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Author’s Preface/  Greed:  Keep it Simple, Stupid!

***
     A secret kiss.  This magic “K.I.S.S.” is the acronym for, “Keep It Simple, Stupid!”  I prefer “Keep It Super Simple.”

     Stark, raving mad is the rollercoaster course of the frenetic, kinetic twenty-first century.  With major corporations going under due to greed, such as Worldcom, Enron, and Martha Stewart, people are starting to question the wisdom of relentless greed.  Let’s get one thing perfectly clear from the git-go:

*******

Money is not “evil.”  Greed is.

*******  
     Highpowered execs vacation in the islands, fantasizing that they own nothing.  No music wakes them before the birds, no computers control their time.  They lazily toss their cellphones into the blue ocean, and spend their days beneath blue skies, making delicious Love to the Lovepartners of their youths.  They return to the unhurried and simple pleasures of biting into scrumptious pineapples, and dangling their feet in the ocean.  Dolphins teach them how to play.  Fax machines and pagers also quietly rest and rust at the bottom of the aquamarine waters.  
     Ever since the age of the movie, “Mr. Blandings Builds His Dream House,” in the early 1950’s, society has nourished a fascination with the Thoreauesque ideal of a return to simplicity.  The absurd comedy “Green Acres,”  had a similar premise.  And in the tv series “Northern Exposure,” the main character, Joel, finds his peace by abandoning a stressful medical career and moving in with a group of Indians.  They lived an extremely harsh, but refreshingly simple, life.  He becomes strong, healthy, and happy, when he abandons the structure of typical society.  When he owns nothing, nothing owns him.  This impulsive shift is not recommended.  But it is a very powerful fantasy.
     This book is about the “New Simplicity”-- an alternative lifedesign, the antidote for madness at work.  It is written for the average person.  It is for anyone who wants to improve the world through the economics of compassion.  
     This has two parts:  the abandonment of greed and arrogance, and the cultivation of generosity.  It will enrage some of the very rich, as it will spotlight and expose greed.  

     We here suggest that greed be recognized as a disease, called “aphilosis” (pronounced “ay-fill-oh’-siss”).  Our society has no research into, or war against, this most insidious dysfunction.  Nor will this happen.  

     Aphilosis might be a contributing factor to cancer and heart-disease.  The aphilotic regards herself as unworthy of life, and so might initiate passive suicide.  Were aphilosis absent, the frequency of other diseases would plummet.  Paradoxically, greed probably costs society billions of dollars annually by exacerbating other illnesses.
     This message unmasks greed for the psychosocial monster that it is.  Many people do not want  to expose greed; they want to justify it.  Our society is so deranged that greed is celebrated.  In those obsessed with “success,” its “germs” are carefully cultivated.
     Poprock presents it as acceptable.  It is a reason to “fall in Love.”  Antics of the “rich and famous” (read, “greedy”) are the tongue-in-cheek subjects of ragsheets.  Novels that spotlight sexual greed are bestsellers, and have been made into tasteless movies for the voyeuristic audience.   
     It is defended as an American “right” in rightwing talkradio.  Callers and host bristle with angry defensiveness.  You can feel their overcomp for deep humiliation.  Guilt manages to seep through their justifications.  No one should be a lazy  parasite, sucking society’s blood.  But they still sound like drunks when they rationalize greed.  The vapid idol of greed is toasted by insipid old men who need to get lives, and for whom the word “ditto” is a linguistic challenge.  
     Instead of exercising to exorcise it, they brag about it.  For they want to be greedy.  Moral inversion allows them to see greed as “good.”.    
     If we play follow the leader, they lead us straight into deep anxiety.  We become so busy at work in the fields of the dollar that we are never at play in the fields of the Lord of sweet innocence and simplicity.

     But is simplicity just an impractical dreamfantasy?  Can we eat of the sweet fruit of simplicity in our ultratech world?

     Fortunately, oases of tranquility, where the sparkling waters of simplicity flow in sunlight, still exist.  Happily, but rarely,  you can find even a mind free.  It will be uncontaminated with the “hurry up and wait” blight of modern industry, and its buckraking and buckmaking.

     But complexity also explodes in exponential spurts.  We used to think that this was what we wanted.  At the end of our rainbow, the pot was filled with only gold.   But when we finally got the pot, we wanted more.  We learned that gold was not nearly enough to create happiness.  This reversed centuries of assumptions that happiness was automatic when you were rich.   Now, at the other end of the burnout tunnel, having seen its ghastly ugliness, we repent.  We miss our kids, and flowers.  We miss relaxed smiles and joyous, bumptious laughter.  We miss inhaling deeply of sweet, fresh, cool air.  We miss being free.
*******

*******
Chapter 1/ Ghastly Greed and the New Simplicity
***
     We sold our souls to the companystore.  We sold every microsecond to the corporation.  It gave us, in return, perfectly temp-controlled abodes, two hundred channels of tv, luxury cars, and barely time to sleep.  It’s tough to sleep on a treadmill.

     For the bloody living sacrifice of our lives on the altar of money, we also get large servings of headaches, belly-aches, heartaches and heartburn, insomnia, and a spectrum of vague mental and emotional illnesses.  Are we having fun yet?
    So we seek solace in quick sex, sports, or alcohol.  Other braindestroying drugs also distract us from being forced to peer into the awful emptiness.  The ever hotter ignition of the gasoline-fed fires of greed, our worst hellspace, promise to make us forget.  As everything spirals into unrelenting complexity, we lose sight of simplicity.  It seems to sink just below the distant horizon.  “What a dirty rotten shame!  And it was such a beautiful dream,” we whisper nostalgically, convinced that it is gone forever.  
     Is it really too late?  As we drown in our own dollar-bills, we awaken to the astronomical proportions of our problems.  Endless complexities sneak up on us, and cut our throats at midnight.  Unlimited expansion increases troubles.  It can cost us our decency.

    Wealthy people haughtily proclaim that hard, honest work should make every redblooded American rich.  Others polarize, and reject “materialism.”
  They live in tents, hunting, naked, for whatever.  “Parts of this pine tree are edible,” they hear in their heads.
     Both are wrong.  The solution lies in the rejection of extremes.  So, let’s look at simplicity from the middle way:  
     To be greedy does nothing for anyone.  But neither does “neoluditism.”  (This is the rejection of all technology, often with hints of naturalism.)  These groups polarize as the finance-people and the nature-people.  But each seems unaware that it is part of the problem.  For polarization is the mother of problems.  It is also a roadblock on the Way back to simplicity. 
    Extreme views look sexier than centrism, but they blind us to reliable solutions.  And both will perish in the war.  We are sitting on a timebomb, for our society has been seduced by an extreme-- materialism.  This is not just the way that you see the world.  It creates action.  It is the weed of greed among your mental flowers.  
     Greed makes land more important than worldpeace.  Land is more important than justice.  It is regarded as more valuable than humanity’s greatest social visions.  

     Politicians could begin to solve major problems, if they would awaken to the fact that greed underlies so many of them-- crime, corruption, mental illness, and a spectrum of other difficulties.  They could save billions of dollars as well. Antigreed education could do more good than other social programs.  But greed is a sacred cow of our economy.  It keeps the machines of industry running.  

     It is quite pervasive also in politics.  So, any exposure of its “egregiousness” would turn the spotlight upon the politician(s) backing this practical solution.
     Selftransformation must begin.  If politicians were to recommend it credibly, they would have to be people who had already known selfrenewal.  Thus, they would have to move away from greed.  This would demand rigorous selfexamination, honesty, and a willingness to let go of greed.  As most politicians are wealthy, this would make them look bad.  They just cannot afford an embrace of simplicity, no matter how good it would be for the country.

     What do they do?  They just  pass the buck.  Greed, they say, is a problem for religious leaders.  But because no one is more notorious for voracious greed than these, they have an equal credibility-problem.  So, they, too, pass the same buck:  Greed must be solved by the individual.  They have betrayed their followers by not actively speaking out against the evils of unregulated greed.  
     This is a social disaster.  The author speaks freely as an “outsider.”  He is not a priest, rabbi, imam, preacher, or politician.  He is simply a man sharing a vision of an atypical lifedesign that has worked.
     So, we cannot wait for society’s leaders.  The change will never happen from the top down.  The New Simplicity Revolution depends upon the “common people.”  Simplicity, and attendant peace, will come to our planet  only one person at a time.    
     Greed keeps the Israelis and Palestinians at each others’ throats.  Greed pits Indian against Pakistani.  Greed is the motive of the fanatical terrorists of  Islam.  It is also the basis of way too much in politics, foreign policy, and the global economy. 
     Close your eyes, and try to desire nothing.  Feel yourself free of all longings.  And imagine what a fine, sweet world it would be if every person took and kept a vow against greed.  

     It is condemned by the world’s religions.  But they are just not powerful enough.  This demonstrates what a tight grip it has on the human psyche.  It burrows into the soft tissues of the brain with razorsharp claws of steel.  So, how can we begin to change the world for the better?  We can personally do what our leaders don’t have the guts or brains to do:  We can make vows against personal greed.  
     But it doesn’t count if you’re just playing.  If you get a chance to rip off a fifty-dollar-bill, with the sure and certain knowledge that you will never be fingered as the culprit, will you go for it?  An astonishing number of people would turn it down.  They would tap that reservoir of decency that we all have deep within us.  
     The danger of greed is that dollars are more important than values.  Everything is for sale.  We hypnotize ourselves into believing that even Love is a matter of money.  “Love for sale” is not just for prostitutes anymore.

    Greed is wanting something just to possess it.  It is not something that you need.  It is not even something that you want.  It is just wanting to own.  Is this sane?  Probably not.  Is it reasonable?  Certainly not.

    In our churches and political promises, we bemoan and deny greed.  We righteously condemn it.  But when it comes to the fifty-dollar bill...

    Even religious leaders, who claim to be models of honesty, have fallen prey to this demon.  They are in constant rivalry over which can build the biggest church.  Jesus is unimpressed, perhaps even a little ticked off, at this wanton greed.  Are these ministers proud where shame is the appropriate response? 
*******

*******
Chapter 2/ Too Much Is Never Enough: Reforming Priorities
***    
     Happily, people are showing some signs of waking up.  We are starting, at a snailspace, to return to some of the fine values of our ancestors, including simplicity.  There is, in many hearts, a warm nostalgia that flees from the cold, obdurate, shining world of plastic and steel surfaces and neatly arranged geometricities.

    Many baby-boomers, often in the form of “neoretrohippies,” are again revisiting the rhetoric about the return to simplicity.  They feel that life is too short to devote every nanosecond to a hated, cold corporation that wads you up like an old tissue, and takes you out with the evening trash.  Cooperation, not corporation, is the well of pleasure and satisfaction.  These people want a return to meaningful work.  They  tire of being individually insignificant microcogs.  They long for their fathers’ and mothers’ pride, in working with their hands, and hearts.

      Simplicity is making a dramatic come-back.  It is urged by people who have already owned the luxury cars and the $200,000 houses, by people who have been through the ratrace tunnel and have emerged on the other side.  These are not just kids, who don’t know their elbows from their noses. No, the new man or woman of simplicity is a seasoned traveler on life’s highways.  

     Money was all that the old being wanted.  It was the end-all, the very stuff of her dreams.  Money was the fountain of all good.  It could replace Love, friendship, and validation-- provided that there was enough of it! 

    But the new being has already been betrayed.  In her sad eyes is the wisdom that money is a liar, cheat, killer, and thief.  Her eyes are wary.  She no longer believes the naive lie that money is interchangeable with anything.  She knows too much.  She has reached childhood’s end.  Money cannot give her entry into the lost Garden of Pleasure in her heart.  

     For example, while her mother or grandmother sought to marry a man with “loads of dough,” she seeks the more profound jewels-- sensitivity, spirituality, Love, creativity, wisdom, and kindness.  She avoids the dullard who can only “play the game” and bring home the bucks.  

    The “successful” have been thoroughly sickened by depersonalization.  They have gone through hell as they have sacrificed their sons and daughters, wives, husbands, and friends, on the altars of commerce.  Human sacrifice has not disappeared.  Only the gods have changed; but they remain as vicious.  Many are flirting with the “damnable heresy” of simplicity.  Abandoning the “religion” of their fathers, they are stepping out of the conference rooms of commercialia, and breathing the fresh air of freedom.  This is the way of the future.

     Once, a boy was reared by a very poor family.  His tearfilled eyes watched as the rich ate apples.  At night, he would dream of eating those, and awaken every morning burning with a passion to eat one.  He worked long and hard to earn one.  At last, he ate his very first apple.  But he made a mistake:  If one were so spectacular, a thousand would drive him to ecstasy.  He started engorging apples every day, until he grew fat.   He began to eat so many that not a day went by when he was not sick.  But it never occurred to him to stop apple eating.  All the wealthy ate apples daily.   They too were sick.  Finally, he died of the pseudodiagnosis “hyperapplosis.”

     This silly story is analogous to how we view money.  If a dollar is a good thing, it does not follow that a million dollars is also a good thing.  It is this same immature, childish thinking that causes the toddler to eat so much candy that she is sick for days.  Lotto-winners almost universally speak of how bitter is too much money.  “Too much money” is no more absurd than “too much candy.”  The average person cannot conceive of  this.  But it is a real disorder, called “hyperdrachmosis.”
       It is an agonizing inner hell.  For you forget how to have fun-- which you do inside your head.

******* 

Wanting is often much more fun than owning.

*******  

     We have all heard of the kid who enjoyed playing with the box in which the big toy arrived more than with the toy.  If beauty is in the eye, happiness is in the mind.  Neither is in the world of “stuff.” 

*******

*******

Chapter 3/ Inner Hell or Love:  Your Call
***    
     Too much money is a taste of hell.  So, drop greed.  In the future, money will not be seen as a goal of life.  People will not work twenty-four seven to get more.  It will cease to be their god.  It will assume its appropriate place.  

     This will lead to a megatrend as important as the industrial revolution.  Downsizing, as with American cars, will lead to simplicity.  Increasingly, households are on the cutting edge of the Simplicity Revolution.  During the coming century, this reverse-trend  will reshuffle all values. We will return to joy and Love. 
     About four percent of the seventy-seven million baby-boomers have already embraced the New Simplicity.  But it will be up to our children’s children to carry the torch of liberty into the future.  They will be forced by ecology and worldpopulation to use resources with more care  than we.  The dream of natural harmony, spawned in the 1960’s, will blossom in the 2060’s.

     Why?  Because we care for issues that really matter:  balanced ecology, the future, life, air, water, and people.

*******  

An act of simplicity is an act of compassion.
*******

THE ENTIRE WORLD DRAWS FROM A SHARED COMMON POOL OF NONRENEWABLE RESOURCES.
*******  
     It is limited; what you take from it can never be used by anyone else.  So, it expresses real compassion to take as little as possible.

     A gentle approach is best.  We don’t want to join secret militias of old men “playing soldier” in the back woods, like ten-year-olds.  We do not recommend the toppling of the government, or “end of the world” paranoia and panic.  (This strikes unbalanced minds.)       In other words, we do not recommend holing up with your dried bananas and going bananas, defending yourself against the “hordes” with machine guns.  

     We are tired of such silly games.  We want to do some small but real things to help save  the earth.  Living simply, we use less energy and fewer materials.  We live in older houses, rather than insisting on the resource-hogs of new construction.  We drive previously-owned cars, and again avoid the resource-draining process of new manufacture.

    We must learn new criteria for “success.”  Is a person really “successful” if she has gobs of money, but has  ruined her marriage, lost her kids, and grown to hate herself?  Is a person “successful” if she cannot stand the inside of her own head, if she finds it to be hell in there?  How “successful” is a person who has no real or intimate friends?

     As the old song reminds us, “Money can’t buy me love.”  How many “successful” people would gladly give all their money for a life of purpose?  Who is richer-- the beloved person, or the one with bucks?

     There was a time when we admired people of courage, compassion, imagination, and wisdom.  And it was a better world.  Today, we tend to admire only big bucks.  The value of an entire person is rated on the ability to bring home the bucks.  This is changing, but gradually.  Let us now redefine “success” holistically-- as the person who serves the most, makes the most friends, is happiest within her own head.  Only then will we have any idea what “success” really means.

     This book is an explosively controversial critique of greedbased society, suggesting an alternative worldview based on cooperation rather than cuthroat competition.  Militant materialism is the root of many social catastrophes.

    An ancient text says, “Money is a root of all evil.”  The wise open their hearts to this message.  A Goliath of greed has all but consumed our society.  It threatens everyone’s peace and even sanity.  We are all bound to this flaming hysteria of grasping. 
     Greed is an acid.  It eats away the bonds of natural affection that hold families and Lovepartners together.  When we suggest that we replace greed with compassion, we are talking about healing our souls-- and our society.
     This book is, like its title, written simply.  It flows from the heart.  It is an honest sharing, not designed forcefully to change the reader.  Instead, its suggestions are gentle, but still clear, and sometimes bold.

    Controversial as hell is the subject-- an alarm against the ravages of greed.  Some scary solutions are recommended.  The New Simplicity Revolution is a quiet resistance to a system that bulldozes over people in the name of profit.   This book is an invitation, also in a quiet way,  to join the Revolution against the dominance of greed.

     So, empty of academic footnotes, charts, and graphs, this little book presents an overview of intriguing ideas.  It is designed for both students and nonstudents.  Students of life will find much to enrich their path, in practical areas.  Nonstudents will find themselves thinking deeply.  It could probably never have been written by an expert on economics, since interwoven into her very education is the dreamillusion that the book seeks to expose as fraud:  All goodness does not flow from the fountain of the holy dollar.  It could have been written only by a skeptic.  It fills a void in common education. 

     It calls you to find the steely nerves and iron backbone needed to renounce greed.  

*******
*******

Chapter 4/ Booknotes

***     
     Threats and inflammatory rhetoric are not the substance of this message.  It is designed to present a viable alternative lifedesign.  It is based upon a quest for the happiness found in your lover’s eyes rather than in the next paycheck.  
     Can it, then, be dismissed as unrealistically “romantic”?  No, for realism too can be touched by the tender.  Just because a sociological commentary recommends Love is no reason to dismiss it to the trash.  So, please, open your heart, and let in the gentler side.  

