
		
			[image: Cover of “Greenlights” by Matthew McConaughey. Photo of Matthew McConaughey in close-up, with wavy hair and light stubble, wearing a denim shirt and holding his clasped hands to his mouth as he looks to the right. Text at top left reads “A rollicking, contemplative trip.—Financial Times”. At top right: “Both calming and laugh, laugh, laugh-out-loud funny.—The Washington Post”. Large title across the upper middle reads “GREENLIGHTS”, with smaller text below it reading “With a new afterword”. A circular badge at left reads “#1 New York Times bestseller”. The author’s name “Matthew McConaughey” appears along the bottom.]
		

	
		Praise for Greenlights

		“Matthew McConaughey’s book is exactly what we needed after the frenzy of Campaign 2020…. [A] much-needed breather…[and] a recuperative journey…it is both calming and laugh, laugh, laugh-out-loud funny.”

		—Hugh Hewitt, The Washington Post

		“McConaughey’s approach to memoir is the opposite of careful, instead opting for pure candor…. Taken together, the stories in Greenlights paint the picture of someone who could not care less of what the world thinks of him, which has—not coincidentally—resulted in lots of people in the world liking the actor and his work.”

		—John Warner, Chicago Tribune

		“McConaughey’s own story is arguably more interesting than any character he has embodied on the silver screen over the decades.”

		—USA Today

		“A brilliant memoir…[Greenlights] is unmistakably a ‘book that only Matthew McConaughey could have written.’ This is a good thing.”

		—The Times Magazine (UK)

		“A delightful surprise, full of stories that [haven’t] been shared on late night talk shows or made headlines over the years. It’s a wild ride to be sure, but if you enjoy McConaughey and all of the eccentricities and contradictions that come with him, it’s one you won’t want to miss.”

		—Texas Monthly

		“Delightfully voicey.”

		—GQ

		“Raucous…. [Greenlights] delivers memorable life lessons.”

		—Pico Iyer, Air Mail

		“Candid…Greenlights is more than an autobiography, far more than a comedy or a series of adventures. The author gives us a lively look at his life in and out of his movies and provides readers with an honest look at who he is.”

		—The Florida Times-Union

		“Unflinching honesty and remarkably candid, Matthew McConaughey’s book invites us to grapple with the lessons of his life as he did—and to see that the point was never to win, but to understand.”

		—Mark Manson, author of The Subtle Art of Not Giving a F*ck

		“McConaughey is a talented actor and a fine writer, but a total genius at living. He attacks life with an exhilarating ferocity. This is a wildly unexpected and delightful book you can’t just read, you have to experience.”

		—Lawrence Wright, author of The End of October

		“It shouldn’t surprise you that this book is good, but it will surprise you just how good it is. Wise and entertaining, this is an inspiring memoir and how-to from one of the great outlaw philosophers and artists of our time.”

		—Ryan Holiday, author of The Daily Stoic

		“A Renaissance man on the big screen, McConaughey shows he is the same on the page. Mystical and spiritual but mostly just wonderful, Greenlights is an inspired memoir that celebrates the idea that it’s the journey rather than the destination that will fulfill us.”

		—Michael Connelly, author of Fair Warning

		“Written with great intensity and rare candor, Greenlights is a whirlwind of wisdom that’s as singular and fervent as its author. Read the book, experience the behind-the-scenes adventures, then pursue your own greenlights full throttle.”

		—Shaka Smart, former head coach, men’s basketball, the University of Texas at Austin

		“I cannot recommend it highly enough.”

		—John Mackey, co-founder and CEO of Whole Foods Market, co-author of Conscious Leadership
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			To the only thing I ever knew I wanted to be, and family
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			This is not a traditional memoir. Yes, I tell stories from the past, but I have no interest in nostalgia, sentimentality, or the retirement most memoirs require. This is not an advice book, either. Although I like preachers, I’m not here to preach and tell you what to do.

			This is an approach book. I am here to share stories, insights, and philosophies that can be objectively understood, and if you choose, subjectively adopted, by either changing your reality, or changing how you see it.

			This is a playbook, based on adventures in my life. Adventures that have been significant, enlightening, and funny, sometimes because they were meant to be but mostly because they didn’t try to be. I’m an optimist by nature, and humor has been one of my great teachers. It has helped me deal with pain, loss, and lack of trust. I’m not perfect; no, I step in shit all the time and recognize it when I do. I’ve just learned how to scrape it off my boots and carry on.

