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“Notes to Myself will be remembered not as one man’s inquiry into himself, but as a monumental journey of discovery the whole human race has embarked upon.”

—Barry Vissell, M.D., and Joyce Vissel I, R.N., M.S.,
    coauthors of The Shared Heart




“Hugh Prather’s Notes to Myself is a powerful collection of affirmative statements and meaningful insights that can inspire anyone who is reaching for more light while standing in the darkness. I’ve often given his book instead of advice.”

—Jack Boland, Unity minister




“Hugh Prather describes the meaning of life in a simple and engaging way. He is truly the consummate writer. His books are alive, meaningful and helpful guides because he tells the truth and is committed to serve us with his zest and love for life. His readers love him because they feel his love for them.”

—Arnold M. Patent, author of You Can Have It All




“When I first read Notes to Myself several years ago, a deep bell of remembering rang within me and I had this freeing feeling: ‘Why didn’t I write these notes to myself? But since I didn’t, couldn’t, wouldn’t—God bless you, Hugh Prather, for doing it for me!’ May this 20th Anniversary edition ring bells of freedom and joy in the soul of every reader!”

—J. Sig Paulson, Unity minister




“I am a painter. A painter’s ego is particularly vulnerable. Each time he shows a new work he offers himself up to sometimes brutal criticism—even from himself. This little book has helped me in … my struggle to keep things in perspective and preserve my self-esteem.”

—Clark Hulings




“Reading this volume… has been most rewarding…. After only a few pages I was put into a powerfully reflective mood that brought me to the mode of “true reality.” It was difficult to put the book down…. The short reflections are just what we need to center our thoughts for meditation…. I am sure that it will bring the experience of peace to anyone who takes the time to examine it…. Notes to Myself… has become part of my daily spiritual diet.”

—Friar Justin Belitz, O.F.M.




“Notes to Myself is a timeless gem. Hugh Prather’s insights and honest evaluation of his innermost thoughts reflected many of my own. This book serves as an indispensable guide to the actualization of the higher self.”

—Paul Horn, musician and composer




“What a wonderful breath of fresh air!”

—Robert A. Johnson,          
author of He, She, and We




“This lustrous classic touched my life many years ago, and its powerful insights are even more meaningful today. It’s a national treasure.”

—Og Mandino,
    author of The Greatest Salesman in the World




“Notes to Myself helped initiate me into the human potential movement and deeper self-acceptance. This is a classic, landmark book.”

—Harold H. Bloomfield, M.D.,
    author of How to Survive the Loss of a Love




“Lao-tzu tells us: To know others is intelligent; to know ourselves is true wisdom. Hugh Prather’s insightful personal search and cultivation in this classic little gem is a wonder of human nature.”

—Chungliang Al Huang,
    founder, Living Tao Foundation, and author
    of Embrace Tiger, Return to Mountain,
    and Tai Ji




“Most of the world’s books are never read at all by the great majority of the human race. Others are read but once. A third and quite rare category consists of books that may be referred to repeatedly. Such a book is Notes to Myself. It can and should be often enjoyed.”

—Steve Allen, comedian, composer,
and author                                    




“Reading Notes to Myself the first time was like putting on a new pair of glasses that helped drastically to improve my vision. Now reading the revised edition has reminded me of how dirty my glasses have become. Thanks, Hugh, for coming along to clean my glasses.”

—Wally “Famous” Amos, cookie magnate
    and author of The Power in You




“To Hugh Prather, the soft thudding sound you hear is our footsteps following you joyfully and gratefully.”

—Elizabeth and Robert Young




“To me, Hugh Prather speaks the language of spiritual transformation. I love this man—and all that he writes.”

—Wayne W. Dyer, author of You’ll See It When You Believe It




“Inspiring, insightful, and integrating. Maturing adulthood at its very best!”

—W. Brugh Joy M.O., SACP, author of Joy’s Way: A Map
    for the Transformation Journey




“I first read Notes to Myself about twenty years ago. It gave me a boost in my journey of personal growth. It is a precious jewel.”