     Be warned:  This is passion.  It grew from the ignition of an inner fire that said, “Enough!  We have hurt each other enough!  We have destroyed the planet enough!  Enough of this madness!  I’ve had it up to here with the complacency of comfortable and greedy hypocrites.  I’m sick of people who worship their own bellies, sexorgans, or bankaccounts!” 
*******
*******

Chapter 5/ Towards the Free and Happy Life:  Climbing Out of the Trap

***

     Simplists (those who live in voluntary simplicity) trade dust for goldust:  Every  thing is rushing to become dust.  So, is it best to invest all your timenergy in a system that is destined to become only powder?  Why not invest in mind?  If philosophers are right, mind lasts forever.  It is an eternal investment.  It is the most solid in the world.  It gives immediate large returns, and will keep on doing this forever.

     But let’s forget about “forever” right now.
*******  
For the only time that we have right now is right now.
*******  
     And the only relevant question is, “Are you having fun right now?”  this means, Are you enjoying your life to the max?  Why settle for minimal happiness if it can be boosted?

     But what can we do to boost happiness?  We can make it a priority.  Ostensibly, people work for “the man” because they want a “higher standard” of life.  Why?  Because they want to be happier. 
    So, we want simplicity for two reasons:  1) to be happy, and 2) the workaday world of money-obsession does not make us happy. 

     Materialism is mud, but joy and Love are diamonds.  And you have to go through a lot of mud to find the diamonds.  Most of us, like most people, have spent most of our lives sifting through the  mud.  In time, we just gave up:  We stopped looking for diamonds, and lost it.  We went crazy, and developed a desire to accumulate as big a pile of mud as possible.  Saving and collecting the mud became the reason for our lives.  We completely forgot that there were ever any diamonds.  Still, no matter how big our mudballs became, we could not help but feel that something was lacking in our lives.
    Running around after those elusive mudbucks takes gigachrons of time.  In fact, it eats up all our time.  The result is that most of us don’t have any time left-- for selfimprovement, our Lovepartners, our kids, friends, or community. 

     Materialism is a blackhole.  In astronomy, this is an area that sucks!  Really, it literally sucks everything into itself.  Its suction is so powerful that it will not allow even light to escape its grip.   A blackhole sucks in gigaquantities of energy.  But it never returns anything.  It takes, but never gives anything back.
     Materialism gives material things, but it gives nothing to nourish your heartmind (where you must always live).  It does not contribute a nanopsychon to joy, positive selfimage, friendship, good feelings, or contentment. 

     Oh, yes, it promises to do some of this.  But it is a liar.  It never delivers.  Money is unrelated to mind.  Since almost all problems are difficulties of the mind, money does nothing to solve them.  It is useless in a fight for mental stability.  For it can actually be harmful:  It can take timenergy away from psychotherapy.  
*******  

Selfesteem arises from the ways in which our own minds behold us living our lives every day
*******.
     We must learn to think globally, while acting locally-- not just a slogan, but a viable directive. 

*******  

     So, every sheet of paper that you do not use, every bottle and can recycled, enriches the planetary community, and thus, the common pool of shared resources.
*******
     Downsizing is a blessing, however much our programming forces us to see it in gloom and doom contexts.  For many, it is liberation in disguise.  A lot depends on whether you choose to interpret it as an opportunity, or as a loss.  Try to take a few steps back from your life, and ask yourself, “How can I make my life more streamlined?”  Is the dull landscape of more greed and accumulation really what you are living for?  Is the “winner” really the  one who “dies with the most toys”?  Is that a game even worth playing?

    Let’s get superserious.  You and I are going to die.  Maybe you believe that’s the end of everything.  But one thing is certain:  You sure as hell cannot take “it” with you!  That is, nothing in this entire material world is going to be owned by you when you leave it!  If you take away anything at all, it will all be in your “inner suitcase,” i.e., all in your mind.      But what have you put in there recently?  

     What can we invest in mind?  Joyful moments, precious memories, clear intellect, wisdom, tranquility, compassion, Love, and artistic or literary creativity are just a few examples of these everlasting mindtreasures.  These are the real diamonds, rubies, emeralds, and sapphires that we can take away with us when we leave this world.  Maybe you do not believe that.  That is fine.  But if you do not make these investments even in this world, you will make of yourself an unutterable bore.  But for those seeking a better life, with meaning, materialism just doesn’t cut it.  We thirst, hunger, long for something more.  We want  the free and happy life, here and now!

     No one, on her deathbed, says, “I wish that I’d made more money.  I wish that I’d spent more time in my office, at my job.”  Instead, when we are face-to-face with death, we say the same thing as when we are face-to-face with life:  “I want to spend more time in loving relationship.  I want to deepen my friendships, and get closer to my Lovepartner, to my kids, to my family.”  We realize, often much too late, what really matters.  The twenty-twenty vision of retrospect creates a Lovehunger, but, tragically, it is too little, too late.
*******

When you are dying, it is too late to try to design the free and happy life.
*******
     What are the nuclei of this beautiful life?  We need to invest in such areas as selfeducation, selfimprovement, active compassion, generosity, and the simple everyday pleasures of life.  We need to spend more quality time with each other.  We need to touch more often.  We need to hug more often.  We need to talk.  So, let’s talk!

*******
*******
Chapter 6/  Simple Pleasures

***

     Computers and satech systems make it easier than ever to work from home.  Pursuit of dreams need not lead you beyond the front door.  But this need not turn you into a dull “mouse-potato.”  It can, instead, free up the time that you need to be a real part of the family.  Families, too, are “interactive.”
     Staying home more can also provide some welcome relief from the greedmotive so pervasive in society.  Sitting back and relaxing the mind, you can say, “I don’t always have to have my hand out.  I can relax and take a few deep breaths.”

*******

Security is a mindfunction.
*******
     So, it cannot be made richer by economics.  Having more money does not increase security, and having less does not lead to automatic insecurity.  But can more money increase security?
     Almost everyone says yes.  Economic instruments are even called “securities.”  The very question looks a little absurd. 

     I knew a lady who could never find a moment of peace because she was so worried about her finances.  One day, after her husband died, she had a million dollars.  The next day, she was as nervous as ever.  Her security had not increased by a millipsychon.

     Why?  Security is an inner process.  It cannot be created by the world. The two spheres (mind and world) do not interpenetrate in that way.  They do interface, but not so that the world needs to dominate the mind.  This is the usual assumption.

     A very old story is told of a man searching for a lost ring.  It is just getting dark, and the man has turned on the roomlight to search.  His friend comes to help him find the ring.  “Did you lose it in this part of the room”” asks the friend.

     “Oh, no,” replies the man.  “I did not lose it in this room.”

     Astonished, the friend asks, “Then why are we looking for it here?”

     “The light is better here than in the field where I lost it.”

     So, no matter how much you look for that ring in that room, you will never be able to find it.  And, no matter how much you look for security in the world, you will never find it.  Security must be discovered in the mind.  This is equally true of all mindgenerated feelings.  Love and joy are two other good examples.
     Once you find security, people will not congratulate you.   The economic order rests on the premise that it is good for you to feel insecure.  So, it conspires to make you feel uncertain.   Why?  Because when you find security, you will realize that 
*******

You do not need the corporations or institutions to lead a carefree and happy life.
*******
     “Economic balance” is not happiness.  The economic system is geared to keeping everyone completely dependent on it.  Those who drop its shackles and live outside its restrictive borders are often branded as “losers” or “lunatics.”  But it is possible to live outside the common “normal” economic arrangement.  When you can do this, you taste a remarkable freedom.  You are then no longer just a “pet” owned by the system.  Outside the approved norms, you can still live a productive, creative life of progress, substance, and reason.

     People who begin to grow in independence see freedom on the horizon.  How are you going to squeeze that person back into the claustrophobic thimble of the corporation once she has glimpsed infinite blue skies?  Once you have heard the call of economic liberation, beckoning so alluringly, you will never be a cookie-cutter, one-size-fits-all nine-to-fiver again!

     We do need to avoid the crackpot approach of extremist “tree-huggers,” whose “back to nature” programs prohibit everything from clothes to tea-bags, electricity, or refrigeration.  They are not any happier than are the extremist materialists.  What is needed is a centrist position, but one held and expressed with passion!

     So, let us all move towards greater compromise; let us invite more centrist ideas into our lives, to heal the old wounds.  Let us lay down  the ideological sword, and open our minds and hearts to each other, to learn from each other.  The time for eclectic synthesis has arrived.  Society has progressed far enough to allow open and friendly exchanges.  It is a time for mending the broken bones of the “enemy.”

*******.

Any form of stress or anxiety is most often related to money or personal possessions. 
*******
     As in chronic fatigue, we have forgotten what it feels like joyfully really to live!  If, in society at large, real sex is reduced to a feeble pulsing in the genitals, real life has been reduced to weekends and frenetic attempts to “have fun if it kills us.”  What we need is more time for relaxed conversations around the firepit.  The problem is, all these pursuits require time, and we have already sold all our time to money.

*******

For most people, it is necessary to choose:  Do you want to sell your time for money?  Or can you use your money to “buy back” time?
*******
     Most people sell their time for money.  Time is really all that you have.  It is the only treasure that the cosmos has granted to you.  Every minute is a diamond.  Thus, to sell time for mere money is analogous to trading diamonds for dirt.  You can give your family and friends material things.  But what they need is your time.  They want you, and the best of you,  not just what is left over after a hard day at work!  
     Shiny gifts can never replace your quality time.  People want your whole selfparticipation.  Money is never interchangeable with time spent in expressions of Love, quality sharing, quiet conversation.  You cannot “buy” Love with gifts or money.  And once a chance to love has passed, it is gone forever.
*******
*******
Chapter 7/ The Example of Nature:  Acognitive Therapy
***
     “Unnature” suffocates you in plastic.  Bitterly, we complain that we are losing touch with nature.  From her, we draw sustenance.  You feel recharged after a time in the woods.  We are not apart from nature, but a part of nature.

     So, when we lock ourselves in boxes of concrete, with windows sealed, we live as if in outer space.  We breathe “recycled” air.  Much damage could be reversed by standing in a thunderstorm.  But we are so terrified of rain that, when it begins to fall, you would think that it was hydrochloric acid.  For people literally go into a tailspin of panic. 

     Even weather-people reflect this stupid bias.  They speak of “bad” weather, warning that “it  threatens” rain.  Did you ever hear a weathereport where it “threatened” sunshine?  Few see rain as the refreshing flow of life, bathing and baptizing the grateful dry earth, causing roses to sing.  All of nature sings when it rains.  
     We have hated parts of nature for centuries.  No one accuses spiders, snakes, or rain of being “beautiful,” but they are. 

*******  

When we decide that anything is ugly, we place a little taste of hell in our own minds.
*******
     When we divide from nature, it is we who lose.  Jesus,  when he wanted to demonstrate the “perfect” life, did not point to the famous teachers, lawyers, or religious leaders.  No, stunningly, he recommended that we follow three role-models:  The first, astonishingly, was nursing infants.  In his famous statement, “Lest ye be as little children, ye shall not enter the kingdom,” translates as “little children” a Greek word that means, “nursing infants.”  

     How the hell do you live like a “nursing infant”?  Before answering that, look at Jesus’ two other examples of the perfect life: birds and flowers.  “Observe carefully,” he said, “the birds of heaven, how they do not gather food, or store it in barns, yet your heavenly Father feeds them.”  Again, he says, “Study the lilies of the field, how they grow.  They do not spin cloth and weave garments, but even the rich King Solomon was not dressed as beautifully as one of these.”

     What do all three models have in common? 

*******

All three models are acognitive.
********
     That means thoughtfree.  We are always thinking nonstop.  But must we do it ceaselessly?  Thinking is like sex:  It makes a wonderful servant, but a hideous master.  If all thoughts were helpful, continuous thinking would be no prob!  But so many are pathogenic (causing mental diseases). 
    There is a technique called “cognitive” therapy that increases conscious positive thinking.  It can help tremendously.  But acognitive therapy goes a daring step further.  If thoughts are the problem, it says, then repairing those thoughts will provide only a makeshift solution.  Acognitive therapy recommends that those negative thoughts be completely erased.  
     How do you erase thoughts?  In acognitive therapy, the mechanism is called a “trm” (thought-replacement mechanism).  It is a four syllable phrase that you start “running” in your mind whenever you sense the budding of a negative thought.  At first, the thought is much stronger than the trm, but with use, the trm becomes much stronger than the thought.  In fact, after it is mastered, you can begin running your trm during an emotional hurricane, and it will instantly take your mind to a place of imperturbable serenity.

*******

If thought is the problem, more thought is not the solution.  The solution is the thoughtfree state.
*******
     Even replacing “bad” thoughts with “good” thoughts is not as powerful as acognitive therapy.  Why not?  Because, with practice, acognitive therapy works its magic-- gets you in touch with a deeper, wiser part of your own unconscious mind.

     Tranquility and joy arise naturally when you practice acognitive therapy.  It gives the mindbrain system a much needed rest. 
*******
*******
Chapter 8/  I Got Better:  Gradual Recovery from Greed

***

     In a slapstick movie, a man says, “I thought the witch had turned you into a toad.”

     Without missing a beat, another guy replies, “I got better.”

     It takes time to evolve from a grubbing materialistic “toad” to a loving “prince.”  But greed erodes as you feel better about yourself.  The “normal” state is paranoid, for you live with the constant tension of someone else’s grabbing your “stuff.”  Since greed is the norm, you will be different, when you recover, making you uncomfortable.  But this is the same hard choice that faces anyone with half a brain:  Are you going to go for the mediocre, or for the gold?

     Greed is surrounded by defenses.  You may attack a person’s country.  But you may not attack her greed.  This will produce the equivalent of a supernova, in which you will be incinerated.  As with the absence of the emperor’s new clothes, no one is supposed even to talk about it.  When was the last time that you heard the word “greed” at a businesslunch?  We are not supposed even to notice it.  Greed is the “new sex” of the twenty-first century-- the forbidden topic.  Greed is expected.  It is demanded.  In some circles, it is praised.
     To mention greed is in “poor taste.”  Like incest, it thrives on secrecy.  For a great sector of the economy rests solidly on this vice.  Even ministers and gurus are eager to fatten their own wallets.  They do not tell you to give to the poor, but to them.  Jesus could have at least begun construction of a churchbuilding.  But he conspicuously decided not to do so. 

     People also give sneaky names to greed, such as “ambition.”  If this means improving your life, then it can be good.  But if it means cheating to achieve your ends, or putting money before people, then it is greed.

     The religious also want to hide the ugly face of greed.  So they will justify it as the “will of God.”  If you want it, God also wants it.  They are into “positive thinking” and “affirmation.”  They love to babble about “prosperity” and “abundance.”  Now, of course, there is absolutely nothing wrong with positive thinking, affirmation, or prosperity.  It is only when these drive us into merciless slavery to our desires that they interfere with our best interests. 
     Greed is an overdevelopment of personal desire.  This has led some extremists to reject all desire. But these fanatics, called “ascetics,” were no wiser than normal people.

*******

Neither a fun-addict nor a fanatic be.

******* 
     They stopped having fun.  They drove joy away.  This left them grumpy.  Nature gives us joy through the senses.  So, if we fall into the hateful delusion that the senses are “evil,” we naturally lose joy.
     Why do people do this?  It is for the same reason that others are greedy.  Deep down, both feel worthless.  Greedy people say, “I’m a piece of crap, but I’m richer than Mr.  Jones.”  Ascetics say, “I’m a piece of crap, but I’m holier than Mr. Smith.”

     Advertisers know that fear is the root of greed.  They do not hesitate for a nanosecond to prey on consumers’ fears.  They hit at the weakest spot-- selfimage.  “You will not be as ‘good’ if you do not drink our soda,” they lie.  The soda promises gigantic rewards, but they are absurd falsehoods.  Joy is a mindthing,  but advertisers claim that their products can produce it.  So, they do not literally sell products; instead, they work to sell you the mystique or aura of the product.  These are the psychological intangibles that supposedly accompany your purchase.  They are selling good feelings.
*******
*******

Chapter 9/  Good and Plenty:  Selling the Lie of the “American Dream”

***
     The ”American dream” was, at one time, achievable.  It was this:  To have a modest home, a modest car, a modest family, a modest job.  Picking up a theme? 
    Compare that with today’s version of the vision:  To buy at least one obscenely gigantic and impressive house, to buy the latest luxury car, the biggest computer system, to have your own pool and “home theater,” to earn at least a couple of hundred thou per year.

     This eats up life mercilessly.  It turns you into a slave with no rights.  To pay for the dubious dream, you must go to work often ten to twelve hours every day, often seven days a week.  Your Lovepartner must also work, also fulltime.  Neither of you ever sees the house, or each other, because you are slaving to pay for the house.  In time, the great mansion becomes a “filling station,” where quick stops are made, usually at night, to take care of biofunctions.  Here is where you must rush through even these-- quick meals, quick sex, restless sleep.  And then, too early, back on the treadmill.

     It is not what the advertisers promised.  Your subdivision in the burbs has a nice natural name, such as “Indian Springs,” but Indians are not welcome, and there hasn’t been a spring within ten miles for a hundred years.  It’s a fantasy name engineered to make your palatial prison a little warmer, to compensate for the canned air and synthetic materials used in the supercheap construction of your $200,000 house.  Nobody plays in the sun anymore.  Nobody plays at all in this neighborhood.  Even the kids are plugged into their computers.  
     The emptiness gnaws at the “plastic” people.  They make feeble attempts to forget their lives of isolated wealth and hollow impressiveness.  They get drunk.  They do drugs.  They sleep around.  But  you just cannot help feeling that no one is having any fun.

    Why, you ask, did I work day and night to purchase this huge house?  To impress others, which now gives you as big a thrill as having a bowel movement.  Because your Lovepartner wanted it, you say, but now he/she hates it; he/she is never home.  Well, I bought it to have a happier life, you say, but even you laugh bitterly at that one.  Some neighbors attend parties, but when you look in their eyes, you cannot help seeing all the way through.  These are not lives of meaning.   It is considered gauche even to talk about meaning.

     Whatever you do, don’t seek answers, for it will only make you miserable.  You feel like a “Stepford” person in a Stepford world.  Just eat your processed hifat food, read your Wall Street Journal, watch a little financial news on cnbc  tv, do the requisite mechanical sexthing, and then get up, while it is still dark, and do it all over again.  This you must do until you pop a gasket, blow a fuse, or just croak out of  boredom.  In quiet moments, an almost-dead part of your mind insists on whispering, “Is that all there is?  Wasn’t life meant for something better?” 

