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West Sullivan I
Between the creamy white, enameled vertical bars, the sun flooded my crib. 

In the kitchen paradies, Mother is making scrambled eggs and country gravy while I eat my Cream of Wheat in my highchair.
I can hear Charlie Deming’s old fatherly voice on WKPT, the Swap Shop. Then, after another hour, his closing theme song completes my morning as well.

May the good Lord bless you and keep you,
Whether near or far away,
May you find that long awaited golden day today.
May your troubles all be small ones,
And your fortunes ten times ten,
May the good Lord bless and keep you,
Till we meet again.

May you walk with sunlight shining,
And a bluebird in every tree,
May there be a silver lining,
Back of every cloud you see,
Will you dream of sweet tomorrows,
Never mind what might have been,
May the good lord bless and keep you,
Till we meet again


This song was written by Meredith Wilson, and it was the close of The Big Show, prior to Charley’s use of it:

The Basement I
On a hot, humid summer day, the basement is invitingly cool, relaxed, free from the drab seriousness of the upstairs rules and regulations, free from the laws of the ordinary, surface-level world. This is not to speak of that other inviting world sky and clouds.  
The basement provides a complete, alternative life-world. All senses are provided for. Most poignant is the blended smell of damp masonry, Tide, and Clorox that perpetually triggers immediate and deepest stirrings of the Mysteries of life as then perceived. 
The basement offers many possibilities, a grand stage for limitless theater. Dark and inviting corners, stacks of lumber with secret hideouts, shelves of stately Mason jars. Old family pictures in their frames lean against a wall; gently and darkly banished from the upstairs world, these silent martyrs lie.

Dream of the barren fireplace in the basement in the wall ether there is none. The devil must live below the grating. 

Dreams of twenty men marching, incessant up the basement staircase as I lay in the cotton cave under the sheets at the foot of the bed. Till I discovered it was my heartbeat.

This was the best play-basement in the neighborhood. It was a factory, doctor’s office, operating room, palace to countless knights, queens, princes in process in patchwork quilt robes and will-switch rapiers. It was an ocean-liner, various aircraft. Among my friends, and chiefly Keith, I always assumed some heroic role, and generally went for the lead

The earliest magic was Monday-washday. Magical washday when the Tide bubbles were alive. The sequence from Sunday morning funny-papers-dress-for-and-go-to-church (twice) through hanging out the clothes. My sisters would be gone to school. 

Mother and I head downstairs. The Maytag stands squat and down-to-earth trustworthy on four thick legs, tipped with casters. A big, red belly button knob adorns one side—the emergency shut off. I leaned against the tub watching the white, wide smiling detergent bubbles turning slowly dirty bluish and disappearing as the agitator whacked away.  I was entrusted with the stick Mother uses to poke billowy, bubble-animated shirts and blouses back under the water, watching carefully to ensure not to get the stick caught by the agitator, or to send it running through the wringer rolls. The wringer, attached to one side, with its head on a crooked neck, smiled wide to show two cylindrical white rubber teeth. Between these teeth it draws the clean cloths out of the tub, dripping, squishing, gurgling, surging, compressing, giggling into the galvanized tub of clear rinse water (while the agitator motor hums away at idle). In the rinse tub, with the stick, the clean clothes are stirred around and filled out again with the life-giving air bubbles, then devoured again through the voracious wringers, to emerge flattened and folded and laid in a basket destined for the clothesline.

I would stand there, in my wet Buster Brown striped-cotton shirt, warmed up, nestling against the Maytag, feeling it vibrate, vibrating with sloshing water, purring in the slow idle. In and out. Exuberant dripping, splashing, cleansing, purifying, total joy. Helping Mother with the jabbing stick, particular delighted with the blouses and shirts that would billow out with chesty respiration. Those particularly I enjoyed pushing gently back under the water surface. Then at the end, with everything squashed thin as pancakes and  folded in the basket, the hoses are let-down to the sump pump.

