life: the warmth of habit, the honesty of effort, the beauty of breath. All of it matters.

Once, in Ghana, my teacher Alhaji asked me to play a simple gung-gong groove for five minutes. Then he cued me to stop. He looked at his son, Zona, and said,

“I need to run some errands. You make sure Jerry keeps playing. No breaks. No changes.”

Zona nodded. Alhaji walked out the screen door, got in his van, and drove away.

I kept playing. At first, it was easy, even floating. Then it shifted. Relaxation turned to pain. My hand cramped. My mind rebelled. Zona stared at me with unwavering intensity. I paused for half a second to adjust my grip. He commanded,

“Keep playing.”

Hours passed. The agony peaked. My stick slipped lower toward the drum’s center. Zona again:

“Straighten up. Play clean.”

I silently begged for Alhaji to return. Still, I played.

Finally, the screen door opened. Alhaji stepped back inside, smiling. He sat beside his son and cued me to stop.

I almost couldn’t. The stick felt fused to my hand. Slowly, I opened my fingers. Everything throbbed.

“That was a good lesson,” he said. “Now you have it.”

I knew what he meant: ownership.

Even the simplest idea can carry you deeper than you ever imagined.

Pick a phrase. Set the alarm an hour ahead. Play without looking at the clock. Let the ego fall away. Let the journey begin.

There is nothing mundane about sound and time. Only the illusion that it’s time to move on.

The sacred wasn’t hiding. It was in your hands all along.

* * *
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The Mirror of Feedback

Criticism rarely reveals
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