     And the ad people give you not a microsecond’s rest.  They say that you should have an even bigger house; you now need a roadmap to find your bathroom.  They say that you are not really successful until you have bought into the “Walden” subdivision, where shabbily-constructed houses start at $500,000.  Despite your spending every waking moment earning money, they make you feel like a pauper.  Satisfying greed, they lie, will bring you the holy grail-- happiness.  But you’ve got them this time:  What they don’t know, you tell yourself with a sardonic smile, is that you gave up on that dream years ago.

     Still,  the obnoxious ads say that your car and house are not “prestigious” enough.  The fact that your car runs is irrelevant.  A car is not a vehicle for transport.  It is a reflection of yourself.  You are only as “good” as your car.  Don’t you think enough of yourself to drive the very best? 

    And then, they get personal:  No one has good enough breath or body odor.  You must not only “dress for success” but “smell for success” (wear the right cologne).  Is nothing sacred?  
     Yes, success is.  It is the only value that counts.  If all your talk about selfimprovement is not the hot air of a gasbag, you will purchase their products.  You are close to nothing with the products; but without them, you are a real loser, a worthless piece of human filth, a waste of skin.

    Their products, luckily, include legal drugs, the ultimate panacea for “whatever ails you.”  If you go through a low-energy phase, or have a normal bad day, you are diagnosed with a “syndrome,” for which, luckily, they have just the right drug.  They do not share that some drugs might do irreversible damage to the nervous system.  They will tell you, if pressed, that their “instant feelgood drugs” can ruin your sexlife and create unbearable hells of insomnia.  But what they keep carefully hidden is that some of these “harmless” drugs, with some people, can spark episodes of murderous violence and suicide.  This “snake oil” drugselling is slick, convincing, and often even “scientific.”

     You take a soporific to sleep.  So, take two, to counter the stimulation of other drugs.  Now you must take a drug to take a drug. You are not one millipsychon less depressed.  “So, drink a little,” goes the terrible amateur advice from neighbors.

     It is “much too late” to lifechange, you feel, even while going nuts.  Lifechange will rock the boat, making everyone uncomfortable.  Something isn’t right, but you just can’t put your finger on it.  Even if you could, you suspect that you are too “chicken” to lifechange, as if the old familiar hell were set in psychoconcrete.
    The cosmos is calling you, drawing you to lifechange.  You are instantly terrified, and conjure up a list of reasons why the idea is unreasonable.  A cold fear clutches at your heart.  Is this the long-anticipated heart attack that will finally “solve your problems”?

     How did this happen?  How did you mutate, while growing up?  You used to be such a promising young man or woman-- happy, smart, with unlimited potential.  When did you become your parent?  
     Your American dream has become a nightmare.  That is all that you know.  And that is all that you need to know.
*******
*******
Chapter 10/ Welcome to Hell, American Style

***
    By the time that you were fifteen, you had heard over 150,000 commercials; your grandkids will hear even  more.  You find this disquieting.
     Your therapist says “selfimage” is a nucleus of your psychodiagnosis.  Selfimage problems are not just the result of greed, but it is gasoline on the fire.  It does not have a very good reputation.  Historians have tagged greed as the ultimate cause of all wars, and most brutalities and atrocities.  In fact, greed has regularly led to only bloodbaths, ethnic cleansing, horror, barbarity, rape, pillage, torture, and murder.  In the entire history of the world,

******* 

Greed has never contributed anything good.
******* 
     Victims of greed first begin to lose selflove, then, Love for others, then, Love for the planet and all that lives on it.
    What if you discover that you are greedy?  You still might fail to make the connection between greed and selfimage.  You are worried about your selfimage.  You have scoured every cranny of your mind looking for the source of difficulty.  Greed is so “normal” that it is invisible-- not even a candidate for the cause of other dysfunctions.  As with a bad smell, you have become habituated.
    As long as it rules the psyches of religious, political, and business leaders, it guarantees that no one trusts anyone.  In fact, the one who “gets away with it” becomes the new “hero” of an amoral system, cheating on everyone.  Good ethical behavior is dismissed as idealistic, and even mocked as naive.  Dollars outvoice and replace hearts.

     Wherever you go, infection with arrogance/greed is almost guaranteed.  This continuous subliminal exposure to allconsuming greed, dissatisfaction, insatiability, and low selfesttem are the ingredients of hell.
*******
*******
Chapter 11/ Peanuts and Elephants:  Stealing from the Universe

***
     It does not matter whether you steal the peanut or the elephant.  Those who stuff only their personal coffers steal from all of us.  Why?  Because nonrenewable resources are limited to one cosmic “pool” that is shared by all.  Whenever anyone takes more than a fair share, she steals from everyone.  So, you are personally losing and suffering from every act of greed.
     The proudly greedy brag about their thievery.  Corruption follows in their wake.  In positions of power, their evils are exacerbated.  
     They are marked by their tastelessness.  They live in gaudy houses, drive ostentatious cars, wear showy clothes and jewelry.  They consider themselves rotten to the core; so, they must dance as fast as they can to overcompensate.  They bore us with accounts of their travels and of celebrities.  All the time, they are screaming silently, “Please love me!  Notice me!  Praise me!  Make me feel as though  I’m worth a damn!  Make me feel alive!”  They are pathetic, snotty-nosed kids with tears running down their faces, invisibly dripping onto their diamonds and Armani suits.

     In starkest contrast, the sage Lao Tzu describes the selfsecure person as “wearing rough and ordinary clothing, but within, she carries the great jewel.”  That jewel is inner satisfaction.

     If you have a thousand bucks in your wallet, you are unlikely to steal five bucks.  If you have interior contentment, you won’t roam the whole wide world in search of satisfaction.  You will not rob the cosmic pool.
     It is only when we lose sight of our great inner jewels that we must overlay our bodies with gold and gaudy jewelry, like wrapping garbage in festive wrap and putting a big red bow on top.  But everyone sees right through this phoniness.  The cardboard props of the show-off impress no one.

*******

Anyone impressed by trinkets is not worth impressing.
*******
     The arrogant cannot stand a moment with the self, which she regards as repulsive.  Oddly, if she stopped playing silly games, and invested in her heartmind, she could grow into selflove.  But she has never known anything but the game, and so, keeps on playing it and hating herself.  She has swallowed, hook, line, and sinker, that cash can replace class.  But money is no substitute for refinement.
*******

Real style avoids affectation.
*******
     Society does not want to hear this.  It scares the players when anyone decides to quit the games of display.  The only reason that Thoreau and Jesus are admired is that they are “safely” dead.  Were these men alive, they would not be welcomed. 

     The quest for limitless wealth continues to rape the earth.  It also infests and corrupts the “successful.”  Unlimited greed is a lose-lose; everyone loses.  But a careful study of the history of those who rob the cosmos establishes this one startling fact:

*******

There is zero correlation between happiness and material wealth.
*******
     This is the dark secret that the players do not want anyone to know.  For the devotees of the demon of gold have surrendered their lives to serving their diabolical master.  The stunning revelation that material wealth is unrelated to happiness shatters their most cherished myth.  It shakes the foundations of their religion, which is money.

     Financial and political leaders want to keep this secret six feet under, preferably with a tall building on top.  For greed is everything that they hold “sacred.”  But the sad truth is that they have nothing sacred in their lives.  The last vestige of the sacred left when they grew bored with sex, turning it into a mechanical duty instead of a celebration of Love.

      What happens is this:  material things grow in your private evaluations, and, as they do so, inner values start to seem “unrealistic.”  In time, pursuits such as beauty, peace, friendship, and other sanity-markers are invalidated in a blizzard of finance.  Then, one day, when you look into the vault of the mind, where there used to be stored the gleaming diamonds, emeralds, rubies, and sapphires of interior wealth, you find only a dusty, dark, empty room.  You have gradually scooped out the inner jewels and, one by one, exchanged them for worthless baubles of the material world.  Outside, you are glutted with more than you could ever need, or even want.  But far too often, you find yourself depleted and exhausted inside.

    The god of gold was supposed to rescue you, make you happy.  But when he finally showed up, his hands were as empty as your Soul.  Why?  It is because investing everything in the outer world is a tragic, life-shattering mistake. 

   Rockstars are the best examples.  Some of these overnight sensations suddenly find themselves afloat in money-- more money than they ever dreamed even existed!  They “should” feel ecstatic.  All their lives, they thought that they would, when that elusive “success” finally came their way.  
     But when they peak materially, engorged with money, they feel sad and empty.  They realize that they have made no investments in the mind.  So, they try like mad to make interior repairs, often using drugs.  They would gladly give up all their material excess in order to feel happy.  Sometimes they actually do, as drugs take them down.  They give up everything, not for drugs, but for the inner false, momentary “happiness” created by dangerous drugs.

*******
*******
Chapter 12/ Love Can’t Buy Money

***
     Everyone knows, unconsciously, that Love brings happiness.  Hypersexuality is not all about sensuality.  Many equate sex with Love.  So, the only way that they can get others to “love” them is to have sex.  
     In this book, “Love” has been written with the uppercase when used as a noun.  Why?  Because Love is the one real thing that people have in their lives.  It is more “real” than gold.  Love is not fleeting sexual dalliances, or dysfunctional attempts at pairbonding. 
    When we speak of Love, we mean the state where the self ecstatically disappears into the beloved.  This is not just attraction, but a soulmoving state of high intensity that lifts the lover into an extremely touching mind of giving and passionate joy.  This is as far from mere sex as Alpha Centauri is from the sun.
     This Lovejoy is not fleeting like the momentary high of possessions.  The wealthy are just too busy with their “stuff” to know this Love.
     So,  the names of the wealthy are often found among drug-addicts, sex-addicts, alcoholics, and suicides.  Evidence that riches and greed do not bring happiness can be traced in two lines:  1) Historically, facts belie the claim that money provides satisfaction, and 2) sociologically, the facts also deny this naive correlation.
     Those who steal most from the planetary population are among the least happy people on earth.  This is the lifetime of their discontent, for they are also the least content.  Who are these robbers and thieves?  They are not those who have struggled to make a good living through honest enterprise.  These people are worthy of praise.  This book is not about “them,” but about you and me.
*******

*******

Chapter 13/ Me and You, and What To Do:  Just Do It!
***

     Grow, change, or die.  It is the rule of nature.  But this book is not about how others need to change.  It is about you and me. 
*******

Expecting others to change is no way to change the world.
*******

I am not your “daddy.”
******* 

      I have absolutely zero interest in telling you how to live.  This book contains only ideas designed to be thoughtprovoking.  When you have finished this book, it is hoped that you will enjoy the material world even more, since a friend is always more fun than a master.
*******

Too much of a good thing becomes a bad thing.
*******

     Nowhere is this more true than in materialism.  In America, there is a psychological disorder called “compulsive buying syndrome” (cbs).  This occurs when you feel that you must purchase something in order to feel “okay.”  You have no use for the object bought; you do not even want it.  But  you feel extremely pressured by inner forces to purchase it.  Often, you must buy it simply because it is “on sale.”  To get a “good  bargain” is the Achilles’ heel that destroys compulsive buyers.  This is the kind of potential lethality that can strike people even in thrift shops.  My wife tells me “ I see even in thriftshops people compulsively overbuying and loading up push carts to their limit.  It looks really pathetic.”  

      Salespeople will take an item worth $300, mark it up to $500, and then, put it “on sale” for “only” $400, and the cbs  victim will rush to the store!
     The goal is a “high” derived from the fake “pleasure” of possessing a new item.  Often, this type is wealthy, but deep in her mind, surrounded by her $400,000 house, or driving in her $50,000 luxury car, she feels like a penniless pauper.  And that mind is always her primary home.  She must live there before she can live anywhere.  So, she actually is poor.  And no amount of futile, agonizing compulsive buying can convince her otherwise.
     We can all have moments when the symptoms of cbs are so mild that we ignore them.  The disease can mushroom.  So, watch out for the signs.  
     Most cbs victims have specialties.  Some thing represents “security” to them.  They are then insatiable.  The Love-substitute can be shoes, plants, books, cd’s, tools, jewelry, or any other items.  
     But why?  The psyche became “fixated” (paralyzed) at an emotional stage where the item became symbolically charged.  In other words, the item is not just an item.  It is security or even Love.
     A simple do-it-yourself curative for cbs is to ask yourself, “Do I really need this?” and then struggle to answer honestly. 
     Try to simplify your shopping.  Here’s a helpful exercise:  The next time that you go shopping, try to see how  few items you can buy.  Try to turn your shopping trip into an exploratory expedition into mind.  You will be astonished at how this simple exercise can dramatically change your life.  As you feel more secure, greed will die.
*******

Greed is fear mixed with selfloathing.
*******  
     Here’s another step:  Take an inventory.  Get a clipboard and write down your possessions.  Then, carefully begin a “weeding” process.  Go through the list, and discuss with yourself what you could “live” without.  Look for redundancies (duplicates).  Are some of the objects old?  Are some damaged but still useful?  Are some of lower quality or beauty than others?  Are you just tired of, bored with, some?
     This is the first step.  Gather the less-desirable objects.  Take them to a consignment-shop or charity-store, sell them at a yardsale, or, most fulfillingly, give them to friends.  Wrap them in pretty paper, with a pretty card, as gifts.  These “just because...” gifts are “I’m thinking of you” tokens of affection.  When you see faces light up, you will know that you have invested wisely. 
*******

*******

Chapter 14/ Where Is the  Glamour?
***    
     Novels, tv shows, and movies hypnotize us.  That is what good entertainment should do.  But they can dangerously mislead us in crucial areas of lifedesign.  They expose the darkness of the “rich and famous.”  But they always manage to convey that their lives are somehow “glamorous.”  Most of what they do, and own, is only for show.  If, however, you really hate yourself, that is not changed by “windowdressing.”  
     “Glamour” is a word that, earlier in history, referred to magical power.  So, the only “glamour” comes, not from what you have, but from who you are.  
     It doesn’t matter whether you have on blue jeans or stiff formal attire.  It doesn’t matter, to yourself or to genuine friends, whether you come in a vw bug or a Rolls.  They just want you to come!  Friends, if they are real, are not going to judge you  by your accoutrements.  You need to have enough selfrespect that you don’t do this either!  
     When you get lost in seeking “glamour” outside your own mind, you have already lost the way.  Any man with half a brain, and a mere drop of testosterone, will tell you that a beautiful woman is gorgeous no matter what she is wearing-- even, at times, if that is nothing at all!   It’s what you are on the inside that counts.  Truest “glamour” is a matter of elegance and refinement, not of clothes, jewelry, cars, or other “stuff.”
     So, let’s stop being fakes.  Let’s stop feeding ourselves lies and absurdities.  Let’s quit the phoniness of saying that we are better people if we dress better, earn more money, have more stuff, or see certain friends.  You are what you are-- internally, privately, and authentically.
     No matter how much mud you pack around a fifty-carat diamond, its beauty remains intact.  And no matter how beautiful the packaging in which you pack dogshit, its inner nature also remains the same.  In exactly the same way,
*******

What you truly are inside is not changed by anything outside yourself.
*******

     We all know people who feel worthless.  They feel that their lives should be more “glamorous,” compared to the ways that they imagine that others live.  They turn into boring name-droppers.  Every human being is of inestimable, immeasurable value.  Every human being is breath-takingly unique.  Everyone has her own gifts, talents, and interests.
     But this objective truth might be totally unrelated to selfimage.  Where do people pick up the idea that they are worthless?  From various sources:  Someone might have been told by an uncle when she was five years old that she was ugly.  Another might have been embarrassed in high school.  Still others go through traumas as adults.  The key to selfesteem is to find the wisdom to overcome all these events, and to convince yourself that 
*******

You are becoming a brandnew human being at this moment.
*******  
     Reading these words cannot change your selfimage.  But they can trigger you to reconsider, and to begin to give yourself at least a little break.  Here is a solid guideline that has worked wonders in the lives of innumerable friends:
*******

Never demand more of yourself than you would demand of a sensitive, dearly beloved friend.
*******     

     Relax.  You don’t always have to be “on,” or ”glamorous.”  You do not have to be always talking.  Smile, and just enjoy the moment.  Forget about dancing in the spotlight.    

     These are the actions of a selfaccepting person:  She is not obnoxious, she is not loud, she is not always demanding, like a five-year-old, “Look at me!”
     This continuous grab for attention is a form of mental illness called “hyperegotism.”  It is at the root of many more serious disorders, including some depression.  It can lead to arrogance and/or greed.  Its antidote is humility.  And everyone knows that the humble person is the one who’s got it all together.  Loud and obnoxious persons, as the old poem “Desiderata” reminds us, are “vexations to the spirit.”  
     When people are gobbling up attention, living out their egocentricity, others grow bored, and often even angry, with them.  They are as fascinating as watching the proverbial paint dry.  People get sick of them. By bragging about their popularity, they throw a monkey-wrench into the works, guaranteeing a decrease in popularity.  Braggarts exhaust others.  They make others want to run from the room screaming bloody murder.  Or else, they drive others to imagine new and creative uses for their butter knives.
      But some people just never get it.   Seeing themselves as the objects of envy and admiration, as the “glamorous” people, they are actually the unenviable objects of derision.  Nobody knows just how to tell them, politely, but in any gathering, if his name is Michael, he will work to turn the entire event into an episode of “The Michael Show.”  I have seen hyperegotists do this, shamelessly unaware, even at a funeral!  No one wants to break the  news to her that she is a terminal bore, but everyone is hoping that she will just go away.  And, in any gathering, you tend to find not one person like this, but several.  They are like a group of kids.  What consistently escapes them is the realization that
*******

When all are shouting, it is only the whisper that gets attention.
*******

      The need to grab and grub is the same illness.  We all tend to live like a kid set loose in a candy store, given only one minute to grab all that she can.  But subtle toxins are mixed into the recipe of the sweets.  This frenetic, break-neck speed ends up breaking our Souls.  It exhausts us always to be on full-throttle, and exhaustion creates and/or supports depression.
     America is the materially richest country in the history of the world, but one in ten Americans is depressed.  We are definitely doing something wrong.
*******

*******

Chapter 15/  Simple Meaning:  What’s It All About?
***

     Going for the gold is a deadend.  It leaves you dead inside.  People do not find any meaning in the accumulation of material objects.  But where, then, do people find a reason to get up in the morning?  

     “If this life is all there is,” wrote an ancient thinker, “then we are, of all men, most to be pitied.”  Why did he write this?  Because he believed that there was more to reality than just “this life.”

