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			We seek not just that which is uninjured,

			but that within us which is uninjurable.

-Stephen Levine


To Judy with great love and appreciation.


Introduction

Storytelling may be as old as history itself. At the very least, I suspect it is as old as the history of humanity. With innate connections, wisdom, humor, and sadness, evolution of story cycles ever onward, lifting us to new glimpses of truth, self-realization, and compassionate tenderness for each other. Centered for an infinite, precious still moment of time in the lingering cadence of a story, we open our eyes, our ears, our hearts, our very souls to a resonant music irresistibly drawing us to the magnetic north of our true being.

Ron Chapman’s collection, Seeing True: Ninety Contemplations in Ninety Days, invites us to spend each day in one delicate, thoughtful, time-suspending moment of living story. It is a rare invitation to briefly rest within ourselves and to know, deep within the core of our being, that we are truly divine. 

Knowing we are divine is something that tends to happen when you hang around with Ron. To be honest, I don’t know exactly how long I have known Ron. It seems like forever, though I know it must be only five or six years. I suspect I am not the only one of Ron’s friends who might feel this way. I think the reason is that Ron, in his own forced march through a life of challenges, has survived because he found within himself an infinite reservoir of compassion for the joyous, delightful, totally frustrating, and ever miraculous process of life. These contemplations are each one an exquisite story that elicits, willingly or, yes, sometimes unwillingly, a moment of knowing.

I have two favorite quotes, personal mantras really, that came to my mind as I pondered these contemplations. The first is from Stephen Covey. “Freedom is the ability to pause between the stimulus and the response, and in the pause to choose.” Each of these meditations opens a pristine moment of pause. And in that pause the story provocatively prods us to choose. Whatever we choose in that pause, whatever may become real for us in that moment of awareness, be assured the Divine lovingly and safely cradles us. 

The second quote is one that I never quite understood when I first encountered it as an English major in college, but it intrigued me with its tantalizing allusion to wisdom. From the poet T.S. Eliot, “We shall not cease from exploration and the end of all our exploring will be to arrive where we started … and know the place for the first time.” Wherever your starting point on your own hero or heroine’s journey, if you spend ninety days (or more) with these ninety contemplations, you will be embracing exploration, an exploration of your own divine human nature. And the end of that exploring will be in some way to return to the beginning, knowing it again for the first time. 

I can’t promise you that every moment with these contemplations will be easy, joyous, and calm. But I can promise you that if you let yourself stay with the experience, if you let the threads of story infiltrate your being, if you deeply listen within, you will emerge from these contemplations transformed and renewed. My hope is that you will be ever more connected – to yourself, to those around you, and to the mystical, marvelous mystery of grace. As Ron says, “connecting is our only purpose.” In that profound and wondrous connection to Spirit, we can know with a deep sense of gratitude that we are truly blessed. 

Lydia Ashanin


Preface

Seeing True is that which lies on the other side of our blindness; and the only path out of blindness is learning to see.

While these statements present a dilemma, there is a means by which we can unravel it. In recovery programs, there are many remedies involving action. One in particular is often cited to those who struggle: ninety meetings in ninety days. Everyday sages in these programs say that if you take a specific action for ninety consecutive days, there is a great probability it will take hold in you, become habit and produce change. It is this continuing action that can begin to unravel an addiction.

Similarly concentrated actions can overcome our blindness and thereby allow sight to emerge. But in order to achieve Seeing True, we must persistently examine what many spiritual practices call “illusion.” People, things, and circumstances are not what we perceive them to be. Reality lies on the other side of those misperceptions. And it is reality which offers us the peace and contentment which we are driven to experience.

Seeing True is a guide and workbook for dispelling our illusions. It contains ninety contemplations, as well as a few simple questions to consider. Ample space is provided for written response. The immediate goals are to create the habit of contemplation, and to produce a small crack in the armor of ego through which deeper understanding can grow.