			We all step in shit from time to time. We hit roadblocks, we fuck up, we get fucked, we get sick, we don’t get what we want, we cross thousands of “could have done better”s and “wish that wouldn’t have happened”s in life. Stepping in shit is inevitable, so let’s either see it as good luck, or figure out how to do it less often.
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				A Wednesday Night, 1974

			

		

		Dad had just gotten home from work. Greasy blue button-down with “Jim” on the left chest patch already thrown in the washer, he sat at the head of the table in his sleeveless undershirt. He was hungry. My brothers and I had eaten already and Mom pulled his reheated plate from the oven and shoved it in front of him.

		“More potatoes, honey,” he said as he dug in.

		My dad was a big man. Six foot four, 265 pounds, his “fightin weight,” he’d say, “Any lighter I catch a cold.” At forty-four years old, those 265 pounds were hanging in places that, at this Wednesday evening dinner, my mom didn’t fancy.

		“Sure you want more potatoes, FAT MAN?” she barked.

		I was crouching behind the couch in the living room, starting to get nervous.

		But Dad, head down, quietly continued to eat.

		“Look at ya, that fat belly of yours. Sure, eat up, FAT MAN,” she yapped as she scraped overwhelming amounts of mashed potatoes onto his plate.

		That was it. BOOM! Dad flipped the dining table into the ceiling, got up, and began to stalk Mom. “Goddamnit, Katy, I work my ass off all day, I come home, I just want to eat a hot meal in peace.”

		It was on. My brothers knew the deal, I knew the deal. Mom knew the deal as she ran to the wall-mounted telephone on the other side of the kitchen to call 911.

		“You can’t leave well enough alone, can ya, Katy?” my dad grumbled through gritted teeth, his forefinger raised at her as he closed in across the kitchen floor.

		As he closed in, Mom grabbed the handheld end of the phone off the wall mount and raked it across his brow.

		Dad’s nose was broken, blood was everywhere.

		Mom ran to a cabinet and pulled out a twelve-inch chef’s knife, then squared off at him. “C’mon, FAT MAN! I’ll cut you from your nuts to your gulliver!”

		They circled each other in the middle of the kitchen, Mom waving the twelve-inch blade, Dad with his bloody broken nose and snarling incisors. He grabbed a half-full fourteen-ounce bottle of Heinz ketchup off the counter, unscrewed the cap, and brandished it like her blade.

		“C’mon, FAT MAN!” Mom dared him again. “I’ll cut you WIIIIDE open!”

		Assuming the stance of a mocking matador, Dad began to fling ketchup from the open bottle across Mom’s face and body. “Touché,” he said, as he pranced right to left.

		The more he flipped ketchup on her and dodged her slashing chef’s knife, the more frustrated Mom got.

		“Touché again!” Dad teased as he splattered a new red stripe across her while eluding another attack.

		Around and around they went, until finally, Mom’s frustration turned to fatigue. Now covered in ketchup, she dropped the knife on the floor, stood straight, and began to wipe her tears and catch her breath.

		Dad dropped the bottle of Heinz, relaxed out of his matador pose, and wiped the blood dripping from his nose with his forearm.

		Still facing off, weapons down, they stared at each other for a moment, Mom thumbing the ketchup from her wet eyes, Dad just standing there letting the blood drip from his nose down his chest. Seconds later, they moved toward each other and met in an animal embrace. They dropped to their knees, then to the bloody, ketchup-covered linoleum kitchen floor…and made love. A red light turned green.

		This is how my parents communicated.

		This is why Mom handed Dad an invite to their own wedding and said, “You got twenty-four hours to decide, lemme know.”

		This is why my mom and dad were married three times and divorced twice—to each other.

		This is why my dad broke Mom’s middle finger to get it out of his face four separate times.

		This is how my mom and dad loved each other.
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			the golden rule and everything in moderation

			Two adages, often solicited as general rules for life.

			There’s a loophole in each.

			Sometimes people don’t want to do what you want to do.

			And one man’s appetite is another’s indigestion.
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		The McConaughey clan migrated from Ireland to Liverpool, England, to Little Rock, West Virginia, and New Orleans. There is no royalty in our past. There is, however, a lot of cattle thieving, riverboat gambling, and an Al Capone bodyguard.

