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Xmas Musings on Homelessness and More

12/21/98

The first couple of paragraphs that read like an introduction were written as I came to the end of this writing, so you may not quite grasp some of what I wrote until you finish the whole thing. Heck, you may not grasp much of what I wrote anyway if and/or after you get through the whole thing .  When I sat down to explore here today, I don’t believe I had the conscious thought to give or send this to people whom I care about and who care about me at some level or another.  Yet, as I went along, somewhere in my consciousness the idea of presenting this as a gift came to the fore.  As I wrote, I thought of the people who would receive this.  I thought about their reactions, their thoughts, their impressions of me, future interactions, etc.  I realized that some would be troubled, some would smile and shake their heads, thinking that it would be just like me to send such a thing; just like me to think the things that are contained within.  To some it would mean little, while to others it would mean a good deal.

Regardless of how it is received, my interpretation of the cosmic reality tells me that the placing of one’s self in the hands of another is the most valuable gift there is. You obviously (or you wouldn’t be reading this) have placed some aspect(s) of yourself in my hands, and you should know that I have treasured that gift immensely.  Your receipt of this writing as a gift is also a gift to me, especially if you share the notion that we are all one self, and any thing that enhances one self enhances all selves [this last bit will eventually become clearer as you read ].  Your reading what follows will make our level of kinship even clearer than it may have been before.  It may be more distant than we had thought, or it may be closer.  In any event, my writing what I wrote brings me one step closer to establishing the sort of linkage I need to establish between my social self and my cosmic self.  Thank you for being instrumental in my self-development and enhancement.  Couldn’t a gotten here without you being there  !  Here goes:

Thinking about the time of year that has become so troublesome for me of late. Feeling the internal conflict that accompanies the “season to be jolly.” Thinking about Gina and I planning to participate in feeding the homeless at some shelter as a Christmas gesture of some sort...I started to think about the homeless, what it means to be homeless. I envisioned the people whom I have seen on the side of the streets begging for money, food, etc.  I imagined how they felt being there. I imagined how they came to be there in the first place, and that’s when I began to wonder if I, myself, might not be homeless even with a roof over my head.

Being homeless it seemed to me was more a state of mind and spirit than a state of housing.  To be homeless in the “normal” sense of the word appears to mean, “to be without lodging (permanent or temporary) that belongs to you or to which you feel you belong in some sense.”  Are you homeless if you are staying with friends or family?  Are you homeless if you have managed to rent some lodging for some days, a few weeks, a month or two?  Are you homeless if you live in an abandoned building or under a bridge?  I don’t know the answer to those questions, but I do have some speculations. 

It seems to me that home is a physical space where you feel you belong, a place to which you feel linked in mind, body, and spirit.  It is a place where your spirit dwells even when your body is away.  Home, in the “true” sense for me, is a place where the entire self (mind, body and spirit) is, both, anchored and free. I am reminded of the saying, “Home is where the heart is.” You may have multiple homes: the home that represents the place to which the developing self was/is linked (childhood), and the place to which the current self feels linked in mind, body, and spirit.  Home may be a particular geographical location, may be a specific dwelling, or may be wherever your family is. If you have “created” a family in addition to the one into which you were born, or if you have grown to be the you that you are with multiple families, you may have more than one home.  

What if the you that exists today does not feel linked to the family into which you were born and/or by which you were raised?  What if your spirit has never taken root in, nor felt linked to any particular location in mind, body and spirit?  What if the family to which you are linked, whether it is the one that you have created or the one in which you were created, is not linked to any particular physical structure or geographical location?  What if you felt linked to a particular location and/or a particular group of people (family), but felt alienated from that locale and/or group of people?  Would any or all of the above in combination constitute homelessness?

I propose that places generally have meaning for us in relation to the social relationships that are attached to those places.  There is probably a relationship between a lack of linkage to people (a family of some sort) and/or to a place that is “home.” It seems to me that if the above conditions existed that you would be homeless in a truer sense of the word than if you merely had no roof over your head.  It seems to me that the feelings of disconnection from others, the lack of a linkage to others constitutes a psycho-emotional homelessness that serves as a foundation for physical homelessness.  It is possible, even when disconnected from others, to establish a home unto yourself, a physical structure or space where you can anchor your self, a place where you go to rejuvenate your mind, body and spirit.  Those with sufficient material resources and know how can build or buy such a place.  Others turn unlikely spaces into such a place. Others, still, wander endlessly in search of such a place or give up hope altogether of finding such a place.  The latter of these are the truly homeless.  