Mother I march up the steps and outside into sunshiny, everlasting day—blue sky, green grass, buttercups, and clover. A breeze is blowing through the sheets billowing on the clotheslines, and through the clover.  Wind spirit fills the sheets, making them flap and slap with excitement as the blouses, socks, jean, underwear dance to the Monday morning reel!
I fly back down to them through the clothes-chute. Instantly sliding up to downstairs to land in pillowy, billowy softness of cotton sheets. Then out the door I rush upstairs to slide down again—the first spaceship/transporter!

Then the dramas, with most elaborate sets. It was the best play-basement in the neighborhood. It was several different factories, stores, a doctor’s office, operating room, palace to countless knights, queens, princes, princesses in procession in patchwork-quilt robes carrying willow-rapiers. Later, it was an ocean-liner, various aircraft. I usually assumed some leading role—why not be chief? Sometimes there would be a fight about that with Keith, leading to compromises easily enough. 
Sawmill Holler 
Mattie Tranbarger’s country store with bean bins and sweet smelling feed bags in the storeroom. 
Sunnyview Farm. Gravel roads.  A knurled tree. An old cedar on a thirsty hillside. Out of the sun-partched yellow-clay. On both sides of the cedar are other cedars making one side of a fenced-in cow path. The other side is split rails strung with rusty coils of barbed wire. 
At the south end of the path are tool shed, corncribs, and bard. To the east is a patchy green pasture. This is the Galilee of my youth. To the south is a poor apple orchard, smokehouse, derelict apiaries, coal pile, chopping block, cistern, house, and well-shed. 
To the north the path opens to the pond beside my great-grandfather’s  long-fallen blacksmith shop, and the rock pile. Daddy always said he didn’t know how all those rocks ever got there. Just behind the rock pile is the north woods. 
In the middle of all this is Grampaw’s house with its honeysuckle-draped porch. In his bedroom-living room, the mantle is decorated with paraphernalia and souvenirs of his travels and the travels of family and neighbors, in Indian clay pipe plowed up in the back field. In the cold west bedroom is the pump organ, magical instrument of my childhood, all carved and upright. Rom the porch, with the hanging dipper, I look out to the blue ridges of these humble mountains, rising gently between me and the sunset. 
The thrill of bright lights and energy, reaching toward the nation, reaching out to the world, through the medium of industry and technology, making a statement from the soul, from the lonesome depths of the inner valley.

Lulled asleep by the little electric fan

The toys I took to church

Dark lonely houses with old people and wood burning stoves

Ignorant, dirty people

Funerals, florals, florist refrigerators

John Calvin Dotso
My great-grandfather John Calvin Dotson I (my father is II, and I am III), clearly identified himself as a Southern Methodist, to make clear his racial preferences. He sat and, even if alone, read the Bible aloud, always aloud, even alone. He would not take his wife even on a buggy-ride around her church of origin. A different Methodist church. When she begged him.

My grand-uncle, for some mysterious reason, left home at age eighteen, never to return while his parents lived, nor at their deaths. He worked in California. He was able to sober up enough to return thirty-five years later. My father says that he was a handsome man. He drank himself to death.

My grampaw was a hard man. He scolded his wife for crying at her mother’s death. I have played her pump-organ. 

Somewhere in Virgina, Grampaw killed a man. A black man. That was it. He did it. He walked off. It was probably in a fit of rage. Grampaw slept all his life with a pistol under his head. He used it often to threaten. He wounded an man who invaded his house once. Most people knew not to mess with Grampaw. 

My father’s mother’s father’s second marriage produced a child. The mother of this child Daddy said was “the devil in the flesh if that’s possible.” The son lost a son who was found hanging in the barn. It was called suicide. Many thought the father was the killer. Years later, he walked into a grocery store and murdered three people in cold blood. Grampaw was among a vigilante group of three hundred who were going to find and hang this man. They besieged the jail unsuccessfully. Carl later died in the prison for the criminally insane. There were threats that if an attempt were made to return his remains to Hawkins County, there are still those who would destroy the grave.