The long term goal is freedom from the illusions that contract us and limit our lives. We are designed by Life itself to be spiritually fulfilled and lead enriched lives. Anything less is a measure of illusion’s grip on us, though it would be foolish to presume that we can define the terms of fulfillment and enrichment. Each of us finds inner satisfaction in our own way. That which pleases me may not please you. In the end, we may even find that our desires for fulfillment evolve or change. We cannot predict the outcome.

The path to freedom begins with contemplation. As illusion’s hold on us is weakened through contemplation, we are led to meditation, a quieting process intended to allow the experience of Divine Presence. As meditation quickens the process, we have the opportunity to experience Communion, a deep sense of connection and wholeness. Beyond Communion, the mystics tell us, is the realm of Union. The entire process is one of realization. It is said by some that Union is all we have ever really desired.

But, and this is significant, the path described above is an arduous one. It takes decades to become a master of anything; and it takes a great deal of self-abandonment to embrace that which is offered. So it would be beneficial to immediately abandon the hope that in ninety days we will achieve enlightenment. Instead, consider this a beginning.

Every now and then a river will change course. If you stand upon the bank at the moment of redirection, it appears to be an instantaneous and momentous shift. But to see it clearly, one would have to stand on the bank for decades or even centuries studying the movement of trillions of grains of sand that preceded this dramatic moment. 

So it is with us. There are trillions of grains of the sand of self that must be rearranged before we experience a breakthrough. This is the truth, though it runs counter to every bit of popular information to which we are exposed. Sadly, many have come to believe that we can have it all in one minute, find it in a single book, or achieve it through five easy steps.

I suggest a more realistic approach to Seeing True: a commitment to a long, slow awakening through a daily practice that begins with a reading to stretch our beliefs and understanding, allows for thoughtful and written reflection and then proceeds to quiet contemplation and meditation. I offer one simple piece of encouragement. What we seek is worth the labor.

Throughout Seeing True, I use a variety of names for Spirit, always capitalizing the first letter. This approach is consistent with the desire to overcome our illusions. Most of us have unconsciously created a fixed concept of a God that is associated with the name we use. This is yet one more illusion we must escape. We can facilitate this by changing the names for It.

Many years ago I went through a period of what I can now acknowledge as profound awakening. For months, every time someone asked me how I felt, I would reply, “It’s another day in paradise … it just doesn’t look like what I expected.”

I can now say I had no idea of the accuracy of that statement. Seeing True allows me to know that paradise is already here and now, though it is a far cry from what I imagined. Paradise must be experienced, it cannot be described. What I know of it, I highly recommend. But it still doesn’t look like what I expected.

With wonder and love,

Ronald Chapman
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Spiritual

A small group of men and women came together weekly at the local Jewish community center to talk. Though of many faiths and perspectives, they all shared a common problem of addiction. Each sought a spiritual solution, though each approached it differently.

One evening the dialogue turned to specific spiritual practices, especially meditation. Their experience was quite broad, so the points each made ranged far and wide. The conversation continued, but one man, Bill, did not speak.

After a while someone asked Bill why he was silent. He blushed before saying, “I’m ashamed. I don’t meditate. The only thing that quiets my mind is waxing my car.”

A hush fell over the group for a long moment before the eldest of the group spoke. “Then waxing your car must be a very spiritual activity.”

The discussion shifted instantly to those activities that brought peace to each person. Soon they spoke of the state of inner peace itself.

“But what of joy?” asked one. 

Replied another, “Well anything that produces joy must also be spiritual. And that must be true of anything that’s good.”

Quiet returned before Bill spoke again. “So is sadness not spiritual? Or anger? Or depression?”

A long silence followed. The question needed no answer.


Spiritual - Journal

What brings me peace? In contrast, what agitates me? How do I view these, and what do they mean to me spiritually?

_____________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________

______________________________________________________


Now

I was sitting in my favorite coffee shop savoring a chocolate bar and a cup of coffee, but not just any chocolate bar and coffee. This chocolate was seventy-seven percent cocoa, and the coffee was decaffeinated Kona brewed extra strong. I was in ecstasy.