As I complete the above, I think of the link I share with my families, the one to which I was born and the ones which I have “created.” I think of the link I feel to the geographical location in which I was born.  Yes there are ties, but it is as if the ties are established with a thin rope that is severely frayed.  The ties feel almost involuntary, not linkages that evoke a sense of belonging sufficient to stabilize me.  These are linkages of providence and circumstance, not of internal design.  As a result, the anchoring is tenuous, the freedom nonexistent. I suppose home, to me, represents both firm anchor and unlimited freedom, much like a kite anchored with silken twine to the trunk of a sturdy tree, cavorting with the changing winds.

Common families seem to me to be linked at least as much by circumstance, habit, tradition, ritual, and symbolic expression as they are by any true desire to be linked to the particular individuals who comprise the family. For most it seems that such linkages are sufficient for stable anchorage.  Are they?  I wonder if they may turn out to be insufficient if closely examined, and that is why we have created little sayings to reinforce those linkages (ex. blood is thicker than water).  There are other indications that they might not be adequate anchors, but that’ll have to be explored some other time .  Perhaps such linkages are in fact enough for stable anchorage for many or even most people, but do they provide for sufficient freedom for the self to grow as it wills?  My observations suggest that they are not.  But then, perhaps for most, stable anchorage is more valuable than freedom to grow as the self would will.   
I too feel the need for the anchorage derived from kinship, but it seems as though that kinship must be based on other than circumstance, tradition, symbolism and the like.  Kinship denotes biological relation, but it also denotes and, certainly for me, connotes “being of a kind.”  Being of a kind connotes sharing characteristics, not just physical characteristics, but psycho-emotional and spiritual characteristics as well.  Biologically and socially, I have a family, I have kin.  On the other dimensions, I seem to stand alone.  This may explain the ephemeral nature of the linkage and anchoring that I experience.  I wonder how many others stand alone on these dimensions as well.  How many others even acknowledge these other dimensions?  And then I realize that even my definition of kinship may stand apart...

Although it appears as though freedom for the self to grow is also valued by many, I seem to value that freedom more than most.  Why else does it seem so much simpler for others to go along with the social program?  Are they struggling as much as I am and are concealing the struggle?   I suppose that much of my internal strife results from the conflict between my need for freedom and my need for anchoring in social relationships.  In fact, I believe that the extreme difficulty I have in fashioning a satisfactory existence emerges in great part from the strength of both needs.  Despite a relatively strong need to do so, as noted above, I have not been able to sustain feelings of belonging and anchorage through affiliation with family or other relationships.  However, this need continues to provide an impetus for my attempts to develop and maintain relationships, including familial ones. Yet, the experience and awareness of fundamental differences between myself and those with whom I was born into relationship and those with whom I have established and continue to establish relationships, precludes satisfaction of that need. 

Concurrently, the need for self-growth and expression, as well as the need for a level of freedom that I feel necessary to satisfy those needs struggle against the need for the anchoring derived through relational linkages. When I speak of freedom to grow and express, I am speaking of developing in a way that feels consistent with the “Me” that I sense within, and of living that “Me” in real time and space, the here and now, with real others.  This “Me” that I speak of isn’t the me that culture, family, and socialization has tried to fashion. It is a “Me” that has been discovered and developed through introspection, through relationship with others, and perhaps most importantly, through connection with the Supreme Force, the Cosmic Oneness, what most would call “God.” 

Somehow this “Me” has developed in such a way that results in my being at odds with most of what surrounds me.  The very foundations of social existence are contrary to the “Me” that exists.  The ways in which human beings conduct their lives are antithetical to the “Me” that yearns for expression and, yes, validation.  Herein lies the conflict!  If the “Me” that I am were to fully express, the profound difference that I feel in relation to others (which I suspect most others at least sense even if they are not fully aware) would sever the tenuous linkages that I have managed to establish and maintain.  Even the strongest of these tenuous linkages would likely be weakened if not severed.  I come to this conclusion because for me (and I suspect for everyone) relational linkages come through the experience of kinship, the “being of a kind” that I mentioned earlier.  