     Materialism is an antique philosophy, a few centuries behind the times.  The latest discoveries of science demonstrate that it’s not such a cut-and-dried, boring old universe as it seemed to be in the seventeenth century.

     We no longer believe that the world, and specially “chosen people,” are being watched over by a “big daddy in the sky.”  We no longer believe in the “psychotic monstrosity” god of brutality and atrocity, the Jehovah-myth of the very archaic peoples.

     Many have turned away from religion altogether.  With all its babbling and quibbling, disagreements and quarrels, religion is no better than economic theories.  Yet even having left behind traditional, organized religions, people are discovering a real need for spirituality.  Of course, some are just dropping off the deep end, and talking to extraterrestrials in their back yards, or spooks in their bedrooms.  Many newagers are falling for the absurdities of “channelers,” and paying a fortune for the privilege.

    And there are always plenty of quasinazis more than ready to march into their lives, tell them what to do and what to believe, and rip off all the cash that they can get their hands on.  “Quick, before they wake up!” one can almost hear these shysters say.  A large group of people paid nearly $200, 000 for a single weekend to hear an insurance-salesman talk.  Of course, he did talk in funny squeaks and squeals, meant eerily to synthesize the voice of extradimensionals, but sounding like a failure at an audition for “Star Wars,” as an alien extra.  To earn this fantastic sum of money, all the insurance guy had to do was adopt a quasibiblical name, move his head around like a person with no muscle-control, and start half-bleating, half-coughing, overlaid with a kind of screeching, into a microphone.  And his incredibly stupid followers were really convinced that they were in touch with the sacred and the supernatural.
     Of course, if you are determined to believe that an insurance guy from Paramus, New Jersey is “really” a dead guy from Atlantis, or a weird collection of miscellaneous “entities,” nothing will probably discourage you from full commitment to this bizarre fantasy.  Anyone who questions it is a “faithless skeptic.”  So, you don’t have to listen to “those unbelievers.”  We’re evil.

    This Mindcontrol is big business.  The fact that high spirituality is prostituted to become a mere market-commodity is neglected.  The money-changers are not only back in the temple.  This time, they own the temple.  This time, it is Jesus (true spirituality) who gets run out.

    The ghastly idea that spirituality can be bought and sold is a subset of the grotesquery that sees the church as a mere business.  As much as Jesus hated the idea of the community of Love becoming a mirroreflection of the marketplace, within two hundred years of his death, that is precisely what began to happen.  As early as the year 200, the Great Corruption had set in, and the church began its evolution into a commercial empire, although it kept most of its greed-agenda hidden until 312.  Then, Constantine officially made Christianity the faith of the Roman Empire.

     Most newagers are not Christian; many would be horrified even to be grouped with Christians.  But when they abandoned the organized church, many took with them its despicable attitude towards money.  And that was, “Get as much of it as possible, and do anything that you have to do to bring more bucks into the coffers.”  All their other ideas had changed-- their entire metaphysical view of the cosmos-- and yet, in the matter of greed, the spiritual paralysis remains intact among creative, independent newagers.  In moving from organized Christianity, they have simply changed clothes; the person in the clothes is the same.  Greed continues to burn fiercely in the hearts of many metaphysisists.

     Newagers claim that their dream of a “perfect world” is to create a world of perfect equity.  They claim that exotic health-secrets from the East can heal everyone.  They claim to love all people.  But their words are as vacuous and insipid as those of traditional religious leaders.  For in their day-to-day lives, which speak boomingly louder than any mere words, their real goal is the nightmarish fantasy implanted in them at the age of five-- to be as filthy rich as possible.  Even those who teach “simplicity” often share this hidden agenda.  They, like the “wealthy” whom they hate, scurry around trying to find meaning in the accretion of wealth.  How can you recognize these frauds and phonies?  It’s easy:  They always overcharge for their “retreats,” for workshops (seminars), lectures, books, and tapes.  
     A housewife who was perhaps the most famous channeler ever, her defectors say, used to stand behind the stage, smoking between performances, and mocking the stupidity and gullibility of the “fools” who believed her.  (She has since used the money of these same fools to buy a ranch and a million-dollar Arabian horse.)  This so-called “spirituality,” like so much in organized religion, is a front and disguise for greed.
    NOTE: This does not mean that there are no good, honest newage teachers, or equally good, honest Christian teachers.  It is just that good, honest people remain the sad microminority in both groups.
     The “deep pockets” approach to spirituality, as some skeptics call it, referring to one of the greedy “gurus,” is an abysmal failure.

    So, what is this life all about?  Clearly, it is not about religion.  But it is all about spirituality.  And the simplest, and clearest, definition of spirituality is:
*******  
Spirituality is Love.
*******

*******
Chapter 16/  Does too Much Money Drive You Nuts?

***
     You’ve won the lottery!  It’s the megafantasy of countless people.  They really believe that this would “make” them happy.  That no one even questions this is a declaration of how indoctrinated we are. 
     But life contradicts the naive dreamfantasies.  Lots of money cannot make us automatically happy.  John DuPont had forty-six million dollars when he was accused of murder.  OJ Simpson was also materially rich during his hour of pitiable humiliation and brutality.  Martha Stewart appears neither happier nor wiser for all her cash.
     Are we so stupid as to believe that the major difficulties of life can be solved by money?  Let’s take a look at some: 
      HEALTH AND AGING.  No matter how much money you have, you are stuck with our primitive medtech.  Will biosolutions be available in the future?  Probably.  But we cannot spend too much time in Futureworld.  Now, many seriously dangerous conditions cannot be cured.  As for reversing aging, despite many hopeful dreams and pseudoscientific “breakthroughs,” nobody really has much of a clue.  
     But wealth is not just neutral in biomedicine.  Money can cause every kind of headache and heartache, and can increase both.  Too much can also exacerbate digestive and other disorders.
     RELATIONSHIP deals with all matters of Love.  If someone “loves you for your money,” then she does not love you.  She has likely never loved you.  So, getting too much money confuses already ultracomplex  emotional issues.  If you are having relationship challenges, money is worse than useless.
     SELFIMAGE.  Doesn’t it make you feel better about yourself if you have plenty of dollars?  No.  Having cash can show you that you are a selfindulgent sensualist.  You did not know this before because you could not afford to give in to the lusts of your baser nature. Money can teach you that you are lazy. 

     It can actually block a healthy desire to work, giving you so much free time that all that you do is sit around and feel sorry for yourself.  It can be a roadblock to creative writing or other artistic production.

    It can unmask some of your friends as fakes or sycophants, wanting to parasitize your wealth.  It can drive you to the point where you feel that no one loves you, has ever loved you, for only yourself.  So, in selfimage, too much money can do enormous damage.

     It can introduce you to new emotional shallowness.  It can lead to paranoia, where you feel that everybody might just be a conartist, out to take advantage of you.  Fear of  being robbed can take away all your sleep, and force you to live in a jittery nightmare of endless fear.  Often, sleeping-aids are the first step in a hellish downhill path to drug-addiction.

    PRESSURE-COOKER STRESSES of handling all that money can drive you to the screaming-point, or to alcohol.

    TENSION IN MARRIAGE.  New “popularity” can suddenly surround you with many false “friends,” including some not very bright but highly attractive sensual types, destroying a stable and strong marriage.  This leaves you truly alone.

    KIDS.  Too much money turns your kids into spoiled brats who demand everything but appreciate nothing.  They trash toys and then, demand that they be immediately replaced.  They lose all sense of the value of a dollar.  Dollars are not earned by real blood, sweat, and tears; they are just something that magically appears whenever they want them.  

    CYNICISM.  You’re surrounded by so many phonies that you start to become cynical.  You begin to see people as disposable, or as interchangeable.  You lose all sense of Love, and, shortly, your life is drained of all meaning.

     HELLS AND DEMONS.  It is fairly obvious why superspiritual types, from the dawn of records, have warned against “gold and silver” as possible doorways to hell.  But money doesn’t just take you to inner hell; it tightens the straps just to make sure that you cannot get away.   

    The ancient Hebrews had a demon (not a god) of gold.  His name was Mammon.  Mammon is the part of your mind that wants to entangle you in the chains of greed, so that it can take you to “hell.” But it doesn’t just invite you.  No.  Mammon’s plan is that you spend the rest of your life in hell.
*******
*******
Chapter 17/The Immensely Rich:  Strangled by Guilt

***
    The enormously wealthy would prefer to burn, ban, or brand this book as “absurd.”  But all that is recommended is a little honest selfexamination.  In the quest to become a genuinely better person, you are going to have to look at your conscience.  But what in this message makes the ultrawealthy cringe?  They are terrified.  Of  what?  Of  hell, maybe.  Perhaps, of karma.

     Jesus declared, “You cannot serve God and Mammon.”  Or, frighteningly, he also said, “It would be easier for a camel to squeeze through the eye of a sewing needle
 than for a rich man to enter the kingdom of God.”  (We cringe to imagine what constituted “riches” in the poverty-stricken culture of first-century Israel!) 
     Many, but surely not all, of the immensely wealthy have climbed the ladder of greed to get where they are today.  So, talking about letting go of some of their wealth threatens them-- but not financially.  They are much too rich to be concerned about that.  Instead, it threatens their selfimage.  To see yourself as the best possible person, you must cultivate profound generosity.

    Deep down, the very wealthy feel guilty.  How could you not?  When you see the facts?  Two thousand million people live on two dollars a day-- one third of the planetary population.  Fifty thousand kids will drop dead this day from starvation.  How could anyone but a monster simply light up another hundred dollar cigar and forget about life?
*******

Money brings responsibility to use resources fairly.

*******
       If, in older times, you had a hundred dollars to spare, and you saw a slave for sale for a hundred bucks, you would arguably have a moral responsibility to buy her and to set her free.  A man without a hundred dollars would not have the same responsibility.

    The cosmic Mind gives money to some, but not to all.  Perhaps It gives money to those whom It wants to test.  Maybe cash, and how we choose to use it, is a cosmic “exam” for passing the course called “Compassion 101.”
    Rich people sometimes feel, often justifiably, that they are failing this most critical exam.  They defend themselves with torrents of justifications.  But this is another strong reason that riches cannot make us happy:  In a world such as the present one, being rich makes you feel guilty. We are all surrounded everywhere, on all sides, by people in true need.  Charities bombard us.  We are asked to help save the poor, the homeless and hopeless, whales and wolves, elephants and elements, atmosphere and biosphere.  This entire planet is a world of desperate need.

     So, you would have to be heartless to spend big bucks on satisfying personal whims, knowing that the entire world will fall asleep tonight crying, in agony.

     Relentless greed is terrorism.  Economic terrorists are all those who steal by raiding the common resource-pool.  As long as greed dominates society, none of us is safe.  Greed and egotism control major components of politics and the global markets, and so, hold us all for ransom.  
    The very rich often suffer from another disease, “hyperphysicosis,” the glutting of life with too many material things.  This is the overkill of overfill.  They have barraged their senses with egocentric concentration and repetition.  This is all in the name of “pleasure.”  They have become desensitized.  Doing something fun a single time might be a blast, but doing it a hundred times becomes a drag.  Drink enough, and alcohol will no longer make you numb.  Take enough drugs, same thing.  Your body builds up a “tolerance.”  

     Some of the rich have exposed themselves to sensory stimuli so often that they are now completely desensitized.  This has given rise to the perfect irony:  They have serious “anhedonia,” the inability to enjoy anything. 
*******
*******
Chapter 18/ Stop and Smell the Roses

***
     Ten thousand roses have no effect on a person without a sense of smell.  Nor have they  any effect on the person who chooses to ignore the fragrance.  Too often, the rich believe that there is always “something more important” to do than just wasting time smelling silly roses.  Or spending time with your son, daughter, or Lovepartner.

    Here, roses represent that life of joy, sensuality, and beauty which usually lies outside the perimeters of the immediate “business.”   If business is allimportant, then anything-- watching a sunset for an hour-- that does not contribute financially is a “waste of time.”

    Obviously, not all rich people feel this way.  But almost all, at some time, make a conscious decision that making money would be more important than investing in kids, Lovepartner, friends, or family.  This is the point after which 
*******

The rest of  your life begins to unravel.
*******
     This is why the very rich are much more interested in losing themselves than in  finding themselves.  They are fleeing from a person whose company is utterly boring.  That person’s ethics can be so loose as to be nonexistent.  And that person is the one who looked back at them from the mirror this morning.  Riches are not bliss, but oblivion.  Why are they tortured by this frenetic desire to lose themselves by becoming “zonky as a donkey”?  Why do they try to lose themselves in drugs, alcohol, continuous immersion in business, sex, entertainment, sports, or politics?  Because they hate large parts of themselves-- those parts of mind infected and consumed by greed.

     Not being able to find joy, they surround themselves with synthetic joys.  Not able to find Love, they fool themselves with Love-substitutes.

     What do they really want?  They want what we all want:  To return to the inner Garden of Pleasure.  The catch is, only real Love can take you there, and the “love” of gold does not count!  Like all of us, they long for sweet peace.  But the quest to get, or to maintain, riches will allow them no peace.

     Like the guy in the famous song, “Cats in the Cradle,” the rich discover, often too late, that you cannot love people and business with the same minutes.  With each minute, a decision must be made.  You cannot give yourself fully to both family and to business.  Why?  Because if you so tried to split yourself, each would at best be given half your time and attention.  Love must have all your time and attention; it deserves it.

     There is always something of brightly-colored plastic, that does not smell very good, about the synthetic “paradise” offered by bucks and business.  Tenderness is lost in its gleaming Formica surfaces, stainless steel geometricities, and perfect, cookie-cutter programs and people.  The “joy” of business all looks suspiciously like cardboard. And it smells, and tastes, like mud.

    So, what is the price for the return to the genuine inner Garden of Pleasure?  It is one whose ticket is too high-priced.  For it demands a return to voluntary simplicity. 
     The path of simplicity calls for selflove-- the price of peace.  But this just might be unreachable to those who reach the other way.  For selflove is at the bottom of the priority-lists of “successful” people.  They leave such matters to the contemplations of “flakes.”
     The nine-to-five treadmill of endless reruns is not for everyone.  Many are delighted that they make other decisions.  Despite what people sometimes say, it often turns out to have been the right decision.  
     Right after high school, the author made such an unpopular, unconventional choice.  He moved to Central America, where he taught English.  In el pais de la primavera eterna, “the land of eternal spring,” Guatemala, he encountered utter poverty.  He was stunned by massive culture-shock.  Like the dumb inexperienced kid that he was, he had somehow assumed that everyone in the world lived much as Americans do.  Nothing could have been more lightyears from the truth.  What he saw there created an inner vow never to pursue selfish riches.  After that, he moved to Appalachia, where he did stints as a coal-hauler, tree-surgeon, and maintenance-man.  There, he was again exposed to abysmal poverty and its agony.  
     In both places, he saw the most beautiful vistas imaginable.  He married the Love of his life, Ada Maria, his true Soulmate, who shared his philosophy of nongreed.  She, like he, avoided the corporate world like the plague.  In 1980, the author lost his vision.  (He now does his work on a  talking computer named “Aphrodite.”)
     He and his Love live together in a moderate block house built in 1950, with about 800 square feet.  It was in such bad shape when they first found it, near Cincinnati, they called it, not a “fixer-upper,” but a “tearer-downer.”  The author is now fifty, a lifedesign consultant and psychospiritual advisor.  To get in touch, just drop a line or two to: rmfrancis@juno.com
     This book is but a guide.  You don’t pay for money with money, but with time.  That is why it is so expensive, for selfimprovement, family-activities, play, learning, and friendship also have the same price.  But once you have “spent” an hour at the Business Shop, you no longer have that “money” to spend at the Family Store, the Friendship Boutique, or the Selfimprovement Salon.  In the shoppingmall of life, choices must be made.  And, once made, they are irreversible and non-negotiable.

     In view of the minibio just presented, let me hasten to reassure you that this book is not “sour grapes.”  It does not arise from envy or bitterness.  As an advisor/consultant, the author has worked with some very rich people, and has seen the naked and ugly  underbelly of too much money.  Individuals cannot handle too much money, and families cannot either.  Many times, I have felt such great pity for people, especially men, who decided early in life to follow the leader.  They turned their entire lives over to the pursuit of the dollar.  Predictably, they soon started showing signs of the dreaded hyperdrachmosis (too much money) and hyperphysicosis (overload with stuff).  In the meantime, they lost real touch with their wives, and often, with their children as well.  That young beautiful wife, and those cute kids, will never be, ever again.  I have felt their agony.  So, the very least that I could do was to write a book to warn about this dangerous path.  And never let it be said that I did not do the very least that I could do!:)
*******
*******
Chapter 19/Ancient Future Wisdom

***
     The Way of simplicity goes back to ancient writings.  Some of  the wisest sages practiced it.  Even in modern times, a number of good resource-books have been compiled.  

     The Buddha warned against the ignorance, as well as dangers, of greed.  So did the ancient writings of nature faiths, Hinduism, Taoism, Sufism, Kabbalism, and Gnosticism.  So did Jesus.  In what appears to have been an extreme, tailored for a certain mind in a certain situation, he said, “Go, sell what you own, and give to the poor.”  (Mt. 19:21).  Don’t worry!  That extreme is not going to be recommended here!  But it is still thoughtprovoking.  

    Followers of wise and good paths have taken them to ludicrous, even absurd, extremes.  Some have tried to strip their lives of all material things.  They are half-a-bubble off center, and usually end up being bonkers in other ways, such as sexophobia, selftorture, or excessive fasting.

     Greed wants to survive.  This sounds strange, as it is only a quality.  How can it “want” anything?  Because it is integrated with mind, it can contain survival instincts.  It has a life of its own.  In psychological terms, it can be “autonomous.”

     Not that it could exist in your mind without your volition and support.  It couldn’t.  But once it is rooted in the mind, it can act like a computer worm.  It tunnels into more of your mind, taking over larger sections, until it rules!  We were created to serve compassion.  We are all “lovemachines.”

     In its service of compassion lies simplicity’s great value.  It also serves powerfully positive selfimage.  (which arises from what your unconscious mind 
beholds you doing.  You cannot keep consistently doing positive things and retain a negative selfimage.)
    So, in the face of denial of its sovereignty, greed responds with a violent kneejerk reaction.  How will this manifest?  This lower mind will pressure you to reject this book as unrealistic.  The greedmind will be very skeptical towards everything written here.  Why?  Because greed, being a form of fear, fears losing its control.  