		Dad is from

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
			
			
		

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
			God’s lucky.
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		While writing this book, I found this in a pile of my journal–buck slip–napkin–beer coaster notes and scribbles. I’d never seen it since I’d written it. Notice the date. Two days after finishing my first-ever acting role as “Wooderson” in Dazed and Confused. Fourteen days after my dad moved on. (Like I said, I guess I remembered more than I forgot.)

		Greenlight.

	
		
			Afterword

			Over the past few years, people have asked all kinds of questions about Greenlights.

			Why did I write it, and what were my goals? Mainly to get rid of filters of expression, to write something signed by anonymous, only by me, hopefully worth the read either way.

			What was most surprising? The more personal I got, the more unanimous the book got. The more subjective I became, the more objective the book became—and it translated.

			What do I hope people get from it? Entertainment, education, enlightenment. Laughter and wisdom. I hope it inspires us to create more real profit (greenlights) in our future. To remind us that the life we’re livin today, and the choices we make, are writing the story that will forever introduce us after we are gone. To ask ourselves, Can I live in a way that I look forward to looking back?

			I tried to offer tools and approaches to life to help each of us find our frequency, as individuals and within the collective, because we have to earn and build our trust again—in each other and in ourselves. Within that frequency, there is a responsibility to freedom and a freedom in responsibility. Greenlights is about relationships with these words and notions: Where they interact, overlap, and dance is called the “honey hole,” the place where we catch and create more sustainable rewards for ourselves and others, so that we can ALL GET LIT on the way to a destination we will never reach, but still pursue. I hope this book encourages us all to stay in the race and commit to the chase, to being who we want to be, and hence, help others do the same, always chasing yet beyond our mortal eyelines.

			Matthew McConaughey

			July 2024

		

	
		Greenlights Intermezzo

		We’re all gonna die, our eulogy will introduce us when we’re gone.

		So how are we gonna live a life we look forward to looking back at?

		How are we gonna make life a greenlight?

		Seems to be about

		wants and needs

		skill and timing

		responsibility and fate

		getting relative with the inevitable; persist, pivot, or concede.

		We’ll fight and make up,

		answer to our name, love, tell the truth, and just do it.

		We’ll sit, and talk, and listen

		initiated through rites of passage.

		We’ll learn fundamentals before raising our freak flags,

		confront to unify.

		We might have to piss for our present,

		and piss our pants in fear,

		threaten someone to save our ass,

		structure our freedom,

		show our dough,

		teach to understand,

		work hard,

		perform CPR,

		build treehouses,

		lose lawsuits,

		put bullshit on a bumpersticker,

		defend our dad,

		trade in red sports cars,

		get rid of who we’re not to find out who we are,

		keep handshake deals and choose to be culturally different on principle,

		face the future,

		choose a path,

		and not half-ass it.

		With innate ability and effort

		we’ll tuck our shirt back in,

		make the grades to get the experience,

		we’ll travel,

		find common denoms of values in mankind,

		celebrate our differences,

		walk in the right bar,

		get inspired by our heroes,

		be cool and prosper.

		We’ll lose loved ones and never let them die,

		we’ll grow up, and keep them alive.

		It will take undeniable steam,

		our timing will be off sometimes,

		we will chase the unknown and need it too much,

		then receive gifts from strangers

		on the autobahn,

		where the first time’s a charm,

		we KNOW it.

		Bet it all and fail,

		lose things where we left them,

		and find them later on,

		because we can,

		even if we didn’t want to.

		We’ll overthink it,

		wing it,

		embarrass ourselves,

		make outlandish plans and pull them off,

		we’ll get lucky,

		call our mom,

		make the moment,

		be thankful and still,

		choke under pressure,

		believe it all,

		get famous for something,

		get wobbly and lost,

		then go away to pray,

		and realize it’s all a paradox.

		We’ll parent our parents,

		and challenge the order,

		have beautiful nightmares,

		chase them down alone,

		wrestle with our demons,

		until we quit looking,

		and see the truth,

		where what we want and need

		is right in front of us.

		Forgetting more than we learned and remembering more than we knew,

		it takes work either way.

		We’ll rent many places,

		where privileged prayers and necessary devotions

		get lost in the haze,

		have proof of our innocence,

		and still get arrested.

		We’ll get bailed out,

		be folk heroes,

		have hangovers

		and have to skip town,

		we’ll stay in the game, kiss the fire and walk away whistlin,

		we’ll pick a fight with God,

		lose our hair,

		tiptoe through the raindrops,

		make our own rules, break them,

		and our beautiful nightmare will return,

		calling us to chase it down again.