Being “of a kind” is a matter of perception.  Yet, how and what we perceive is contingent upon our levels of development.  My observations suggest that we perceive primarily with the five senses that we have been taught to acknowledge, often ignoring other senses that are innate. Essentially, most perceive relatively superficially, not with the “inner senses,” according to how we were taught to perceive, rather than with all of our perceptive ability. We perceive according to the norms of our culture, perceiving kinship based upon similar physical characteristics, similar behaviors, similar attitudes, etc.  All of these do imply kinship at some level, but do they truly indicate a kinship of essence?  Do they indicate a “being of a kind” at levels beyond the superficial?  

As human beings we are all “of a kind,” yet our physical senses and cultural norms of perception have taught us to ignore that kinship, in fact, have destroyed that kinship in social reality, despite the unalterable fact of kinship in Cosmic reality.  We cling to external symbols of kinship while depriving ourselves of the more substantial spiritual linkages.  Symbolically, superficially, in the social realm we acknowledge that being from the same source (bloodlines, family, country, etc.) establishes kinship.  And, while we give lip service and offer up much rhetoric to the fact that we are all of one source cosmically (God created us all, etc.), our social realities contradict the cosmic kinship that is beyond the superficial.  Perhaps it is because we were taught this “oneness” theoretically, rather than having the “experience” of this “oneness,” that we fail to live as though the “oneness” were reality.  The reasons why we fail to experience this “oneness” is a subject that might be beneficially explored [not here not now though ].

I perceive all of humanity as being “of a kind” in cosmic reality, yet not of a kind in social reality.  We have developed different interpretations of cosmic reality, and these differences have manifested themselves in different social realities among human beings, different motivations, different objectives, and different means of meeting objectives.  Other outcomes of the split between cosmic and social reality include the fact that we have developed separately as groups and as individuals and the fact that we have developed different abilities and sensibilities.  Kinship to me, given this disparity between cosmic and social reality, now means being similar in understanding and interpretation of cosmic and social reality, sharing motivations and objectives, and sharing beliefs regarding the means of achieving objectives.  It means that people are kin who think, feel, and act in ways that are consistent and or compatible with their shared interpretation of cosmic reality, and as a result their social reality.  Inherent in this definition of kin, is the assumption that people who are kin have reached similar levels of self-development.

I believe my ability to perceive from a cosmic perspective, as opposed to a social perspective, has grown over time.  I believe that my interpretation of cosmic reality has also become more in tune with that cosmic reality.  However, the more in tune with the cosmic reality that I find myself becoming, the more distant I become from the social reality in which I find myself and from those with whom I have established and continue to establish social relationships.  My interpretation of cosmic reality indicates that there is a cosmic force that propels us and all that is and isn’t, but that this force is not necessarily a conscious force as we understand consciousness.  It is not a force that thinks and plans and listens solely in the way that human beings do, but extends way beyond the anthropomorphized interpretation that is common at the typical stage of human development.  The common interpretation of the supreme cosmic force suggests that “God is this, and God isn’t that.”  My interpretation of cosmic reality suggests that there is nothing that the supreme force isn’t.  It is all that is, ever was, and ever will be, human sensibilities notwithstanding.

My interpretation of cosmic reality indicates that the urge toward self-development, enhancement and expression with which we are born, is founded in the cosmic impetus toward development and expression. My interpretation indicates that the more we develop, the better we understand that the more developed is each individual self, the greater is the cosmic development.  We understand that individual selves are linked, and that in addition to working on the development and enhancement of the individual self, we and the Cosmos would be well-served by seeking to contribute to the development and enhancement of each and every self with whom we come into contact.  At the very least, while working to develop and enhance the individual self, we do our utmost not to impede the development and enhancement of other individual selves.  My interpretation of cosmic reality indicates that full understanding of the self is integral to the development and enhancement of the individual, to the individual’s ability to take part in the development and enhancement of other selves, and to the overall cosmic good.  My interpretation suggests that any action that seeks to suppress the development and/or enhancement of any self is an action that delays the development of the cosmic whole.  My interpretation of cosmic reality informs me that the closer my social reality conforms to my cosmic reality, the closer I will be to personal harmony.  Finally, my interpretation of cosmic reality suggests that we all develop along the path and timetable that we are intended to develop, because such is consistent with the development path and timetable of the Cosmos.   