     The lower mind is accustomed to being in control, and it wants to keep everything that way.  Anything that rocks the familiar boat frightens it, and so, might frighten you.  It is requested simply that you strive to keep an attitude of objectivity.
     It is not asked that you believe, or follow, every statement recommended in this book.  (The author has already disclaimed being your “daddy.”)  Try to stay open to goodness.  Try to keep your own mental wellbeing to the front of your mind.  Ask yourself, “Is the old way, the way of greed, making anyone happy?  Is it improving anyone’s selfimage?  Does it create, or even support, deep peace or tranquility?  Does it improve society, or the world?  Does it not, instead, create guilt?”

     Guilt and greed rise together, and are mutually intersupportive and reinforcing.

     Rich people most often die miserably-- or, at least, less happily than if they had truly lived well.  Maybe the way that one dies is a marker of her truest success as a human being.

     Anyway, fulfillment is found in friendship, in Love (as in being or staying in Love),acceptable health, selflove, and in service.  Service is an important form of Love, and giving is an important form of service.  Anyone who knows anything-- about psychology, philosophy, or history-- will agree that true mental health arises from joy and positive selfimage.  These  arise, in turn, from good, helpful acts of compassion.

     Even voluntary renunciation can be a major source of joy.  Why are people made joyful by turning their backs on too much abundance?  For a number of complex  reasons.  Just to skim over a few:

     When you reject greed, you have vanquished a part of your lower self.  Overcoming weakness makes you strong.  But you are made doubly strong by this victory, for you have conquered fear in two ways:  1) you’ve shown strength over weakness, and 2) you have also demonstrated that  you will not allow the material world to dominate you.  For you are less than what you choose to serve.  

     You were made to be free.  It creates anxiety when you are not.  Locking people in cages is one way to make them unfree.  Another way is to burden them continuously with a mountain of excess mental baggage.  They must laboriously carry it wherever they go.  They feel demoted to beasts of burden.  This produces chronic stress.  And when you own too many things, they all become a part of this mental mountain:  You must worry that they will break down, or just get old and/or ugly, stolen, or destroyed.  So, you must protect them, and worry about them.  This stuff really adds up when you must carry it around twenty-four seven.

     There is a sense of liberation comparable to taking a deep breath of fresh, clean, cool air when you clean out an old drawer, closet, trunk, or cabinet.  A similar feeling of freedom arises when you clean out an old file-cabinet, recycling papers that you no longer need.

    You can experience this same “breath of fresh air” feeling of soaring liberation multiplied immensely when it is your life, not just an old closet, that you are cleaning out.

     There are two deep dark secrets that the proponents of greed never want you to discover.  We are going to tear their masks off, right here, right now:  

*******

Excess is burdensome and materialism is boring.

*******
     You already know that the author has no objection to the fullest enjoyment of the senses and of the material world.  But if you believe that more is better, you have fallen for the oldest line, and the oldest lie, since the first Neanderthal offered to sell his neighbor a patch of swampland.

     Increasing things only crushes you under their mental burden.  It brings no real sense of gain. So, symmetrically, renunciation does not create a sense of loss.  It brings only relief and release.

*******

*******
Chapter 20/ A Call to Wisdom, a Call to Compassion

***
     In the most perfect of all worlds, through a process called “psychonanotech,” you could have absolutely any material thing that you have ever wanted, and so could I.  So could everyone else.  This is how some, in fact, define and visualize the Afterlife “heaven.”

     Someday, these conditions will make this possible on earth.  Meanwhile, we must interrupt this journey to Fantasyland, and remind ourselves of the real facts:  The major fact is that someone could truly benefit from what has lain neglected in your closet for years.  

*******

You have something that could really help someone.

*******  

     Like the “key to Love and fear,” you hold the key to world transformation in your trembling hands.  You can start to make the world a better place, more fun, this afternoon!  How?  By beginning simplification asap!

     It is not really optional for a truly good person.  For a really good person is interested in the welfare of others.  We all remember the character George in the old Christmas movie, “It’s a wonderful Life.”  His goodness lay in the fact that he was truly interested in the economic welfare of his neighbors. He was contrasted with the mean, stingy  Mr. Potter, the archetypal Mr. Greed.

     Implementing goodness is the only way to enjoy life.  Old skinflints are portrayed in the whole of literature as miserable scoundrels.  That’s because they really are.  In your life, you have probably met someone who was “as tight as the bark on a tree.”  Now, for this experiment, call him/her back to mind, and ask yourself one honest question:  “How happy was he/she?”  The answer is predictable:  The servant of greed has become a slave to relentless fear, and so, she is never really happy.

      Would you like an easy way to boost happiness?  Well, my friend, you have found it.  Afraid?  Is your lower mind discouraging or frightening you?  Then do as much as you can:  Start by ridding your life of the things that you do not want anyway.  Get rid of the stuff that has been hanging around for years, but which you have never really liked.  When you see how good this feels, you will want to get even higher!  Once you have tasted the delicious fruit of freedom a bite, or a slice, will never do!  You’re going to want to consume the whole melon, if not the whole melon-patch!

     Again to be crystalclear:  You are not being encouraged to poverty, although, in its voluntary and Franciscan forms, even that extreme has its real rewards.  You are being asked to let go of only your excess.  This reflects the simple fact that, in America, most of us have excess excess!

     We are glutted with stuff and troubles during our instant appearance on life’s earthstage.  Then when we enter the Light, we just cannot figure out what all the fuss was about.  All the booming of big drums means nothing.  All commercialism, all money in the whole world, pales before the sight of a little girl’s eyes and smile.  The good news is, You don’t have to be dead to know what’s important!

     And what is important?  Is it the old garages, basements, and attics full of moldy, dusty, smelly stuff, or is it the intelligence and tender compassion in human eyes?  The choice is yours, my friend, and the hour of decision is upon you-- right now!

*******
*******
Chapter 21/ In Love with the World, at Peace with the Self

***
    The world can be more fun than dolphinly possible.  Indeed, it has been packed by nature with ten thousand pleasures, and she has also given us the sensual capacities most fully to enjoy them.  It seems obviously a part of the “Plan” that we have as much fun as we can discover!  Nature-- or God, if you prefer-- has placed us in the center of the biggest candy store in the universe, and has opened the cases all around us!  It does not require a rocket scientist to discern that one of the reasons that we are alive is to have a good time.

    But it takes time to have a good time.  And if we spend all our time being materialistic “hunter/gatherers,” we have no time left over.  We gulp down fastfoods rather than savoring slowly the great cafeteria of foods in nature; we have quick, flat sex rather than making Love; we dart in and out rather than telling family and friends that they are worth our time.  No wonder that we never have any fun!

*******

For you cannot be having fun and gathering “stuff” at the same time.

*******  

     So, too much stuffgathering cuts way back on our fun.  And that eats into the joy of life.

     The material/sensual world is a megablast!  It can be more megafun than is elephantly possible!  If you play your cards right, you can not only learn to like it, but to love it.  

     The senses-- good sex, good food-- are like the telephone:  They make delightful servants.  But they make ghastly masters.  

*******

We can enjoy the sensory world only as long as it does not dominate us.

*******  

     For when interaction becomes slavery, all the joy of a sensual event disappears.  We are no longer sensual because we want to be, but because we must.  We are driven.  That’s when the fun disappears.

     This is how toxic drugs insinuate themselves.  They appear as sweet goddesses, bringing bright Lovelight.  But that’s only the first time.  After that, if the drug is strong enough, like meth, we are hooked.  That’s when all the joy drains almost immediately from our lives.  Something you wanted to do becomes something that you must now do.
     It is precisely the same pattern with material things:  A few serve needs, and help create happiness.  But when flavorless addiction sets in big-time, all the joy drains away.  So, the New Simplicity demands that we disentangle from the octopoid grasp of the senses as master.

    But what takes their place?  There is a real inner Master.  But It is incompatible with other rulers.  It will not share with them.  This new inner Master is compassion.

     When you turn your life over to this principle, your material/sensual world recedes.  You will taste truest freedom-- possibly for the first time!  Then, true bliss gradually develops.  What is bliss?  It is supercomfort and supertranquillity with the person whom you are.  Added to this, like the icing on the cake, is a wonder and joy that find the good in everything.  This creates a state of extremely elevated mood.  You catch a glimpse of a truth that many luminaries have seen: With all its horror, somehow the world is working out a plan that will lead everyone into perfect wisdom and joy.
     Especially since the 9-11 Crisis, the author deeply loves and reverences this country and its nobler principles. But if you really love the U.S., and the planet, you will show that Love by trying to improve things, not by settling.  It was their Love for liberty that called the founders of the country to revolution, and it is this same type of liberty that calls people to the quiet New Revolution of Simplicity.  It is, in fact, out of that very Love that this book emerges.

     This message will bring smiles to resonant Souls.  “It’s exactly what I’ve been looking for all my life,” they will say, delight dancing in their eyes.  They will feel the Power of liberation, the soaring, exquisite freedom inherent in the escape from greed. 

     For tens of millions of sensitive, aware people sense that something is going desperately wrong with our society, but they cannot put their fingers on the cause.  I submit that it is simple:  The cause is the loss of simplicity, and its replacement with the arrogant greedbased view.  It is a loss of innocence.  It is a loss of peace. It is a loss of joy.

     We must take a wider overview if we are to appreciate all the softness of rosepetals, the gleaming of shining crystals, the freshness of rain and breeze.  We must look deeply within ourselves until we can find an appreciation for all the things that get lost in the monomaniacal running for dollars.  We have already lost some of our most precious values.  If we are to stop this horrible trend in its tracks, or to reverse it, we must make major changes in worldview, away from materialism.  

     In many ways, from kitchen gadgets to neobiotech, material approaches have greatly, immensely blessed us.  Believing that material goals were the only, or most valuable, has created a planet filled with miraculous techdevelopments.  But have we sold off chunks of our Souls?  Have we paid too high a price?

    The fathers/mothers of this country had higher ideals.  They were willing to give their fortunes, indeed, their lives, for freedom.  But they did not fight for precisely the type of freedom being discussed here; in their day, America was a much simpler, agrarian culture.  (The farmer, as Jefferson said, was the backbone of the country.)  But if those same revolutionary souls existed today, they might well participate in the New Revolution of Simplicity.

     Long before 9-11, we lost our freedom.  In fact, we willingly gave it away, in anticipation of a greater good:  The material world promised to bring us everlasting happiness.  That promise never materialized.  Gold was the god that failed-- miserably.  Oh, yes, we gave it our best shot; we gave it our all.  But even our best was not good enough.  For, being a mental blackhole, it could do nothing but suck the energy from our psyches.  It was energy that we needed to construct our lives, build our families, bond and cement our Love-relationships with Lovepartners and with friends and family.  The country is emerging at last from the materialism nightmare that began in the 1950’s.  During those sad, dark days-- still not completely gone-- we were asked-- indeed, ordered-- to trash Love, family, friends, and positive selfimage, all to serve the monster dressed up like a genie-- greed.  Promising to give everything, it took everything as its price.  And we were only too happy to oblige.

     Were we really that stupid?  No, it is not really that simple.  Like simple-minded religious people who will embrace anything that the cult-leaders tell them, we were desperate.  Desperation makes people gullible, too ready to believe what they want to believe.  We also saw evidence everywhere that the world was truly improving-- and rapidly, massively so-- under the influence of money and materialism.  Materialism did indeed seem to have a lot going for it.  So, almost everyone jumped on the bandwagon of “prosperity and progress.”

*******
*******

Chapter 22/ Greed:  Core-contaminant of the Mind

 ***
     The world is screwed up because societies are screwed up.  They’re nuts because people are nuts.  So, to help the world, our first task is to find out why people get so messed up.

     Greed is ignorance.  The greedy suffer from selfimage catastrophes, but they also drag everybody else on their little parade to hell.  Like misery, greed loves company.  The greedy do not have the grace to suffer alone, but draw family, friends, and the entire community into their hells.  Why?  Just as every action of a compassionate being heals others, so every act of a greedbased person hurts others.  

     Greed is a weapon, a device of division, designed to protect the allimportant self at the expense of everyone else.  Aphilotics spread their infection with an enthusiasm formerly reserved for religious fanatics.  For the more people who think as they do, the more that they can reassure themselves, however dubiously, that they are “okay” and “normal.”  But if you are a victim of aphilosis, you will never know it unless you take a painfully honest selfinventory.  For like high bloodpressure, greed is a silent killer.   It can insinuate itself so subtly into your mind that, like tiny viruses, you do not even feel it entering your mindsystem.

     Its seeds might have been implanted at age four, when a toy was rudely snatched from you by an older kid.  The unspoken message:  “Grab and cling like hell to whatever you get.  Be always on the alert.  All others are out to get you, to get what is yours.  Never relax; you snooze, you lose.” (A formula for insomnia.)

     This has been reinforced by much in our dreary, weary culture.  Science has been twisted into the service of greed to justify people who knew themselves to be greedy; it was so much easier to justify than to rectify.  This ugly distortion of science tells us that we are nothing but “animals,” and have every right to the most rigid territoriality.  These people say that only the “fittest” survive.  Philosophy has also been pressed into the service of greed.  Still, the most noble, elevated philosophies have always resisted this fate.

     And exactly what are we teaching our children?  This kind of screw-up is not genetic, but greed is still bred in families.  Are your material concerns so great that both you and your Lovepartner feel it necessary to work every day, all day, to pay for your “impressive” house, and other stuff?  Have you left your kids to grow up as pathetic “latch-key kids,” virtual orphans, without your strong hand for guidance?  Do you make them feel more alone in the world, thus, fearful, thus, greedy-- like you?

     If  this is the case, you are paying too high a “price” for your greed.  For you are ruining other lives.  Your job-- that is, your money-- is not more important than your Lovepartner or your kids.  It is never more important than yourself.  Greed is responsible for gargantuan human wreckage over the past century, but especially during the past fifty years.  

     But money can be used for good if given in compassion.  Indeed, some very rich people, after having reached their economic zenith, discovered, to their horror, that “success” left them naked and barren, empty and sad.  They turned to philanthropy.

     So, money is not damned by this message; nor are rich people.  Instead, it is the greed that damns itself, distorting joys and beauties, twisting them into something ugly and painful to behold.  But the demon of greed will drag you screaming through many fire-pits of hell before it even allows a glimpse of the heaven of generosity.  And, sadly, most people never climb from those deep, burning pits once they have fallen in.  Greed is a hellpath, and, although some emerge wiser, no one comes through it without severe burns over ninety percent of the body; and their pains, even after repentance and recovery,  do not disappear.

*******

*******
Chapter 23/ Desperate Problems, Desperate Solutions: Ecology and Arrogance

***
     A major oiltanker burps up thousands of gallons of ugly sludge into the crystalline sunkissed waters, ruining the shoreline and killing irreplaceable living things.  The mess is so gigantic that it requires many years for nature, aided by kind humanity, to begin to clear the rubble and rebuild the despoiled shoreline, for many miles.

     Oil-use is not the problem, but overuse is.  If we use too much oil, that too is greed. And this is greed on a massive scale, sparking international conflict, creating suffering for hundreds of thousands.

     This is heavy stuff.  The author is very big on the healing power of laughing (just ask anyone!), but here in the ruined wilderness, there was no laughter for many years.  Only tears are appropriate to wanton slaughter and ecological disaster.  But ecocatastrophes often have “ecoeconomic” roots.
     Extremists say that the lesson here is that we should not be using oil.  But the simplist knows that the real lesson is to handle our stewardship of the earth with caution.  Human imperfection will appear no matter what we do.  But we need to take every reasonable precaution  to protect the environment.  This is not said by a fanatical tree-hugger.  Let’s leave the children flowers, not just broken pavements.  Let’s get real!  If the earth itself does not survive, all greed will have been for a great big fat goose-egg.  It will all have been for absolutely and exactly NOTHING!  So, let’s avoid fanaticism at both extremes:  Let’s not say that ecology is so important that human beings do not matter; and let’s avoid the equal shortsightedness that only today’s dollars matter, and forget about tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow...

    For if we do that, we are in danger of flushing down the drain all our tomorrows-- the future of our kids, their kids, and theirs after them.  True, we can usually clean up ecological disasters.  But cleaning them after the fact is not nearly as economically viable as simply preventing them in the first place.  Ask Exxon.

     The sand on our pristine beaches need not grow stinking and black.  Let’s get one fact, and priority, straight:

*******  

The survival of the earth is more important than profit.

*******
     Greed might cause you to wonder.  But ecology is not just a cause of so-called “liberals.”  Ecology is no fringe movement.  True, in the past few decades, the rise of more rightwing views, mostly among the older population, has created a sad tendency to dismiss ecology as a movement of only radicals. But wake up and smell the cappuccino!  The 1970’s are over!

      Ecology is a relevant and powerful part of biology.  And biology is life.  You cannot do much if you are not alive.  So, if we are going to survive, and give future people the same right, we dare not ignore the ecology.  When frogs start showing up with extra legs, or eyes in their throats, we had better sit up, shut up, sit still, and listen!  For we are a part of the same great chain and web of life.  We are affected by precisely the same genetic and environmental mechanisms.  Frogs today, us tomorrow!

     Human beings are not the only creatures on earth who matter.  Human arrogance tells us that we are, but it is wrong.  Nature has spent millions of years in formation, and other life-forms are important too.  Animals are not just mechanisms, but have feelings, too.  In an extreme form of this dismissive mechanistic view of the unimportance of animals, scientists in the sixteenth century used to nail dogs to boards and vivisect them alive.  The dogs actually licked the hands of their tormentors.  The scientists haughtily ignored the screams, yelps, and pathetic cries of the poor creatures, saying that their ghastly howls were caused by a “spring mechanism.”  This nightmare scenario is the unforgettable result of materialism and human arrogance carried to their final logical extremes.

     How can we be sure to avoid the descent to this mengelian depravity?  The only sure way is to commit ourselves to its opposite:  compassion.

    But what do such monstrous images have to do with greed?  Everything.  For greed and atrocity both arise from the common root of arrogance.  Once we are arrogant enough to assume that we have more rights than other human beings, we are on the path to precisely this kind of danger.  Here is the equation:  materialism + arrogance = greed.