For some reason my thoughts wandered to the coffee plantation in Hawaii. It was a different time there with a different angle to the sun, and breezes unlike the southwesterly winds of New Mexico blowing across this high desert. The coffee growers and laborers were eating lunch rather than a late afternoon snack. Coffee beans there languished in a tropical setting, as fruit trees thrived in our dry climate … all precisely at the same moment. 

An insight burbled up. It is now there just as it is now here.

Our perception is profoundly egocentric. We think our particular slice of life is now, forgetting that at this same instant throughout the universe there is only one now. Granted there are many vantage points, but only one now.

Worse, we insist on carving reality into past, present, and future. In truth it is an infinite series of expressions of now. There is nothing but now. 

As I write in this moment seated on an airplane, there is a child sitting a few rows in front of me staring backward. Directly in front of me sits a man with a small bald spot at the crown of his head. The child cannot see the bald spot. Beside the man is a woman who has, at best, an oblique angle of the bald spot. In Atlanta, our destination city, there are people who don’t know that this moment includes this man, much less his bald spot.

In my mind an amused voice asks, “Do you promise to contemplate the now, the whole now and nothing but the now?” 


Now - Journal

Considering this moment and whatever is right in front of me, what other variations of now can I conceive? Given these many slices of now, what limits my ability to see from this larger vantage point?

_______________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________


Witness

The radio interview ended. It had been a heartwarming conversation about cultural differences and the processes whereby we become acculturated. It was not however some lofty, intellectual discussion, but a gentle, story-like chat. 

In the conversation that followed the interview, the guests asked the radio host about the nature of his work. He launched into a description but very quickly lapsed into silence. After a few moments he resumed, “I’ve never spoken of it this way, but I bear witness to the Divine in others.”

Our lives present the opportunity to bear witness. Looking past the challenges or suffering of others, even beyond their successes and joys, we can seek the presence of Spirit in them. It lies beyond the story of our lives, larger and richer than any of us imagine. One sage calls it “the Christ.” New Thought spiritual traditions use the word “namaste” to describe it.

Yet it is more than words. It is knowingness, an ability to see and acknowledge the indwelling Spirit animating each of us. To bear witness to the Divine is to see with clarity, and through that sight, to acknowledge Spirit. 

Witnessing is simple interaction, like the story a man told of standing in line at a register in a grocery store. He was acquainted with the cashier, but noticed she was particularly radiant that day. “You’re more beautiful than usual,” he said with a smile.

The woman beamed, or perhaps it is more accurate to say Spirit beamed in response to acknowledgment. 


Witness - Journal

To whom have I recently borne witness of the Spirit within? What did I see? If I haven’t done so, how might I?

_____________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________


Objectification

There is one pattern of memories that seems to retain its effect: pain at the ending of significant relationships. I remember being devastated when my first wife left me. I sat at the head of the stairs sobbing for Melanie, my two dogs clenched to my chest. With Regina, my beloved second wife, profound grief came as a deep, dark depression. Bewilderment and disbelief describe the ending of my time with Jane, the woman I thought was my life partner after two divorces. 

My problem is a human one. We equate love with a relationship, a person, a kiss or sex. In our minds we objectify, mistaking the symbols of love and love itself. In an even more subtle objectification, we convince ourselves that the feeling of love is the love. When we lose the feeling, the relationship, or the embraces, we are disappointed, fearing love is lost.

This is our challenge: to see past objects and concepts, understanding love is permanent, infinite and unyielding. So too with all that matters.

Abundance is. In misunderstanding, we equate it to money, material goods, or financial assets. Yet supply is infinite and cannot be limited.

Well-being is. Since we are the expression of the Divine, as are all things, there is nothing but well-being. Our pursuit of health and happiness demonstrates our confusion.

Spirit is. But we confine the Divine to institutions, philosophies and morals. Rest assured, Spirit far exceeds our conceptions, rules or organizations.

When we gaze upon a rose bush in the middle of winter, it is easy to see the absence of roses. But concluding we have lost roses is failing to see the truth that spring will reveal.
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