—Ken Keyes, Jr., author of Handbook to Higher
    Consciousness and The Hundredth Monkey




“Notes to Myself is an excellent introduction to basic self-awareness. Written from the heart with genuine authenticity, it invites acceptance and love. Prather’s refreshing perspective on the struggles of everyday life is a gift of practical wisdom for all of us.”

—Frances Vaughan, author of The Inward Arc: Healing and
    Wholeness in Psychotherapy and Spirituality




“Twenty years ago, Notes to Myself helped usher in the New Age; today it is a classic, as relevant and contemporary as ever. Its searching honesty can open the way to personal enlightenment for anyone.”

—Arnold R. Beisser, author of Flying Without Wings




“With our attention drawn so consistently toward the global issues that concern the outer environment of life, Hugh Prather’s book attends to the inner environment of the unfolding of a person, which is an important accomplishment and counterpoint in the struggle for meaning of our time. It is a useful guide for all those bent on the inner journey, and a helpful companion to the wider orchestration of our interests to create a better world in all respects.”

—Glenn Olds, president, Better World Society




“From the first moment I opened Hugh Prether’s book … many years ago … his words have been a constant source of joy, inspiration, and comfort whenever I read them!… In reading of Hugh’s search for the truth I was helped to continue my own search for the ‘inner’ voice of truth that is within us all! … Notes to Myself has radiated out across the whole world, and touched hearts everywhere!”

—Joan Walsh Anglund, artist, poet, and author of A Friend
    Is Someone Who Likes You




“Notes to Myself is one of those books you never outgrow. You read it again and again every so often and marvel at how much deeper it gets as the years go by.”

—Marianne Williamson, founder, The Centers For Living
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to
Carl Rogers

(whose On Becoming A Person
showed me where to look)
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Introduction To Twentieth-Anniversary Edition

I started putting Notes to Myself together in 1968. Gayle and I had been married just four years. We were living in Berkeley, and it was that period when the flower children moved from Haight-Ashbury to Telegraph Avenue, and lost their way. The ideal that all people should be allowed to “do their own thing,” an ideal, really, of complete acceptance, quickly deteriorated into angry, judgmental riots between “heads” and “short hairs.” When the war reached our neighborhood on Eighth Avenue, we decided to accept a job on a ranch in Colorado. So in the summer of 1969, in the mountains near Chama, I cleaned out beaver dams and Gayle cleaned cabins, and in my spare time, I finished the manuscript and began the seemingly hopeless process of submitting it to publishers.

Everything I had written in the two years I had been a writer—poems, short stories, humorous articles—had been rejected, and so when I received a letter back from Real People Press within a couple of days of mailing the manuscript, I knew it was a rejection slip. Obviously, they had not had time to read it. I found out later that after finishing the book late the night before, the publisher had gone straight to a mailbox with a letter of acceptance.

John Stevens (now Steve Andreas) turned out to be the most honest publisher with whom I have ever had dealings. His opening sentence began, “You can probably receive a higher royalty from a larger company … “Several years later he called me one day and said that he didn’t think he was paying me enough (an above-average 10 percent!) and was raising the royalty and making it retroactive for the year. This little press, a husband-and-wife team who had published only three other books, had no salesmen, ran no ads, and didn’t even have distribution on the East Coast. Nevertheless, after a few years of the book working its way across country by word of mouth, they found that they had a best-seller. It is now published by Bantam in many foreign languages and has sold several million copies, but I am convinced that Real People Press is the only publisher in the country who would have taken it at that time.

Now, twenty years later, Gayle and I have just written Notes to Each Other, and as we have been reviewing the two books, we have been encouraged with at least one obvious fact about progress: In our hearts, we can all sense the way home—even in youth.

Most children perceive the mistakes their parents are making, attitudes and approaches that make life harder rather than easier. “It doesn’t have to be this way” is a common childhood feeling that many of us can recall having. Coming into the world already knowing that its happier to be happy, children recognize well and resist with surprising persistence such insane lessons as it’s necessary to be rushed (Instead of simply moving quickly), it’s necessary to be discouraged at night (instead of simply being tired), it’s necessary to be irritated at mistakes (instead of simply correcting them), it’s necessary to be discontent with conditions (instead of taking steps toward a change).