     When we come to see human activity as the center of the cosmos, that threatens any kind of balanced view of the human niche in the universe.  It places human nature upon the throne.  And though it might not be clear where human beings lie in the scale of nature, it is clear to anyone with two neurons to rub together that the throne is not it!  In fact, this utter anthropocentrism is madness.  If we do accept this worldview, we only exacerbate the psychosis.  Then, we compound one mistake with another:  First, human activities become the center of all, and then, we become the center of human activities.  This is the most literal egocentrism, where your ego has become the cosmic center.  How desperate, how wrong, can you get?  How stupidly selfcentered is that?  She who worships herself is bound to fall from her own pedestal.  But greed/arrogance is no personal matter; beyond a certain threshold, it begins to invade the personal spaces of others.  Arrogance destroys the ecology.  Humility helps us to see everything in proper perspective and priority.  It guarantees that we will see ourselves as part of the sacred landscape, to be respected and protected.

     Arrogance, by contrast, leads to complacency and apathy.  For worlds to change, minds must change.  And this is your point of interface with the great problems of our era.  Your mind can influence other minds for the better, but only after it is genuinely changed through compassion.  An arrogant mind can dominate, but it cannot make genuine positive alterations in other minds; this requires a mind of compassion.

*******  

The first step to living in a better world is to create a better self.

*******
    The full renunciation of greed/arrogance, tearing off the pompous mask, is the challenge of the future.  As long as we pretend to be lords and gods of all that we survey, we claim the darwinian right to rape, pillage, ruin, and destroy whenever convenient or profitable.  We must stop playing “god.”  This is the world’s silliest game.  It is also the most dangerous.  It is totally unrelated to reality, a complex hallucination.  Only when we drop this dream turned nightmare can we find the lucidity to drop greed/arrogance.

*******  

The return to simplicity is a return to humility.

*******
     Greed/Arrogance and simplicity are thus opposites.  The first trashes nature; simplicity adores nature.  Arrogance enucleates around what is immediately profitable for the self; simplicity asks what is good for the all.  Greed goes for the bucks; simplicity insists on more human values-- family, friends, Love, and tranquility.  Arrogance resists and  denies charity; simplicity embraces it.  Greed is cynical; simplicity is openhearted.

*******

*******
Chapter 24/ Your Mission

***
     Your mission is to improve the earth.  Sounds like a mission improbable, doesn’t it?  But our work is cut out for us, evident everywhere.  We are assigned to abandon greed/arrogance, to grow into compassion.  

     This is not barter:  “I’ll like you if you like me” is a deal made by preschoolers.  Real compassion does not encompass only those in our immediate group.  It is extended to all.  In fact, in its most exhilarating form, universal compassion is not limited to even our species.  It cares for the whole of life.

    So, our mission is not simply to push molecules around.  Changes in the material, mechanical world will never do.  We are called upon to  change the human heartmind.  These changes promise a delight beyond imagination.

    But what is the first step on this long and winding road to utter fulfillment?  It is the Way of simplicity.  When you embrace simplicity, you begin to unlock the doors of your bottomless heart.  For you open to Love, the opposite of greed/arrogance.  We are called to become a new psychological species.  In this exciting view, we cannot afford mindlessly to trudge along the same old ruts that guided our ancestors.  We are challenged to make a quantum leap away from the old ways.  Those were nervous, fearful ways.

     This can be terrifying.  It is just so much easier to “laze around” in bed, with the covers over our heads, than to get up out of a dull sleep, go into the cold night, and look bravely into that dark, scary hallway of the future.

     But the stakes of our decision are ultimately high:  If we win, we win everything.  If we lose, we lose everything.  You’ve just bought a ticket to the megacosmic lottery.  But here, you must win or die!

     Will you respond actively to this call?  Will you actually change anything about the dull ways of greed?  

     If you think the ideas of simplicity are good, good!  But thinking about them, even approving them, will not change your life for the better, and will not improve our poor “blue nanosphere” (planet). To make real change,

******* 

You must live what you believe.

*******

     You are not asked to step through a trapdoor into space.  You are not challenged to give up everything that you have ever known.  You are simply being challenged to make a shift in one area of your life.  Even here, though, you are encouraged not to leap into the cold water.  Instead, you are being asked to dip one toe in at a time.

     Do not let fear and inertia control you for the rest of your life.  Sooner or later, it will be time to step out into the world, to show your true colors, to put your money where your mouth is.  Please prepare yourself for that day.  Please keep that day in mind.  Please set that day as a realistic goal, and do not put it off indefinitely.  The embracing of simplicity is itself only a first step on a very long journey that will lead you into a state of greater compassion.
     Keep in mind that your longrange goal is to increase the joy in your life.  In the path of simplicity, every step is designed to lead to greater freedom.  In joining the New Revolution, there is no unhealthy element of selfdeprivation.  The goal is to live life more abundantly, with greater zest and gusto, amplified enthusiasm.  This is all supported by the matrix of realization that your life has solid core-meaning.  The goal is to jump off the “Twilight Zone” merry-go-round, step off the treadmill going nowhere, and to do something satisfying and gratifying with your life.  It is to climb out of the suffocating  little egobox, and begin to expand in friendship, family, interaction, service, and interchange.  Drop the insulation, which has smothered, not protected, you.  Step out into the warm sunlight of Love, freedom, and joy!

    This need not be a goal far, far away.  It is as close as your mind and your actions. 

*******
*******

Chapter 25/ The Enemy of Simplicity:  Are You the Problem, or the Solution?

***
     Greed is not the only cause of poverty.  But it is one contributing factor.  The very rich would rather ignore this fact.  They justify, dancing as fast as they can, and say, “Someone has to make millions, start factories, hire people.  And there’s nothing wrong with that.”  And they are absolutely right:  That is how our society works economically.

     So, I have no objection to those people who make it their mission to create jobs for others.  There is no objection to working at those jobs, supporting those industries, except when they disregard the ecology.

     No, there is no fault to be found with any of this.  No problem.  The operation of the economy is not the crux of objection.  The only factor that is rejected by simplicity is not an economic one at all; it is a psychological problem.

     We of the New Simplicity object, strongly, to greed/arrogance.  We object to its destruction of sanity and serenity, the way that it ruins selfimage.  We object to the ways in which it destroys families.  We object to its destruction of trust and friendship.  We object to the way that it threatens our very planet.  We object to greed because it has no redeeming value.  We object to the way that it creates and supports arrogance.  We protest how it tramples people and other creatures, dismissing them as of little or no value.

     The famous Chinese mysticsage Lao Tzu wrote, “The journey of a thousand miles begins under one’s feet,” even before the “single step,” as the line is often misquoted.  So, the journey of life begins with a simple turn of mind.  This means simply looking at the world from a different angle.   

     This same world looks very different when seen through the lenses of greed than when viewed through the mind of compassion.  In greed, everyone is a potential or real enemy.  Others are rivals.  In compassion, everyone is a real or potential friend.  Cooperation begins to replace competition as the life-model guiding behavior.  So, we are not here calling for an immediate transformation of your life.  What we are requesting is a simple awareness that this kind of transformation-- from greed to compassion-- is possible.

     So, the simplist, not seeing the economic system as the “enemy,” feels no need to dismantle it.  All that she seeks to deconstruct is the mindset of greed that so often moves people to cling like barnacles to material things.

     The ecocrisis is very deep and serious.  She who does nothing, in terms of altering her mindset, might as well pour oil onto the troubled waters-- that is, actively pollute.  For doing nothing is a major part of the problem.  This principle has been very well stated, with great clarity:

*******

The only thing necessary for the triumph of evil is that good people do nothing.

*******

     So, join us, all the people who care enough to simplify their lives.  We are all the people who have not bought into the destructive lie that we “must have” a mansion or palace, with lots of extra rooms that just consume and waste energy.  We are the ones who have discovered that a car is for transport, not for making a personal statement. We do not need fifty thousand dollar cars to make us feel as if we are alive.  We are the people who put Love, family, and friends first.  We treasure contentment, satisfaction, and joy more than the kinetic accumulation of money every minute of every day.  We are the people who have refused to sell out to the system.  You cannot buy us at any price. We are the quiet revolutionaries.  We are the people of the New Revolution.  We are the harbingers of a new age of compassion.  We are the wave of the future.  We are the people of simplicity.

*******

*******

Chapter 26/  Somethin’s Gotta Give:  Come Back to Mama

***     

     When an ecosystem is  filled with living things to its fullest extent, that is called the “carrying capacity” of that area.  We are pushing the envelope.  We are nearing the carrying capacity of Mother Earth, with our six thousand million people.

     Sheer numbers are not the only problem.  Maybe the great “Mama,” earth, could support six thousand million people living in simplicity.  But what she cannot tolerate are six thousand million people who pollute, abuse, and ignore her needs.  Indeed, Mother Earth cannot afford even a few thousand of these greedy scoundrels.  Also, she simply does not have the resources to supply the greedy with all the stuff that they arrogantly demand.

     Forget about playing ball and taking walks.  If we are to keep breathing at all, we must embrace some eco-awareness.  For without this wisdom the people do indeed perish-- and that’s all the people, including you and me.

     We’re not asking for the moon here.  We’re not asking you to wear only clothes hand-woven of only natural organic cotton, and to eat out of biodegradable dishes (although those can both be good ideas).  We just want to point out that the earth’s carrying-capacity can tolerate only so many styrofoam cups.  These symbolize the many materials and techniques that ruin our small planet. 

     All we ask is that you live with moderate awareness.  Try to minimize your use of styrofoam, for example.  Cut it out altogether if that works for you.  Practice consistent recycling.  Even so, work to minimize the use of dangerous polluting hydrocarbons.  When you can walk, don’t drive.  When you are sharing a destination, share a ride too.  Avoid being manipulated into buying the newest car, or lassoed into buying the biggest or most elaborate house.

     Make respect for earth such a part of your life that it is second nature.  Minimize the size of your house, and insulate it well.  Buy a more efficient car, but try not to sacrifice all safety.  Get a more efficient furnace.  

     These are valuable lessons that we can learn from native American and other earthbased cultures:  They were not always noble, but they did generally have more ecological awareness and common sense than we.

     Can a simplist conscientiously use such “unnecessary luxuries” as airconditioning?  It is an act of Love for your own body that you try to keep it comfortable.  For some people, under certain circumstances, airconditioning is not a luxury, but a necessity.  Even for those who do not need it, it is still a good way of being kind to your body.  It would be an extreme, at any rate, to demand that people live without a.c. in the name of simplicity, and our path is always the moderate middle path.  But, in your use of a.c., it is not necessary to overuse it, to cool a mammoth, cavernous house or turn your home into a glacier.  Try to keep temps moderate but comfortable.
     So, join us.  The Simplicity Revolution does not begin with me; it begins with us.  In finding your own highest happiness, you contribute to the good and healing of the whole planet!  We, the people of simplicity, are not organized. We are not an organization.  Instead, we are a network of independent, cooperating people working honestly towards simple lives in order to make the world a better place-- or, if not too grandiose, to save the world!  For greed/arrogance threatens the very existence of our planet, our “favorite dirtball.”  (Yes, Mother Earth does have a sense of humor!)

*******

Make the easy, compassionate choice now, between greed and green.

*******

     By minimizing the use of nonrenewable resources, we cut way back on the pressures exerted against the great “Mama.”  So, the next time someone hands you a cup of coffee in a styrofoam cup, let it be known that you are not pleased, and why.  Return the cup, and demand a paper one.  The coffee will feel a bit hotter, but “yo’ mama” will breathe easier!  And of course, the “return of the cup” is a symbolic act, representing the adamant refusal to participate in any technique, the use of any material, that threatens the earth.
     Every day, everyday people, such as you and I, are pushing the envelope of the planet to be able to selfrepair.  Can we save the world individually?  Not a chance!  But if enough of us send signals to the corporate world, to let them know what matters to us, maybe they will get the message that we, the “public,” we the people, are demanding a more earthfriendly attitude, and more earthsupportive materials.

    Let us demand more ethics and less arrogance/greed among those who see themselves as “leaders” of  society.  (Personally I do not recognize any of them as my leader, as I obey only the inner Spirit of the heart.)  Join us.  You can make a difference.  If not you, then who?  If not now, then when?
*******
*******
Chapter 27/ Be a Standup Kinda Person, a Majority of One

***
     The abysmal canyon between the rich and the poor continues to yawn ever more widely.  Some  people regard all Americans as “rich.”  Why?  We are!       Comparatively, we are quite wealthy.  We love to brag about being the “richest country in the history of the world.”  This is not the healthy pride called dignity.   It is a pride that arises from arrogance.  This is the pride which has been traditionally recognized as one of the “seven deadly sins.”

     What are we doing about it?  As a culture, we are all jumping on this awful bandwagon of selfcongratulations.  Hard work and a little greed have brought us this far, we like to say, and more hard work and greed will take us even further.

    But what about the terribly poor of the world?  We often would rather not mention them.  Certainly at a formal dinner, business-function, meeting of ceo’s or bank officials, dropping your pants and masturbating would be preferable to bringing up the issue of the poor.  Behind our chandeliers and crystal, wine and caviar, we can easily forget, as we listen to loud music and get slowly plastered, that there is a gigantic suffering multitude beyond the beautiful city lights that we so admire from the fifteenth floor.  This gigantic insensitivity, denial, insulation, and drive to forget the poor, we here will call the “cocktail party” syndrome (cps).  An amazingly high percentage of the extremely rich suffer from insomnia, nightmares, anxiety-disorders, personality disorders, and a wide spectrum of emotional and mental illnesses. (These range from addictions to phobias.)  Those who suffer from too much wealth (hyperdrachmosis) are in a desperate, often mad, search for any way to escape their own minds.  Often, this leads to careless sex, alcohol, drugs, partying, etc.

    They are driven to “escape” their mansions.  Ad people know this, and are always designing alluring trips to the Bahamas with themes such as, “Get away!  Leave it all behind.”  The places that people go are called “getaways.”  Vacations regularly offer to rescue us from the boredom of our everyday lives.  “Escape to the sun and fun” is a common theme.  But from what, exactly, are we fleeing?  Is it possible that our $150,000 houses are just too big and lonely?  Are our rooms, furnished with giant tv’s and cd-players, growing boring?  Are we starting to long for more direct, more natural contact with the earth, and with nature?  And with other people?  Have we spent entirely too much time cooped up in sunless, almost airless, cubicles that have stolen us from nature, and nature from us?

     The approach, but only if you are five years old, is to close your eyes tightly enough, and all the “bad monsters” will go away.  The old song wails, “Make the world go away,” and in “Piano Man,” business people get stoned to “forget about life.”  But cps (cocktail-party syndrome) has its limits, and sooner or later, reality will knock down its defenses and evasions like a batteringram.

     Still, cps looks like the easiest path.  Everyone else is doing it, and it can seem almost “normal.”  Still, we know, way in the back of our minds, that  this represents hardness.  So, despite its universality, we are never quite comfortable with just neglecting others. Cps is a denial of our humanity.  

     Most of us, without an eye-blink, follow the example of  Cain in the Hebrew Scriptures, asking sardonically, “Am I my brother’s keeper?”  The problem with following Cain is that, in the ancient allegory, he was clearly the “bad guy,” and later, was even “cursed.”

    So, are we doomed to be haunted  forever, by our own selfcurse?  Or is there  a realistic way out of this dilemma?  Goodnews and bad news:  There is a way out, but you’re going to hate it!

     It would take a person of gigantic balls, legendary courage, even to begin to implement the Way of simplicity.  But that is the only solution to that pesky, pesty ol’ nag called “conscience.”

     Conscience is a natural part of the unconscious mind, designed to tell us right from wrong.  When we engage in hurtful action, it really kicks up a fuss!  It gives no rest!  It can be merciless, keeping us awake at night, and irritable at daybreak.  We all have it, with the exception of exceptionally sick people called “sociopaths.”

    And what does this moral gyroscope say when confronted with the spectacle of nightmarish poverty?  Social grotesqueries exist often only centimeters from ostentation and shamelessly conspicuous consumption.  Conscience guides us back to simplicity.

     Or, at least, it makes a valiant attempt.  If you ignore the direction of conscience long enough, it can become like nerves burned by fire:  It can be trained to be desensitized.  Some people can kill others without feeling terribly remorseful; they are sick sociopaths.

    For in a healthy bodymind, you cannot kill your conscience.  You might wish fervently that it would go away.  “Just leave me alone!” you might scream inwardly.  The conscience can be muffled by drugs or sex-- temporarily.  But it cannot be murdered. 

     Of the billions on earth, for example, many are homeless.  In metrodesign and engineering, the homeless and hopeless are becoming a major problem.  To add shame to sorrow, Americans in a recent year spent $150 billion, not on homes, but on home-improvement.  What degree of greed, and insensitivity, is necessary to have allowed society to rise to such a level of imbalance?  I submit that it is due to the same blinder/insulation effect created by cps.  A large part of the psyche, although not the whole conscience, has been killed.  This selfinflicted braindeath, cerebrocide, permits the willful destruction of the environment, ecocide.  And that is only a thinly disguised hatred for, and murder of,  the self, suicide.

*******

*******
Chapter 28/  Dancing with Angels, Wrestling with Demons

***
   We can be packed with them.  Whole congregations, entire assemblages, of them pack the psyche.  They are forces (energies), related bundles of thoughts, that drive us towards either good or evil.  The positive motivators are symbolically called “angels,” the negative ones “demons.”  Old worldviews stated that we could become “possessed” by them, and lose our personal wills.  They were visualized as external “spirits,” who wanted to jump, and jump into, your bones and bod.  They were locked in a horrific quest to jump into a body-- and anybody’s body would do.  They weren’t picky.

     This was, of course, scapegoating.  “The devil made me do it” is the oldest copout in history.  Indeed, as those boobs the nazis taught, there is so much evil in human nature that we don’t even have any need for the hypothesis of exterior demons and devils.  We can do quite horribly on our own.

     The vast pool of good to which we all have access all the time, served by our angelic selves, is Love, projected into the sky by ancients and called “God.”  The polarized pool of dark evil, to which we all have equal access, is fear. This was also projected outside by ancients, and called “satan” or “devil.”  It is everything “demonic” (evil) within the psyche.

     So, in terms of psychology, it can be said, as the ancients did, that “God is Love.”  So, the “devil” is Love’s opposite, which is not mere hatred, a superficial label, but its underlying root, fear.

     Speaking without theology, God is Love and the devil is fear.  Greed is a form of fear.  It is the spawn of numerous fears.  That is why it can accurately be called an “inner demon.”  Indeed, expanded into its many morphologies, it is an army of demons.