West Sullivan II
Croquet. 
Badminton. 
Primal village, as expansive as three city blocks.

McCurry’s fishpond.
Snapp’s woodshed. Mitchell’s playhouse. 

Roller skates down Mt. Ida Place. 

Sullivan Street Bicycle Club.

Down the alley. 

Vacant lot between the Bellamy house and the Crosses. Tree cluster fort. Hill bank. Robin Hood in the tall elms. 

The moon from the swing in Keith’s back yard. I felt that I might swing high enough to get closer. To feel it better. 

Oak Grove Baptist Church / 1958
My Southern Baptits Sunday School, Training Union, Family Night, Prayer Meeting, revival background was not wasted.

From my earliest childhood, I remember sitting on Daddy’s lap while he read me the funnies before the traditional breakfast of pancakes and warm Karo syrup.

Then in white shirt, clip-on bowtie, and white bucks, I joined my sisters—al crunch in crinolines and bouncing with ponytails, were loaded in the ’52 Ford Custom, down the riverside road, past the old Netherland Inn, to Oak Grove Baptist Church in Sawmill Holler. There we were unloaded, carrying out oversized black Sword-Drill Bibles, or white, zippered ones with full-color illustrations, with our offering envelopes neatly made out and sealed with a dollar or two inside.

After church was a friend chicken, green bean, cornbread, and cole slaw as lunch on the good china, an easy lazy afternoon with a trip to Grampaw’s or to the airport. Then, later in the evening, I would be torn away from Lassie or Walt Disney to return to church still in the white shirt, but no tie, and maybe jeans.

Oak Grove Baptist of my childhood was a small, down-home, Bible-belt Southern Baptist Conventional church with truly good, salt-of the-earth laborers and farm people. The Sunday night service changed times with the seasons so that farm people could feed and milk.

Mother and Daddy both sang in the choir, and sat in the choir loft. I sat alone in my second row seat by the northwest window. All the other kids sat as a group in the youth corner, diametrically distant, in the southeast corner. I was to the side, always to the side and sitting apart, as well as feeling set apart. On the one part, I was detached from threats of aggression. I separated myself, with fear and disgust, of the mob-herd instincts and aggressions of their gross ignorance and anti-intellectualism, the attacks on my psychic life as well as my physical life. I suffered ostracism and shunning and being hit on the arm and in the stomach. Here I was close to the fundamentalism that for me meant ignorance, in a stark southern Appalachian sense. Deep dread of Sundays. Fear of being required to SHOW open my being, to pray in public. Fear of the collective will of the collected. 
Thus were the more mature origins of my beliefs in my ‘own way’—meaning, not theirs. I suppose it was, in some part larger or smaller, a defense mechanism—my sense of a personal channel to God, without social connection. My own sacred doubts developed into skepticism and agnosticism about the time I moved to First Baptist Church in Kingsport, the big-city Baptist church. But even more deeply rooted was my disgust, fear, and terror for the old church’s ignorance and anti-intellectual fundamentalism. Fundamentalism meant aggression, an attack on my physical life, as well as my right to question, to expand in my own growth. Anti-intellectual brutality set against individual freedom. Fundamentalism was for me ignorance, in the stark Southern Appalachian sense. 

Yet the higher images, the steeple gleaming on the hilltop church in the autumn sun, the church as heavenly mother, the steeple as heavenly father pointing to the sky, to the wide-open freedom of the sky, spiring to the heavens, I was always told, toward heaven in the heavens. 
So many funerals I learned to hate the smell of flowers.
But I was separated from that scene, at my window, looking out on the western sky at twilight. Fires of the western stars twinkling as the sun would fall of the cow-rutted hillside above Arnott Creek and Sawmill Holler. I in my pew alone as the torrential heat of hellfire spewed from the mouth of the preacher at the pulpit. I chewing my Juicy Fruit, paging my lithographed quarterly. All the colognes of all the WMU women. These sensations endured Amid words of infinity, eternity, sanctity, sprit and death, sin, eternal life. 