Insights such as these are the little windows onto truth with which we begin life, and that, despite our best efforts, become spotted with the numerous distortions that a young child needing approval cannot help taking on. In many ways life is the process of cleaning the windows until finally we see with understanding what before was sensed only with childlike instinct. Maturity is wanting nothing but what we see with the purity of our heart.

Notes to Myself is the journal of a young man whose personality is yet unformed and whose approach is yet untested. I was plagued with questions of career, sexual expression, feelings of inadequacy, and especially a longing to know oneness with Gayle and all others. My childhood had not prepared me to function well in the world, and I was struggling with loyalty to our marriage, a need for friends, and a deep confusion as to which among the many voices within me was the truest guide.

As were many others of that era, Gayle and I were trying to understand our individual functions in the larger world as well as the smaller world of Berkeley, and not merely to march in step with the old ways of the generation with which we had grown up. Yet we soon discovered that this preoccupation with “actualizing” the self could also lead to egocentricity, and it took an enormous and persistent effort for us to begin applying these insights in a broader, more humane manner.

In a sense, Notes to Myself clarified our way, for after it was published a small but steady number of alcoholic and suicidal individuals began turning to us for help. This eventually led to our taking up crisis counseling on a full-time basis. At first, as well as the suicidal, we dealt primarily with battered women and rape victims, but gradually found ourselves working more and more with parents in grief. We started a group for anyone who had had a child die, and unexpectedly began receiving weekly instruction from the people we thought we were there to help. The profound goodness and deep honesty of these parents consolidated and reinforced the simple lessons of our lives.

We put what we had learned from this crisis work in another “Notes” entitled Notes on How to Live in the World … And Still Be Happy, This in turn led to our work with couples committed to forming long-term relationships and the writing of A Book for Couples, for which Notes to Each Other is the diary or raw source material.

Notes to Myself was essentially a stack of yellow sheets (which I called my diary) where I went to sort things out, where I put down my pains and problems, and my very deep longing to break through to some truth. In many of the passages I was guessing, but because I was trying hard to be honest with myself, I sometimes guessed right. That is why, aside from some editing and a few additions, I have left the book essentially as it was. In going over each passage, I can remember almost every thought I had when I wrote it—and here’s something that is interesting to me—I can remember whether I was being dishonest while telling myself that I wasn’t. It’s especially these little dishonesties that I have corrected.

Now, as well as talking to Gayle and using a diary to sort things out, I sometimes talk to our two boys, Jordan, six, and John, who is ten. Here again is the example that even at a very young age we can all sense the way home. Last week I was putting the six-year-old to bed, and referring to all my burdens I said, “Jordan, how can I live a happy life?” Without hesitation he answered, “Do what you say.”

Since writing Notes To Myself, I guess all I have really been trying to do is just that—live the gentle approach it contains. I hope that this little book also echoes the truth of your own path. And please know, I walk with you.

Hugh Prather

May 1989

Santa Cruz, California
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   If I had only …
forgotten future greatness
and looked at the green things and the buildings
and reached out to those around me
and smelled the air
and ignored the forms and the self-styled obligations
and heard the rain on the roof
and put my arms around my wife
   … and it’s not too late
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She may die before morning. But I have been with her for four years. There’s no way I could be cheated if I didn’t have her for another day. I didn’t deserve her for one minute, God knows.

And I may die before morning.

What I must do is die now. I must accept the justice of death and the injustice of more “life.” I have had a good life—longer than many, better than most. Tony died when he was twenty. I have had thirty-two years. I couldn’t justify another day. I did not create myself, it is a gift. I am me, that is the miracle. I had no right to remain a single hour. Some remain a single minute. And yet I have had thirty-two years.

Few consciously choose when they will die. I choose to accept death now. As of this moment I give up my “right” to live. And I give up my “right” to her life.
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