     The fears that underlie greed include:  Loss, invasion, intrusion, poverty, illness, death.  Various compendia of other fears might also motivate greed.  It is not logical; if it were, it would be the drive to get only what is necessary.  But  by definition, greed is insatiable.  In our society, we have lost touch with a single word which could bring tidal waves of peace and tranquility into our lives.  But we have forgotten not only how to use that magic word; we have forgotten that it even exists.  And that magic, serenogenic word, which can fill us with contentment, fulfillment, and satisfaction, is:

*******

ENOUGH.

*******

     The ancient wisdomsage wrote, “She who knows that enough  is enough always has enough.”

     Enough.  What a sweet word!  It creates instant peace. But it has nearly vanished from vocabulary.  We never get enough sex, entertainment, food.  Kitchens and workshops never contain enough gadgets or conveniences.  Dens, offices, bedrooms, playrooms-- no matter how cavernous-- are never spacious enough.  Toys, whether cars or computers, are never new enough.  Or, there are never enough of them.  Insatiability is perpetual dissatisfaction, and so, is hell.
     Despite the “demons” in the American psyche, quite often, the rich do give generously.  Even so, the average gift to charities by the very rich turn out to be only about one percent of income.  So, we tend not to be as generous as we could be, as we need to be, to boost selfimage.  

     This is also a part of the message of simplicity:  You will never get “enough” by pursuing the fogcreature called “material satisfaction.”  Instead, when you are rich enough, provided that conscience, your angelic self, has survived intact, you will make the wonderful discovery:  Meaning and joy, satisfaction and contentment, are found only in compassion.  Peace and joy are found only in giving.  When people arrive at the point of total economic oversaturation, they discover a great truth, forced upon them by the emptiness, futility, frustration, and anxiety of cash:  All of society has been horribly lying to them for all these years.  It has led them around by the nose, keeping them captive with the lie that satisfaction can be found by the mere possession of money and stuff.  But when they finally “arrive,” find total “success,” they can tell that their stuff is not enough.  Riches do not keep them warm on cold nights, do not comfort them during crises, do not reach deeply within their guts and hearts and “make them happy.”  They end up with the sad refrain, “All of my best stuff not nearly enough.”
     Here, the demonic is clever and subtle:  It will now say that you should knock yourself out obtaining material possessions, so that you can be generous, and give to others.  This is a very clever argument.  It is seductive.  But it has a major, gigantic flaw:  It assumes that the only way to “give” is to supply material things.

    But no matter what your socioeconomic bracket, you can decide to use this day for selfish or selfless ends.  Today is all that you have; it is the sum of the gifts of the cosmos.  You can choose to serve money today, and rationalize that you are doing it so that you can give to others tomorrow.  Or, you can use your real time-- today-- to begin to give right now.  Now is the only time that we ever have.  Lifedesign does take into account the future, but its most basic question is always, “What should I be doing now?”

     From the viewpoint of a pure heart, it is just as valuable to give a dollar as a hundred.  And it is better actually to give that dollar today than to plan to give a hundred dollars tomorrow, or next week.  For no one knows what the future might bring.  You cannot serve both Love and riches at this moment.  We must choose, and we must choose now, to which to be devoted, which to adore, and which to serve.  When and if we decide to commit our resources to the service of kindness, compassion, and selfless giving, the inner angels have experienced victory over the inner demons.  And that victory is ours forever.

*******

*******

Chapter 29/ Way Past Sex:  Growing into Heartmind 

***
     All starve for this one scarce resource.  It is by far more precious than platinum  or diamonds.  It is the most scarce and valuable resource on the planet.  If you could buy it, you would be ecstatic.  And if you could sell it, you would be the richest being in the history of the world.

     It is Love.  People who sell the cheapest counterfeits of Love-- as, for example, in pornofantasy, rake in millions.  But their idols made of lead have nothing to do with the pure Love, the healing, ecstatogenic Lovelight at the center of the psyche.  Sex is so popular not just because it is a powerful biodrive, but also because it is the closest thing in the average life to the “sacred.”  It is the closest most people ever come to Love.

    But sex, as mere biosex, is still lightyears from the real thing.  Even a big chunk of its sensory satisfaction is part of Love.  It is said that women need to feel loved to have sex, and that men need to have sex to feel loved.  Perhaps there is truth in both; but the common wisdom does show how sex and Love are inextricably linked up.

     Sex even without Love promises joy.  But it is a liar.  Sex without Love is a nightmare.  It creates only anxiety, frustration, dissatisfaction, and restlessness.  It creates an organic biophysical stress.  Yes, it still manages to create momentary “blips” of “highs,” but they always remind you of what is not there, by demonstrating the emptiness of awful sex without Love.  Sex stripped of its Love is like an orange-peel without an orange, like a cup of watermelon seeds without any fruit.  Sex is organically related to Love, but without Love, its best is missing.  We delude ourselves that sensuality is the great good and joy of sex.  But really, Love is the “good stuff” in good sex.

     The hunger for sex, so rampant in our society, is deeply the hunger to touch the warm, the loving.  It is an attempt in a cold cosmos of tech, hypertech, and ultratech to introduce the human touch back into our lives.  We who spend all day operating machines so that we can withdraw money from other machines are severely disturbed when we start to become rather machinoid ourselves.  This is the very last outcome desired by our deepest mental and organic selves.  We long again for intimacy-- all the comfort and passion stripped away from us in the name of becoming “efficient money-machines.”

     In this light, even careless and stupid, premature sexuality is understandable.  So, in an indirect way, even the hypersexuality of our culture is partly due to the obsession with money.  Money promises only more money, and lots of stuff.  We drown, lost in our lots, but we feel ever more poignantly and deeply the need for something above and beyond the call of the dollar.  We feel a passionate hunger, upon discovering that stuff is passing and evanescent, to touch something real and permanent.  We sense that mind is more real and lasting than matter, which is everywhere rushing to become piles of dust and rust.  Sensing this greater importance of mind, we also sense intuitively that the most real and solid component of mind is Love.  But so firmly entrenched in the mechanical and material are we that we end up transforming even illimitable Love into the mechanical.  We mistake sex for Love.

     But, not being the fullness of Love, sex cannot satisfy.  Discovering this, we revert once again to a program of materialism:  The concept that “more is better” drives us into a compulsive repetition, stripped of joy and meaning, of mechanical sex.  We know that we are on the right track, and we really are.  But in the totality of Love, a diet of only sex is like a diet of fastfood or junkfood.  It does not really nourish or satisfy.  The multiplication and amplification of sexual experiences just lead us, ultimately, down the deadend of boredom and eventual burnout.  Sex, which can be extraordinary and miraculous every time, just like the first time, becomes ordinary, even boring.  Then, we begin to feel truly dead indeed.  For sex was our last best hope:  It made us feel alive when nothing else could even reach us.  It no longer elicits joy.  Materialism has killed the mind, and it is as unalive as the proverbial doornail.  Happily, we learn that good sex can be resurrected again.  It can be again passionate and tender, hot and warm, but only after we have learned the art of Love.  When sex is integrated with Love, it regains its original splendor.  It shines in the heart.  It brings the element of the holy back into our lives.

     The best sex is like the best mind, or life:  It is reflective of goodness, kindness, compassion, generosity, selfless giving.  It seeks not your own advantage, but the gain of the other.  It is othercentered.  So, sex is a metaphor for the generous, giving life.

     Until we awaken to Love, our entire lives are as dead as roadkill.  They are as dead as sex without love.  We need to introduce empathy, kindness, goodness, and generosity into the financial spheres, cultivating the “economics of compassion.”  As in  “compassionate conservatism,” which was largely only a political buzzword, Love and economics need to merge.  More pointedly, economics needs to become the servant of goodness, of social justice and reformation.  The “brave new world” of the future must not be one of icy, bright, and sterile lives, stripped of the flowers of empathy, goodness, and understanding.  If it is to be the best world that we can imagine, it must be covered with the bright flowers of compassion.  We are sowing its seeds right now.  The world of the future is now, in embryo.  We must work to halt greed/arrogance and, wherever possible, even in business, replace them with kindness, clear ethics, and a touch of warmth.  The computer makes a good servant, but a horrible role-model.  As we tend towards the cold and impersonal, the cybernetoid, we must take extra caution to resurrect the lovely values of interpersonal courtesy, kindness, friendliness, warmth, and compassion.  If we become “cyborgs,” we do not become superhuman.  We become subhuman.

*******

*******
Chapter 30/  Don’t be Stupid:  Notes for Highschoolers, and Everyone Else 

***
     The whole world is yours.  Of course, you have already heard the clichés recycled until they probably elicit the, “Yeah, yeah...” response of total boredom.

    But it is true that, at this time in your life, you have a great chance to design the rest of your life.  This is called “lifedesign.”  A lot of people put zero energy into this, even though it might well be the most important thing that you ever do.  It is much too important, at any rate, to just “let it happen,” that is, to let others guide your life.  It’s the best adult-practice to take up the job of guiding and directing your own life.  Remember:  If you let another guide your life, you will never be any happier than he/she.
     We all want to be happy.  That’s not “kidstuff.”  It’s the desire of every sentient being.  People will dismiss you, and tell you that “happiness” is a goal for losers and dreamers.  You have to “buckle down,” and, it boils down to this:  You must make money, and you must make money the god of your life, and you must make lots and lots of it, and you can never get enough.

     People will tell you, and will expect you to believe, that your first house must be a $100,000 house, or more.  They will tell you that it is normal and expected that you must “sign away” the next thirty years of your life to pay for this house.  Forget it!  That’s bullshit!

    It will take some time to begin to live the alternative way.  It will require care, and much caution.  It will require much patience, and you will have to scout around, perhaps for months (but you’ve got scads of time) to find exactly what you want.

    But here’s what you need to look for: A small house, with only one bath, with a kitchen/dining room combo, a livingroom, only one bedroom, and perhaps an office.  A garage is nice, but not necessary.  You do not need a finished basement.  These few and simple rooms are all that you need.

     Remember that you are buying the house for yourself, if single, or for yourselves, if a couple.  You are not buying the house for friends, coworkers, family, parents, or others.  You are not buying it to impress others-- a sickly, cyclic chain almost impossible to break.

    You need to find tough, independent inner courage and strength-- another act of growth into true adulthood.  So, do not buy a house because it is in the “right” neighborhood, or because friends and coworkers live there.  Psychologists identify this motive as one of an “outer locus of control,” which means that you are letting others make the major decisions of your life.  This is what children do, but not adults.  As adults, we develop an “inner locus of control,” meaning that we make our own decisions.

     Growing up means growing beyond merely “pleasing daddy” or “mommy.”  The Way of simplicity calls you, challenges you, to break away from the “herd,” to think on your own, to go for what you want and need.  Stop being controlled by the “big daddy” or “big brother” of society.  Wake up, grow up, make your own decisions.

     Purchasing a house is a decision so very crucial that you cannot, must not, allow others to make this decision for you.  I surely do not want to make it for you.  But take to heart a little common sense that can save you from years of life in an empty hole of a hell, and a hell of a lot of pain:  A house is utilitarian.  It is not a life-ornament.  It is not a decoration.  It is not to be used for show.  It is not a reflection of who you are, what you are, and has no relevance to your quality as a human being.  (Jesus was born in a manger, and Abe Lincoln grew up in a one-room logcabin.)

     When you look for a house, then, seek the notorious “fixer-upper.”  Making repairs on the structure will provide an invaluable education, and will boost you lightyears towards fuller independence in adulthood.  Also, you can be open to creative ways to finance, or to save money.  One young lady decided to buy a relatively inexpensive house in Florida ($50,000), and rented out a room to a friend to help cover the mortgage-payments.  Her sister, still making the transition from high school to independent living, decided to fix up an old room over the garage to serve as her apartment.  So, she can now save money (that would otherwise be spent on rent) for a down-payment on an inexpensive house.

    So, a house says nothing about your intelligence, class, refinement, elegance, skill, wisdom, or strength.  So, please get this nonsense off your screen!  What, then, is the simplist “utilitarian” view of a house?  A house is a place, a tiny portion of geography, that ideally is yours.  It is a place from which you cheerfully greet the morning songbirds.  Here, you eat healthy meals, think, meditate, pray, figure out your place in the world.  Here, you store the records of your life.  Here, you forge the bonds of Love, and make Love.  Here, you entertain friends.  A house is a place for biofunctions, and for maintaining a clean body.  Here, you enter sweet sleep, Lalaland or Dreamland.  So, you can see that a house is not just a place to impress others.  You do not have to work hard for years to pay for an elaborate foyer if all you need is a serviceable and attractive front door.  You do not have to work your arms and legs off for years to create a marble splendor of a bathroom with a two-person shower and a double-sink when all you need is a single simple shower and sink.  You do not need a kitchen or living room the size of a rollerrink. (For more practical steps as guidelines to the Way of simplicity, compare the suggestions from Chapter 33.)

    But dangers exist.  Maybe no one will warn you.  So, here is the warning:  If you live in a house that is too large, the “average” house, it will very likely be much more than you can or will ever use.  You will pay for it during the next thirty or more years, probably.  By the time that it is really yours, you will probably be too old (and/or ill) fully to enjoy it.  In the meantime, it will suck all your time and energy into the blackhole of living to work rather than working to live.  It will kidnap every spare minute.  It will suck dry every minute of joy and peace.  Little time will be left over for Love, or for friends.  It will dominate you; it will own you.  That means that you will have to rise early, go to work, stay late, get home late, drop into bed, and start over the next morning.  This grandiose, elaborate house will become a mere “filling station.”

     Sure, it will be a comfortable place to watch tv and to sleep, but you can do those things in a much smaller space that can be purchased for many fewer bucks.  You will very probably grow to despise your job, if not your whole life.  Hating your life will put you in a bad mood, and disrupt your family.  You might even grow subconsciously to hate them, for it is for their material benefit that you go to work every day.  Are you planning to spend the next thirty years doing something that you hate-- every minute of every day?  Are you prepared to play this sick game, and disguise this mere existence as “real living”?  Even your weekends will not be yours, but will inevitably carry the baggage of the hated workdays into your otherwise free days.

     All the sunshine might slip out of your life.  The fresh air of freedom might be replaced with a stinking, suffocating mildew.  Love can become impersonal, mixed with hate, and extremely complex.  Or, sex can become merely mechanical.  In your race for more dollars, even Love can become a burden, a distraction, and even a bore.

     Young days and enthusiasms do not last forever.  If you buy a simple house, chances are good that you can pay it off immediately-- or within a few years.  Of course, probably nothing will be new.  But you can replace everything-- every wall, every floor, every window and door, one or a few at a time.  This will give you plenty of healthy exercise, and invest the abundant energy of your youth in something of which you can be truly proud-- a home that will increase and support, not sabotage, happiness.  

     You will thus not plunge into the pressure-cooker world of greed, where you must bring home the maxbucks, the most money possible.  Perhaps you can even work at a job that you really like, one where you learn a skill.  Perhaps you can even work with your Lovepartner, strengthening your relationship.  Perhaps you can work only partime, buying back a part of your life that otherwise will be “kidnapped” by economic terrorism.

    All these advantages-- and they are fundamental, many, and great-- arise from the single decision to choose a simplist dwelling instead of a palace or a mansion.

     Also, choose a mechanically sound (test it) car that is previously owned.  This, too, can be paid off quickly.  This can buy you years of liberty.  The standard notation that “the bank really owns this house and this car” is true in most cases.  Working twenty-four seven to “buy” their own house and car, most couples, especially young ones, actually own neither.

     Another real danger:  If you finance a house that costs $100,000, you will probably end up paying $300,000 for that place by the time it is all yours, and then, will still owe high taxes for the rest of your life.  Once you are “hooked” on the economic fishline, you will never be able to get the barb out of your lips.  You will be bleeding from now on!

*******

*******
Chapter 31/  The Real Thing:  Is It Really a Soft Drink?

***
    We are all fed the lie, every day, many times a day, that happiness can come into our lives through things-- material products, always those of a certain brand.  Feeling blue?  The answer lies in a bottle:  It is the happiness-bearing “genie” of the right soft drink, wine, or booze.  Or, it is a certain car.  If the answers to sadness, even depression, can be found in the right brand, bottle, booze, or beer, then life is simple!

      Forget about selfimprovement.  And forget about lifedesign, say the defenders of the way things are.  Above all things, they recommend, avoid the nonmaterialism of simplicity.  For those who promise instant happiness, bypassing the logical adult mind and talking directly to our gullible “inner child,” insist that happiness actually does lie within their material products.

     That this is the most flimsy of transparent lies is irrelevant.  Remember that advertisers do not sell products-- not really.  Their intent is much more subtle, based on a deep knowledge of psychology.  They first sell you the dream, the mystique, of the product.   They present good feelings, and you long for good feelings.  Then, they link their product to the good feelings in such a clever and subtle way that you actually halfway believe that buying the product is purchasing the feelings.  Heaven forbid that you should ever discover that good feelings never come from stuff. 

     When you dare to reach for the best that life has to offer, happiness and joy can soar so high that all material things, no matter how glitzy and glamorous, look like old, sticky, stinky mud.  Major disappointment is inevitable.  

     Since every product promises pie in the sky, and happiness, the system is riddled with the holes of disappointment.  Repeated often, this disappointment can lead to either cynicism or depression, or combos of the two.  In time, all these crushing and shattering disappointments can lead to a feeling that life itself might also lie:  Maybe life itself has no happy endings-- a gloomy philosophy indeed.  And this decision can easily affect a kid in her early teens, by which time, she has been exposed to tens of thousands of commercials.  Life can then begin to look weary, dreary, dark, dank, and dead.  Chances are good that this kind of negativity will make her more vulnerable to the grasp of greed and arrogance, since she might as well grab all that she can, suck all the happiness that she can get out of a reluctant life.

     Her having fallen into an amoral and meaningless interpretation of the universe allows her to slip silently, subtly, invisibly into the damaging, “I might as well be doing this as anything else.”  In a cosmos where nothing matters, where nothing makes any difference, even compassion has no value.  So greed, arrogance, and materialism are supported by the loss of all hope and meaning.

     These programs have deep roots.  Long before our first cognitively retrievable memories, we lived saturated in an audiovisual sea of greedmessages.  When we were two to four years old, they emerged again, as we were bombarded by commercial messages, ingested subconsciously:  “Get the right stuff, buy the right brands, and happiness will descend upon you out of the blue.”  Similar messages were reinforced later by the most wellmeaning and helpful of teachers, friends, and counselors, who did not really know any better.  For they were responding to the very same programs.  By the time that we ended up in their gentle hands, they were already seriously infected carriers of aphilosis.  