Outside, the cool of the evening would enter with a breeze bearing moths and night flyers. 

A train would often wail southward, out of the Virginia coalfields, rumbling through the holler, nearly drowning out the sermon. Guest preachers would never know quite what to do—to take a breather and risk loosing their rhythm, or just keep their own steam up full speed ahead to the invitation hymn.

The sky would turn cobalt. The moon would sometimes show her face. And my soul would be outside, ten thousand miles away. And dreaming.
The photograph in the cedar chest

Her name was Lilla Mae. She was my aunt. I know it always hurt Mother to hear that name. However, for me the name also carried some of the brightness that came to me with it in Mother’s tellings. Lilla Mae had gone to work in Kingsport, journeying daily from Hawkins County.  She had once enabled the whole family to move to Kingsport. In that era, Mother attended city schools. While she grieved for the loss of her orchards and birdnests, she craved the illuminations of city-school learning, above all the opportunity to take art classes. 

Lilla Mae was killed on October 16, 1928. Mother had turned ten the previous June. And earlier, in April, Mother had been baptized in Stanley Creek. Yet, as she told me, “I wondered if it was real, a real profession—was it really a new birth?”

Then came October. Some years later she would make another public profession of faith. Many years later, she said she decided that the first one had “taken” after all. 

In Mother’s bedroom was a cedar chest, a profoundly and elusively terrifying hermetic vessel. In this vessel she kept a photograph of the postmortem body of Lilla Mae. This photo was of the corpse on a gurney. The word “gurney” has always been a horrible word for me, as well as the image and the idea.

The story was that she had been killed by a drunk driver as she walked along the side of the road, heading into town to get her diploma from business school. Thus, Mother’s hopes of returning to Kingsport were dreadfully crushed.

In my early childhood, I would explore the cedar chest, plying through the new blankets, searching out my baby book, and the baby shoes of my sisters. I remember doing so alone. I would press the latch-release button, lift up the lid, like a casket-lid, and search out that photograph. I remember feeling deeply haunted. The photograph was explicitly revealing of the violence of the injuries. 

Mother never ‘got over’ Lilla Mae’s death. 

That cedar chest, that photograph, I always associated with my subterranean descent to the basement of the house. The photograph was down in the chest. The chest somehow, with the corpse within it, belonged underground. When I went to the basement under the chest, I was going somehow deeper than underground, to the ‘space’ deeper than the land of the dead. I was afraid of the depths in the chest, and of the corpse. But going further below, I found my fantasy space, the poetic space of infinite adaptability. Here is where I played with Keith and Margaret and the other neighborhood kids. Deeper than death.
In the basement I developed my diametrical fantasies of space travel. I would spend hour after hour after hour communicating with distant bases, winged vessels, spacecraft. The fantasy there was much more important than reality—it was deeper than death.

And in that fantasy, Keith and my playmates, from the start, were my associates, my allies in fantasy, and adventurers of the beyond, by first of all, penetrating this domain deeper than death. This is where we played our naked games. 

The powers of my subterranean fantasy life continued to expand and to grow well after I was too old to play childhood games down there. Somehow, in that basement, I developed vaster powers of conjuring my deepest yearnings as fantasies that were not only deeper than death but wider and higher than the ‘middle world’ of ordinary life. That middle world I found to be mostly banal and boring and garish. In the unity of the below the below and the above the middle, my most profound and complete determinations arose. I was determined not to live in the land of the dead nor to be imprisoned in the middle world of the ordinary. My soul lived and breathed and had being in the union of the deepest and the highest.

From time to time I would find individuals who seemed ready, willing, and able to be allies in this new reality of the depths and heights, while transforming the middle as fully as could be. I yearned for allies to join me in a complete devotion to these ecstasies, these openings, these tasks. 

The Basement II

Cleaning up the back of Daddy’s storeroom to make my space-communications base.  The special, cool earthly/transubstantiating coolness cast an uncontrived, spontaneous and very powerful illusion. Here I created my own ecstasy.