		Where we’ll step in wet shit to be remembered,

		and wrestle in the sand,

		not about right or wrong,

		we’ll try to understand.

		We’ll touch the divine then spit in our own face.

		So our nose will always know we left our scent,

		we’ll act blind and we won’t see,

		the justice it deserves.

		We’ll run in the sun and swim in the sea,

		and break all kinds of sweats,

		being good at what we don’t love,

		we’ll be a fraud,

		get restless,

		and turn the page again,

		have another wet dream,

		that allows us to forgive,

		then we’ll meet the one,

		kidnap and keep her,

		move into small spaces together to be closer,

		upset mommas,

		and prefer to leave the lights on,

		doing one thing at a time.

		Somebody will get sick and life will need more care,

		the honeymoon over,

		we look in the mirror and see our stare,

		no more lookin over our shoulder,

		we bet on ourself,

		and become the one thing we always wanted to be.

		We’ll make babies,

		and now with a life to sacrifice,

		we’ll risk losing the fight.

		Hearing our ancestors sing

		we’ll get selfish,

		and instead of chasing ourself,

		we start hunting us down,

		making promises we keep,

		we take the leap,

		hoping to fly until it’s time to land,

		memory catches up,

		we see the future, and it’s just like you knew it would be.

		Time and truth proved again,

		fuck the bucks, go for the win,

		don’t ask permission, don’t flinch when they swing,

		you now know what you knew,

		you’re back in the ring.

		You’ll drive the same highway back and both ways again.

		Except this time you run your race in the game,

		there is no crisis at all,

		you go undefeated, no loss, all gain,

		and win the gold trophy,

		when they call your name.

		You chased your hero, you hunted him down,

		now, it’s time to catch him.

		To predate the prey.

		To catch your breath, and set him in your sights,

		a mortal man he will be no more, the match is all but over.

		But before you pull the trigger you gotta catch him,

		and change the game.

		So you can chase your hero all over again.

		It’s all relative, except the inevitable,

		and you know me, I never want it to end.

		just keep livin.

		greenlights.
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			[image: Photo of Matthew McConaughey sitting in profile on a rocky ledge under an overhang, looking out over a wide landscape of scattered trees, mounted on a notebook page with handwritten text around it; along the left margin, partially illegible handwritten text reads “in Africa the architecture is weak, it is ongoing. The oasis comes you should you … market daily. I put it daily like I live. Like the oasis, it lives.” Below the photo, centered handwriting reads “An artist: anyone who creates… must seek anonymity so to experience truth… then he finds autonomy, which gives him his personal interpretation of that truth. The way he thinks becomes what he believes, he then practices his beliefs and they become his being.” Farther down the page is a second photo of an open notebook with dense handwriting, a pen, and a metal mug on a wooden table; to the right, handwriting reads “full of thoughts need paper 12-08-93.” At the bottom right, a handwritten Q&A reads “Q: have i found the answers? A: no… but i have raised serious questions that mankind should be conscious of during our evolution.”]

		
			[image: Drawing of a small vertical traffic light in the center of a lined notebook page, showing three green circles stacked one above the other.]

	
		
			Appendix: Handwritten Content in Plain Text

			Several handwritten passages in this ebook were captured as images to retain their original formatting. In this section those images have been reproduced as thumbnails accompanied by plain-text versions of the illustrations.

			

			
				[image: ]
			
			1-22-89

			
				“I’ve Found Myself”

				- the most difficult word in the universe?

				- WHO​WHAT​WHERE​WHEN​HOW?? - and that’s the truth.

				WHY? — is even bigger

				- I think I’ll write a book.

				A word about my life.

				I wonder who would give a damn

				About the pleasures and the strife?

				— I think I’ll write a book —

				Help the generations with the truth about the past?

				Who’s to say one would agree?

				Shit!, I’m tired. Hope that these thoughts last…

				— I still think I’ll write a book —

				
					- mood for the sayings

					- favorite one

					- psychological

					- let life be—no—then we are cowards

					- write a book.

				

			

			Back to handwritten content in front matter.