     Lacking any training or discrimination, we did all that we knew to do:  We modeled ourselves on those around us, and thus, picked up the deadly virus.  It is all but impossible for the vulnerable, open, developing mind to resist the continuous programming of greed:  “You can’t be cool if you don’t have our latest product, or ten of them.”  Very young kids lied, cheated, and swindled to get Pokimon cards from each other.

     Even as adults, with much better mindinsulation, we often find ourselves humming some mindless jingle for a product that we do not want, or even like.  Our culture is also largely one of self or ego.  The one with the biggest ego, even if it is not accompanied by intelligence, skill, or good taste, is far too often the one who wins the kudos and praises of others.  This ultraselfishness is the most natural precursor to greed; in fact greed is all but inevitable in egotism.

     We have all been, to some extent, anesthetized, even lobotomized, by incessant exposure to mindless commercials that grub for more and more money.  These ads are often obnoxious, loud, mindless, and repetitive.  They get their message across with all the delicacy, refinement, and finesse of a stone ax.

     They represent a strong support to hyperegotism.  They coddle and engender selfishness.  No matter what kind of people we are, “we deserve” the product.  A hair-color commercial has a lovely woman, obviously a role-model, saying, “I deserve it,” and then, flashing a bright smile, which promises happiness.

      And it is half-true, which makes it even a more powerful convincer.  We do all deserve a decent, good life.  But as with all things, we have pushed a good principle too far, and have invalidated it.  For we have expanded the selftalk of a positive selfimage, “I deserve good things,” to the absurd, obscene extreme, “Nothing is too good for me.  I deserve everything that I want.  And it is a full and sufficient reason that I want it.”  When genuine selflove devolves into mere selfgratification, we have fallen into greed and arrogance.  Not only do we “deserve” everything, but deserve, and demand, an unlimited abundance of everything.  “Too much” is “never enough.”

     We want everything, all the time.  But it will never be enough.  And the ad people know the secret to their success is also the secret of our undoing:  They must get us to believe that we can never get enough.  For some, an eighteenwheeler trailer full of books, cd’s, jewelry, shoes, or plants would not be enough, although it would tame the cravings temporarily.

     Advertisers want to create and sustain a mental illness called “infinite insufficiency consciousness (iic).”  Stated more simply, it is stuffaddiction.  This has no more to do with reason than the horse-addict’s need for another “fix.”  We don’t need the stuff; we don’t even want the stuff; but we’ve got to have the stuff, at all costs.  For we fear the fear that will arise if we do not ease our minds with numerous quick fixes.  So, we come full circle:  Iic is not only fear, but fear of a fear.

    Greed/arrogance moves us to the point where we can imagine nothing that would be too luxurious, lavish, flamboyant, or ostentatious for us.  This is all a part of the sickness of iic.  We must not only compulsively gather stuff without joy, but we must, also without joy, brag about it and display it, repelling others by irritating them to envy.  Thus do we exchange friendships for mere stuff.

*******

*******
Chapter 32/ Buy-buy, See Ya Later

***
     If ad people had their way, we would all be obsessed with an insatiable urge to buy.  They want with all their might seriously to infect all of us with an incurable case of iic.  As it is, many of us are already terminally infected.  We have responded to their thousands of subliminal messages.  We have shopped until we dropped, and even shopped until we “flopped,” for ultimate failure is built in.  

     The territorial instinct is strong by nature anyway.  But add to that the incessant pounding of relentless commercials, and the very worst in human nature is cultivated.  While still children, we fight for what is “mine.”  And because it is “mine,” it cannot be “yours.”  This is, in fact, one of the worst outlooks possible, for it deletes the most valuable, useful concept of “ours,” of sharing.  This training makes kids bitterly egocentric, or “spoiled.”

     So, we learn very early to acquire, to be selfish.  Advertisers throw gasoline on the fires of natural greed.  But salespeople are never quite honest about this.  Their ads never quite say, “Get this product to gratify your greed.”   They never come right out and say, “Danger:  This product causes perilous egotism and envy,” but both the expansion of your ego and creating envy in others are factors in a purchase.

     Material things are woefully boring.  Also, you never get quite what the advertiser advertises, for she promises lies and fantasies.  No material product can possibly create and maintain a genuine excitement, popularity, positive outlook, or anything of the kind.  When ad people promise these things, they know that they are selling you a handful of smoke.  The sage Solomon said, “There is nothing new under the sun” (on earth), and that the entire material world was “Vanity, vanity of vanities.”  Trying to “buy” happiness from the material world, he said, was like trying “to grasp the wind in your hands.”

     Americans are bored stiff with overpossession.  They are sick of easy abundance.  So, in some, the whole universe has become a big yawn, a major snore.  They are so burned out on seeking “joy” through ownership that other things have also lost their flavor.  Some have gone beyond the ability of the material cosmos even to touch them.  They suffer from a tragic inability to find pleasure anywhere, under any conditions.  What they needed to learn as young children, but never did, was that happiness comes from shared feelings, and never from stuff.

     In order to compensate, some start to run faster on the treadmill.  Some become compulsive collectors, often of useless junk.  Here is the old man whose garage is filled with ancient cans of paint, some containing only an inch of solidified goo at the bottom.  But because he is really sick, he cannot let go of his useless collection.

     Here, too, on a larger scale, is the old man whose yard is filled with old cars and trucks, which he bought at a “bargain price,” but which sit biodegrading into heaps of ugly rust.  These pathetic collectors do not enjoy their stuff.  They do not even want it, after awhile.  But they’ll be damned if anyone else gets it.  Asking them to sell any of their junk that is even salable will send them into a rage of selfdefense and fear.  Their junk has been  mistaken for security.  It has symbolic value.  Taking it is grabbing a piece of their hearts, such as they are.

     Here also is the sad person who is a compulsive buyer.  Usually, compulsive buyers become compulsive collectors, and vice-versa.  They are sad, pathetic, often pathological, products of the “I want” programs multiplied, the “gimme” orientation writ large.

     Of course, there is nothing wrong with collecting per se.  It is the pathological need to collect that becomes a driving illness.  Collecting things of value or beauty, collecting for education or investment, can be a great deal of fun.  And, as long as collecting is something that you want to do, as long as it is fun, it is probably within the perimeters of normal psychology.

     This book is not a critique of normal behaviors.  It is not even a critique of society, or of people.  Its object of complaint and objection is not even the world of commerce, industry, finance, and economics.  Instead, its sole target is greed.  Greed is destroying the best in human nature, in most if not all of us.  It appropriates the timenergy of compassion, renewal, and reform to keep everything stagnant, so that it can continue to thrive.  
     In this world we have discovered that we all have an enemy.  It is a deadly enemy.  If you allow it, it will kill you.  Its ugly name is greed.

*******

*******

Chapter 33/ Return to the Garden of Pleasure in the Heart:  Taking Inventory, and Beginning Practical Simplicity
***
     The word “eden” means “Pleasure.”  To get back into this paradise of  true bliss requires the fullest freedom-- known only by complete abandonment of greed.  Only after that rather dramatic step is taken can selflove blossom.  
     But let’s face it:  Selflove must be earned by goodness, for it relies on positive selfimage.  “Successful” types, however, just do not generally have time for the serious exploration of such issues as selflove. 
     The main thing that blocks the Way back to the heart’s Garden of Love and Pleasure is that it takes a lot of time to find your way back.  It usually requires a lot of good reading,
 and much interior work in meditation or inner stillness.  The price for an exclusively material life is the renunciation of simplicity, since time is limited.  By the same token, the price for inner selfimprovement, and Selfdiscovery, is the renunciation of greed.

    You need not become a naked hermit and live in the woods, eating only berries that have died natural deaths.  You do not have to give up home, car, wife, friends, tv, books, music, restaurants, radio, or other normal enjoyments to approach the Way back.

     Does this mean that you are called upon to change absolutely nothing?  Can we just go about business as usual?  Well, no, it’s not quite that way either.  To find the middle way of moderation, let us set up the extremes:  One extreme is the naked hermit with berries; the other is the person whose entire life is hopelessly gobbled up by, and devoted to, the pursuit of material things.

*******

The wise person seeks a balanced Way between the extremes.

*******
     What, then, is this “middle path“ of moderation?  It challenges you to distinguish honestly between need and greed.  You do not have to give up anything that you really need in order to find peace and pleasure.  This is the part that is going to challenge you, perhaps to your personal limits:  But let’s quit being so vague, and get very specific: 

>Maybe you enjoy music.  But do you really need your own personal cd collection (or even library) of dozens, or even hundreds, of cd’s?  Clearly, this is greed, not need.  
>Perhaps you are a bibliophile (booklover), as I am.  But, again, do you really need a book collection of dozens, or even hundreds, of books?  In the life of perfect freedom, such baggage is not only inappropriate, but unacceptable.  
>Maybe you, like my wife used to, love shoes.  But can you possibly use more than a few pairs?  Do you have to follow the absurdly and hilariously extreme path of Imelda Marcos?  
>Maybe your love is jewelry.  Some fanatics say that you do not need jewelry at all, but here, we will just point out the obvious fact that you do not need more than six or seven necklaces, rings, or brooches (pins).  Also, for the sake of both compassion and simplicity, you need to keep an eye on price.  The being of simplicity allows herself to have some fine and quality pieces of jewelry.  But anything valued at over five hundred dollars moves towards greed, is unnecessary, and draws too many resources from the shared, common cosmic pool.  
>You say that you love clothes?  How many complete dressuits do you really need?  How about only three or four?
>Pants?  How about seven pairs?

>Blouses?  How about seven?  
>Sweaters?  How about only three?  
>Perfume?  One bottle is enough, but for variety, let’s try two.  
>Socks and undies?  Seven pairs should do.  
>Ties?  Try four.  
>Bed coverings (bedspreads)-- one or two should be plenty.  
>Dishes?  A few tumblers, cups, saucers, bowls, and plates (maybe a very few pieces of crystal for elegance).

>Computer?  You do not need the latest, fastest, or biggest.

>Things of beauty?  What about works of art?  Decorative items?  As indicated, we are going to avoid all fanaticism and extremes.  To have a full life, you must also please the Soul.  This means that you must allow room for beauty.  So, save some pieces of visual art.  But you do not need any work of art that is valued at over a thousand dollars.  A fountain is acceptable to the Way of simplicity, but not one that costs a few thousand dollars.  Crystal is acceptable, but, again, not thousands of dollars’ worth. Remember, K.I.S.S.

>If you are a music-lover, you do not need to own a piano, expensive guitar, or other costly instrument.  While you can be as perfectionistic as your own mind drives you to be, and it is well within your freedom to be as extreme as you choose, the Way of simplicity recommends musical instruments, not as collectors’ items  or works of art, but as functional sound-makers.  If you are producing professional or semiprofessional music, you might not want to get the bottom of the line model, but neither need you go for the top of the line, with all the extra, unnecessary bells and whistles.  Here, too, try to stay as close to the mid-range as possible.

>Furniture.  Try to buy wellconstructed furniture, so that you will not always be replacing it. But forget about the very best fabrics or costly woods or metals.  Forget about too many antiques as well.  
>Credit cards.  Pay them off as soon as possible.  Keep only a maximum of two, for convenience and/or emergency.

     You know when you are going “overboard.”  You do not need a “daddy” to tell you what to do.  This book is designed to serve as only an objective guide.  Often, when you are in the very midst of your “stuff,” it is difficult to stay detached.  So, the goal is not to tell you what to do, but to suggest reasonable guidelines for minimizing material complexity. 
     If  the big old dumb brutes called the nazis taught us anything, it is that the human mind is quite expert at justifying any behavior.  So, unless you make a concerted effort to be honest, you will keep all your “Linus’ blankets” that you now have, to comfort your unhealthy, frightened ”inner child.”  You will refuse to change anything.  You will never grow.  So, don’t even start your personal inventory if you are just going to talk yourself out of followthrough.  The Way of simplicity is designed for only people who are serious about personal growth and world-improvement.  If you’re going to see it as a game, do yourself a favor:  Just don’t play!

    The principle of simplicity is not the same as minimalism.  Minimalism insists on the extreme of owning the bottom-line minimum of any objects at all.  Simplicity is more balanced and moderate.

     Simplicity also applies to larger areas of your life:  Take a look at your home and car.  

>Land.  The average human being, or couple, cannot possibly make use of more than a part of an acre or so of land.  The quest to buy more, unless you are going to do farming, is just unrealistic and greedy, as land is one of those nonrenewable and limited resources.

>House.  The first thing that needs to be said is that owning more than one house is clearly beyond the range of any remotely simplist life.  Multiple houses can be convenient, it is true.  But no valid argument can possibly be made that you “need” multiple houses.  Why not?  Because for thousands of years, millions of people have done just fine with only one house.  And billions of people still do so.  A house is an enormous drain on the shared pool of resources.  Yes, you might well want more than one house.  But this is not the place to consider all your personal wants as the only guides of your life.  In fact, the purpose of this entire section of this book is to suggest that you give up your wants for the good of the planet, and for your own improved family-life, joy, and selfimage.  The world is a giant sandbox, and you cannot “play” if you are going to scoop up most of the sand in your corner and claim it as yours. 

     You do not need to buy a house to impress others.  There are many things that you do not need in a house.  You do not need a den, although you might need an office.  You do not need a playroom.  You do not need a special room for your computer.  You do not need a “home theater.”  You do not need a special exercise-room (walking or running are the best exercises, and many more-- a very wide spectrum-- can be done without any equipment.)  You do not need a library.  You do not need a music-room.  Young kids do not need separate rooms.  You do not need a full basement.  In short, using moderation, we need to avoid the idea that we can create as large a house as our budget will tolerate, that we somehow have the “right” to infinite expansion.  The space available on this planet is a problem that is not personal to you; it concerns everyone, and the nongreedy use of space opens it back up to nature.  Where there is a room, there cannot be a tree, or a garden.

     What, then, do you actually need in the simplist house?  You need a kitchen, but not a giant one.  Using moderation, it must be large enough to contain a stove, fridge, sink, counter, table, chairs, and cabinets.  None of these need to be the biggest, newest, or highest-quality on the market.  (NOTE:  Still, you do want to purchase wellmade, quality appliances and those which are most energy efficient.)  You will probably want a living room to visit with friends.  (Sometimes, in summer, the patio can serve.)  But, again, it does not have to be gigantic.  Seating for six or seven is probably sufficient for most.  More visitors would cut down on the intimacy of the visit.) A moderate tv, and a moderate cd player, serve the needs of most people just fine.  Technically, cable or sat is a “luxury,” but if watching tv is one of the ways that people share together, you might opt for one of these.  A bathroom is necessary, but beware of using expensive materials, exotic designer items, etc.  Minimalists say that only a shower is permissible, but an ordinary tub is often easier (although use of a waterestriction device on the showerhead is advised).  A laundry room might be necessary.  You could go to a public laundry, but there are also many reasons, including sanitation, that might argue against this.  A bedroom is also necessary, with chests of drawers and/or cabinets as needed.  An office is necessary for many.  But neither the bedroom nor the office need be gigantic.  In fact, you do not need any extra large rooms in your house.  (Many standard rooms are eight by ten, ten by ten, twelve by twelve, etc.  A very  young person could do just fine with an eight-by-eight, if she needed a separate room.)  If you have guests often, a guest-bedroom might be necessary.  The ideal simplist home requires no more than this.

>As far as the outside of your home is concerned, you must watch out for excesses here too.  A moderate patio is nice, and a good place to visit with friends.  But beware of elaborate or large pools, fountains, statuary, and other expensive decor, which can quite easily run into the thousands of dollars.  Moderate statuary can be very attractively painted, and can look quite as beautiful as the real marble or alabaster.  Brick is quite as serviceable as expensive tiles.  Small pools and fountains can be quite as attractive as larger ones.  Even pools to cool off the summer heat do not have to be outrageously expensive.  My wife and I bought a fiberglass donkey-trough.  When we fill it with water, we both have plenty of room to sit in it, and the water comes to our chest-level.  Beautify with economy.  Avoid large pools, which require endless and wearisome maintenance.  If you are with the right people, a picnic table can be a hell of a lot more fun than the olympic pool or personal tennis-court.    

     Future historians are likely to see our time as the Era of Greed and Foolishmess.  They will likely mourn it.  For we are beginning, tragically, to disown the good of the many for that which seems good for the self.  We still have time-- but just barely-- to reverse this downward trend.  The author calls upon all his readers to begin an engagement with, and a commitment to, the Way of simplicity today.  You can begin at this moment.  Start now.  Don’t just think about it.  Please take two minutes of your time and make a solemn oath or vow to yourself, and to all living things, to reject being dominated or controlled by greed.  Go out and change the world!
*******

*******

End of Simplicity Made Simple:  The Economics of Compassion.       
� . In this work, we will define the philosophy of materialism with extreme simplicity.  It is the belief, or any action supporting that belief, that material things and goals are more important than human values such as compassion and generosity.  


�.  For more information about the many and complex relationships between the conscious and unconscious minds see my Journey to the Center of the Soul: Mysticism Made Simple (Liberty Township, Ohio; Love Ministries, Inc., 2002)


� . See my Jehovah Goodbye: The “New Theism” of Love, (Liberty Township, Ohio; Love Ministries, Inc. 1999) For more detailed information about the transformation of godimage in our society.


� . If Dr. George Lamsa’s translation from the Aramaic is more accurate, Jesus actually said, “It is easier for a rope to get through the eye of a sewing-needle...”  But that hardly lets the rich off the hook. When’s the last time you tried to thread a needle with a rope?


� .  For more information on the pervasive and powerful  effects of the unconscious mind see my Luminous Jewels of Love and Light, Volume 1, Part I, “The Way of Universal Love.” (Liberty Township, Ohio; Love Ministries, Inc., 2002)


� . For a detailed description of how this neoscience can change the world see my novel of the afterlife, Luminous Ecstasies and Passions: Journeys Into Afterlife (Liberty Township, Ohio; Love Ministries, Inc., 2000)


� . For a fresh rendition of the Chinese classic Tao Te Ching, see my Luminous Jewels of Love and Light, Volume2, Part IV, “The Book of the Great Mind and Its Expression” (Liberty Township, Ohio; Love Ministries, Inc., 2002)


� .  The best reading that I have ever discovered is that of spirituality. This has nothing to do with religion.  It is about lifedesign and mindesign.  May I recommend my general introduction to a happy life called Falling In Love With  Your Self: Love and the Inner Beloved (Liberty Township, Ohio; Love Ministries, Inc., 2002)