After the earlier imaginary locales, the curtain raised on a much more intricate, subtle, and thoroughly evolved fantasy. It was a fantasy with deep roots and one that flowered and filled the entire period of my pre-adolescence. In that fantasy, I obtained a character of complex origins—with a distinct history, a present, and a future. It was a fantasy but a deeply perpetuating one that was only slowly dissipated, and maybe not yet extinct!

In the basement I have created the Kingsport Manned Spacecraft Center. I, John Calvin Dotson, III, am director of spacecraft control and operations division of NASA. 

I am the duty officer in charge, at my suitably improvised control desk—two timbers resting on cinder-blocks. On my desk are the necessary tools comprised of the entrails of old radios, switches, parts salvaged from the TV-repairman. Of premier importance is the lighting, the magical luminescent brush with which I painted in ambiance and painted out extraneous details with multi-hued super-normalcy. In the daytime, I would cloak the windows to darken my theater. Every sound was also incorporated—the whirring of the oil-pump for the furnace, the water pump, a couple of buzzers I wired into the doorbell circuit.  Every bare wire running through the rafters, every switch, old chairs, toys with a technical flavor like an old cash register, were all naturally absorbed to create my sophisticated console of communications gear. 
My microphone is the housing of a defunct, small, electric fan on its stand—in which my voice finds a fine resonance, and obtains something of a virtual electromagnetism. 
This array of any kind of junk that can be assimilated to support my illusion, the drama, all revolved around the glory of my room—a large blackboard that nearly takes up a whole wall. 
Perfect, perfectly compatible as a world tracking-map—just like the one at Mission Control at Cape Canaveral, as I copied in multi-colored day-glo chalk directly from the National Geographic. I lit it with a blue light to set it all off. It was a true facsimile, complete with accurately placed, real-life tracking stations.

In the basement I am THERE. THERE was more real, more fantastic than any mundane affairs or adult befuddlements or finagling. Or oppressions. The whole earth and everyone in it, and everything, was a star in my galaxy. I was reaching beyond, to embrace the stars, a reality beyond the super-galaxy of my own fantasy.  THE BEYOND was always present, is present, always present, always calling.

And I would imagine someone listening, out THERE, when I would talk into my fan-housing-microphone. Basking in red and blue lights. Red is best. Some I attached to flashers. My electronic displays, meters, switches, dials, come alive in flashing day-glo colors. Urgent commands are sent and received with terse one-syllable responses.

Yes. No. Yes, will do. Roger. This is Green Cat Three-Seven-Two-Two. We receive and will consider your last problem a priority. Will contact as soon as decision can be reached. This is Green Cat three-seven-two-two to Cape control. Over.

Buzzes, whirring motors, totally engrossing. These were the precise images of a new, glorious, mysteriously pure and dark world to come, beyond this world. Voices from deep space. And mine returning, interacting. The Director. Here was my center, of a world transcendent, where I need not be entangled in the mundane world of upstairs realities. Every phase of life, morning to night, school, church. The Eastman where Daddy works was a particularly useful, techno-sophisticated backdrop  for my drama, which was complete. Everything in my life fit, all was adapted, or else it was discarded. All my friends were professional colleagues. Mother is the friendly, older woman who keeps house for this very important world-scientist, man of super-terrestrial concerns.
Each new rising phenomena is incorporated. A new friend is assigned a role. A new slight switch, a TV-tube left by the technician. A new skill learned at school proved more plausible stage props and devices. Trips to the airport brought teletype sheets and inspiration.  This drama pervaded the whole of my existence, super-ordinate to all brittle realities and counter-posed to all ordinariness.  The drama brought meaning to every object, though, action, all according to a space-age but very intimate criterion or aesthetic suitability and conceptual appeal. Whole, all-pervasive, totally-satisfying, even ecstatic in its power to open new, unexplored realms of deep space, of technological imagination. 
My personal, pre-adolescent drama integrated and fueled with the fantastic realities of the emerging space program. Rockets, missiles, satellites, real voices from space, stars, and the always alluring purity and sanctify of the Moon are the OBJECTS, determining the Holy. As the matters of actual space exploration draw upon all expanses of human knowledge, so do my interests expand in the broad spectra of inquisitiveness, soon a universal inquiry for ultimates, ultimate purposes, ultimate values.