Given that my interpretation of cosmic reality is at odds with the cosmic interpretations of all others with whom I have shared life, as well as at odds with the social reality in which I find myself, I have been unable to feel true kinship (as defined above) as a social being. Yet, as indicated above, this need for human kinship prevents me from experiencing the full manifestation of self, from feeling free to be.  The fact that I have yet to develop to the point where I can fully enact my cosmic reality in the social realm contributes to my existential dilemma.  Despite the suspicion that the stable anchoring which I seek is likely to be in the form of the linkage between my social self and my cosmic self (which may be the only stable and true kinship relationship), and that it is through feeling the freedom to fully be that I am likely to establish such a linkage, I am as yet unable to feel and act in such a way to bring this about.

I remain convinced, however, that my developmental path is the one upon which I am meant to be.  I remain convinced that all that I think, feel and do is consistent with the cosmic good, even when it is contrary to my, or others’, sensibilities.  I am convinced that despite the difficulties that this path presents, that it is the cosmic “will.”  I must thank all who have crossed my path, however painful or joyful that crossing.  I must continue to work on establishing rapport with and being true to that which calls me from within.  I will seek to continue the development and enhancement of my individual self, while working to contribute to, not detract from, the development and enhancement of other selves, for we are truly ONE SELF.

We started this exploration of my self with some obscure wonderings about the relationships among Christmas, home, homelessness, and whether or not I could consider myself homeless.  This journey of wondering took us through some of the backwoods and alleys of my mind, and hopefully through this journey you have arrived at a place that is closer to an understanding of me and of you.  I have been struggling with the whole notion of Christmas, because it is talked about as a time of giving; yet, much of the “giving” seems rather superficial.  We give “things,” and we “say” that we give them with love.  Many times, there is a semblance of truth when we say that.  Many (perhaps most) times we give gifts out of a sense of obligation, with our mind’s eye tuned to how much it will cost and what the other will think of us for giving what we gave.  

Feeling myself to be a naturally giving person, my uprising against Christmas (which started a few years ago and is still trying to reach a full-fledged revolution) is a struggle for me.  Identifying what about Christmas (as currently framed socially) is offensive to me has been difficult.  In fact, I still have a ways to go before I can clearly define my thoughts and feelings in full context.  Nevertheless, I know it offends me to feel compelled to give.  Giving can’t be compelled.  Compelled giving feels like coercion, and coercion is not a positive thing.  Allowing oneself to be coerced into something does not feel like a positive developmental step, nor a self-enhancing condition.  The symbolism of celebrating the birth of Christ seems to have been waylaid ages ago and taken over by a ritualistic commercialism and consumerism that I find patently offensive.  Yet, despite my distaste for what I believe this particular manifestation of social reality has become, I feel the pull of all the years of my socialization, and the desire to let others know that my breaking with tradition does not indicate a lack of caring.  

How to overcome these feelings of ambivalence?  Rushing out to buy cards that convey some inane sentiment, just to let someone know that he/she was on my Xmas list of people who should receive a card wouldn’t quite get it.  But then I ask myself, “Don’t I enjoy receiving Xmas cards?” The answer is “From some people, ‘yes,’ because I know they have thought about who I am, what I mean to them, what they mean to me, have put those thoughts and feelings into selecting a card, and had a smile on their faces and at least a little love in their hearts when they sent them.”  In other cases, “not particularly, precisely because it is an impersonal, ritualistic exercise without much thought or feeling behind it.”  

So I remain in some sense attached to my socialization.  I remain caught between needing the affiliative linkages to other beings and needing the freedom to remove myself from that which those others hold dear.  Eventually it will all work itself out according to the cosmic design. Until then, my struggle continues...