			

			
				[image: Handwritten note and clipped quotation on a dark page, with white and green ink, reading: “Style is knowing who you are, what you want to say, and not giving a damn. Gore Vidal (1925–   )”. To the right in green handwriting: “- 5-8-09 -”. Below, in white cursive handwriting: “Isn’t that the fuckin’ truth. To have style you have to have these in this order. You’ve got to know who you are before you know what you want to say then not give a damn. But knowing who you are is the base that everything else comes from. I’ve got more style now than ever before but I’m still adding to my style. You know who you are when you become independent enough to believe your own thoughts and become responsible for your actions and you not only ‘believe’ what you want but you live what you believe. LIVE WHAT YOU BELIEVE… LIVE THE QUESTIONS FIRST, THEN WHAT YOU BELIEVE (slight change)… THEN YOU HAVE YOUR OWN PERSONAL” followed in large green print by “STYLE” and several dots. At the bottom in green cursive: “That was fun to write.”]
			
			
				“Style is knowing who you are, what you want to say, and not giving a damn.”

				Gore Vidal (1925- )

			

			- 5-8-89 -

			“Isn’t that the fuckin’ truth. To have style you have to have those in this order. You’ve got to know who you are before you know what you want to say then not give a damn. But knowing who you are is the base that everything else comes from. I’ve got more style now than ever before but I’m still adding to my style. You know who you are when you become independent enough to believe your own thoughts and become responsible for your actions and you not only “believe” what you want but you live what you believe. LIVE WHAT YOU BELIEVE…“LIVE THE QUESTIONS FIRST, THEN WHAT YOU BELIEVE (slight changes)…THEN YOU HAVE YOUR OWN PERSONAL STYLE”…..

			
				MDM.

				That was fun to write.

			

			Return to text

			

			
				[image: ]
			
			“Con’t - Yes, he plays a character, but the character is always from his P.O.V., whereas the chameleon disregards his personal P.O.V. and forms all opinions w/out personal bias. — I am understanding pleasure. Watch closely & listen to the ways of nature . . I am in the garden, and the freedom-song of pleasure is all around me. Goodnight, Mateo, I love you, dream sweetly. I dreamed of living here 1) for good 2) b/tween films 3) to write & be 4) vacationing here. 4:45am. — up to watch Cock of Rocks. They dance for a lady at daybreak & nightfall only. I could live here ½ the year realistically. I believe to appreciate a place, a character, a time, I must think of it as a place to live permanently — find the likeness, the goodness; God has such a colorful backyard. I believe that it is a necessity of man to leave what he knows so he can see what he knows — man must exit the comforts, the luxuries, the friendships, the advisors, the advice, the ears that listen, the pillows that he rests on — and force himself “into a corner,” into a place where, when his mind has a thought, and his mouth goes to speak it, there is no one there to listen, but himself, and his God. In a time, in an America, when our luxuries have b/come our necessities, when we can be anywhere; with anyone, at anytime — by way of phone, television, autos, planes, carphones, stereos…oh, the comforts of home, they are so hard to leave, and rightly so, b/c I would not want to surrender mine, but when we ‘fear’ leaving them, or ‘not’ having them b/c we ‘fear’ being able to survive, then we are in jeopardy of losing our ‘self’ and our God. Technology is basically ‘good,’ but we must respect it as a luxury, b/c it is man-made, not God-given — So, man must exit civilization as we know it, & go to the garden, wherever His may be, and watch, listen, see a place where no one can do anything for him but him ‘self’ — be in a place that has no ‘choice’ (Mother Nature) so he can have nothing but ‘choice,’ he can do nothing but ‘choose’ how to survive, where he is, w/out luxuries, and survive where he will return, with the luxuries. Every man must know what he needs, and we all know it is a necessary, to survive. It is hard to leave our place (home, U.S.A.) but the truths and the soul, and the freedom that has crossed my path, without the interruptions I welcome as luxuries (phone, friends, TV) are so clear and pure, that they are places that are ‘home’ in every man’s heart and mind. One must leave home if he is to find home (Australia, Peru) - women with wet eyes make me feel at home → just like we stop praying & seeking when we are feeling well – (success, in the groove = luxuries) and only remember to leave when there is unrest in our lives; man must leave his ‘home’ when, if not before it b/comes necessary to solve a problem. Act, don’t react — and yes, the conflicts will come, as God’s reminder of our mortality, so go away from what you know, to find out what you know, and let necessity bear your luxuries, b/c necessity is a luxury. Go away to your breeding ground, return, and do it with pleasure; create, appreciate, respect – A smile I like has crossed my path, a walk I like has crossed my path, a necklace I like, is around my neck, colors I see are brighter than before — I won’t say I found them, or own them now, b/c they found me, I simply opened the doors of my home and let them in — I don’t want to possess anything, there is nothing I really want that I don’t have here with me now. I want what I see, yes and all I see, is in front of me: To be present. Beliefs are better than conclusions b/c you can drive them instead of just look at them. Conclusions are the Model T on the showroom floor, there for all to ooh and ahh, while belief is the 81 Z28 on the highway—PRACTICALITY WINS OUT 11.8.96

			Return to text

			

			
				[image: ]
			
			MDM on Austin Statesman movie critic “a cynical deconstructionist who uses big words and careless innuendo to impress himself. Because he has no point of view, he has trouble recognizing one, so he chooses to stroke himself into dorkdom.”

			how about 2 camels on Locopelotas?

			RELIGION: to bind together again…(the true Latin definition. “re” = again, “ligare” = bind)

			don’t act like one, be one…on acting, travelling

			the capacity for paradox is the measure of spiritual strength and the surest sign of maturity. (R. Johnson – “Own Shadow” p. 78). both are true.

			while contradiction is static and unproductive, paradox makes room for grace and mystery…j.k.livin, 8 lane highways, maxims as bookends. (no “g” on livin)

			we are the inheritors of two myths that surfaced in the 12th century.

			
					
					The Grail Myth - the relationship of individuality and the spiritual quest. (MDM on experiences and autonomy.)

				

					
					Tristan & Iseult - the power of romantic love. (R. Johnson)

				

			

			language rich in verbs are most powerful. (the mandorla, motion, the river, life

			language built on nouns is weak. (secular, polar, self-righteous

			if you rely on adjectives and adverbs you have lost your way (luxury, semantics

			THE VERB IS THE HOLY GROUND, THE PLACE OF THE MANDORLA (R. Johnson)

			“mandorla” - it unifies opposites . . binds together…religion. where light and dark touch.

			- the middle…peacemaking . .

			-heaven

			-earth

			— poetry that ‘this’ is ‘that’ . . heaven is earth.

			- Norby has a mandorla on his ass. before he knew what to call it.

			- MATTHEW 6:22: “if thy eye be single, thy whole body shall be filled with light”

			- I am vain, already thinking how to use these truths autonomously . . to tattoo, to impress, to activate…before I have slept on their enlightenment or ever turned the page. but I like it.

			- Mandorlas have no place for remorse or guilt. It asks for conscious work not self-indulgence.

			- guilt is a cheap substitute for paradox.

			- guilt is arrogant. It means we have taken sides and are sure we are right.

			- to lose the power of confrontation is to lose one’s chance at unity. To miss the mandorla

			the black market is what I deal with . . just get in with the best Mavericks — the gov’t does not work “with” these people. The wealth is not shared with the common folk. So individuals must be entrepreneurs and you get “offered” everything…at dinner, at every town, $ exchange, ferry ride, everywhere…it is the “wild wild east” — salesmen at every turn. It is part of the fun.

			- CD - “Adama Yalomba” — new Malian band

			TIPS for travel – season, outskirts, guide

			the MANDORLA is not the greyness of neutrality and compromise; it is the place of the peacock’s tail, grace, mystery and rainbows. (R. Johnson)

			the mandorla experience is brief. (signs, serendipity, epiphany, déjà vu, truth….) and joyful. It is only a momentary glimpse…then we quickly return to the world of ego-shadow confrontation. (there is no cultural utopia to return to…there is only a religious mandorla to try and maintain on the inside…why it takes work…daily…and work to become the truths that are revealed from the travels alone and solitude.)

			in Djenne at Issa’s newly married friends house. All the guys are hanging out from 8:00 am to 8pm for one week after the marriage. One guy is in charge of the married guy and one girlfriend for the lady. A week to relax and have fun, celebrate the marriage and happiness so that if/when at later date when there is a hard time and unhappiness, the friends will be there to remind the couple of the happy time.

			In the middle of all the socializing, smokin, card playin, tea makin good time, if somebody wants to kneel on the mat and pray, all they have to do is “wave off” whoever may be on the mat. The others carry on just as enthusiastically as before

			Return to text

			

			
				[image: ]
			
			Ft. Davis, TX. May 8, 2019

			Day 4 writing “Greenlights”

			draw blood.

			i came here alone to write.

			i knew blood would be drawn.

			it was.

			my heart pumped more through my veins than ever before.

			Return to text
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