Here, red spinning lights, electrified voices through the vast emptiness of space, pulses of esoteric radio static fill my isolated but extremely open ears. Thought the whole upstairs world fell away, my ears were listening. My eyes were scanning the otherworld displays of mystery. TO the pre-cognitive rhythms of the primeval atomic clock. Searching for the supremely hidden, the unspeakable certainty in the night, the secrets of the UNKNOWN. Close as the Moon’s austere but lovely lit face, as the smell of damp masonry underground. Unnatural lights, imagined contacts in deep space. 
Everything else is subordinate. Nothing is unrelated. The magic is what IS, beneath and before and beyond the ordinary world that most people live in. The magic of the unknown, that is real for me. From the unknown, all visions rise as ciphers, pale but useful clues, intimations of vastness, the ever-expanding frontiers of spatiality, expanding the mind into the unfathomable deep, from the planetary, to the solar-systemic, to spiral arm galactic, super-galactic consciousness itself. Perception itself, thus exalted by its longing, is called to infinity and eternity.

All narrow though, all narrowly mundane concerns and anxieties dissolve in unsubordinable magnitudes. But his consciousness is delivered hope, woven in the Design, for even death surely has its natural place in such wonder. And if for death there is accord, what must be the natural space and time of life? How grand, how incorruptibly marvelous And to search for this pure natural knowledge, the understanding of how to live, is my calling. It is the whole world I seek. From the beginning, a drama, all sense provided for. A character of complex origins,  a fantasy, but a persistent one.

Tri-cities Airport / 1960
I was a careful listener for the invisible sound, my ears poised to the sky, enthralled always by the gentle, comforting, consoling sound of the radial engines—the OM of the sky, and sound of aerial freedom, singing of distant worlds. The glimpse of the polished, sleek body of the noble   in the blue sky between breaking clouds was the vision of VENTURE. My child mind filled with imaginings of instrument panels and headphones. Up there, in the heaven of the heavens is the wonder, the liberation of flight. Attentive to the beacon signals and electromagnetic voices, I imagine. The sky pilot moves on his dynamic missions, at high speed, released from the mundane. 

So intense were my child visits to Tri-Cities Airport. Daddy waited in the car, reading the funnies, studying his Training Union lesson. And I went up to the control tower. Airport tranquility. Airfield. Basking in the quiet light of a Sunday afternoon. Acres of space, pure space, the space that reveals and begets the freedom of flight. Flattened and well-tended. Concrete white-light runways, light green median strips, slue sky and pure gray clouds. Always ready and waiting, a 24-hour sanctuary of aerial freedom. For coming visitors from distant places, and emissaries departing to distant worlds. The wind sock flapping with lazy breezes. Aerometer vanes spinning, keeping the pulse of the breeze.  A lazy vigil.

Daddy took me once or twice a month. He waits while I climb the stairs, adrenalin pumping, past the Weather Bureau, up the last steep flight to the heavy wooden door, standing a few second to catch my breath, I then press the buzzer, and wait. There, always startling and scaring me, the solenoid lock buzzes very loud and I pull open the door to enter the magic realm, the reality more, more real than real, more fantastic than fantasy world of the tower. 

From all my visits, I know the controllers and they know me. They know I won’t do anything taboo, but just stand around in my well-rehearsed piety of adoration, watching entranced the weather teletypes (retrieving discarded copy to take as treasure to my base at home). Listening to the radio exchanges, watching the display lights and switches, occasionally picking up the binoculars to spot an incoming place, or catch a glimpse of Daddy the car, of the mechanics in the hanger. The controllers catch girls and women. 

Here is the tension of my child mind—on a Sunday afternoon. Here is freedom. The controller-heroes were the first to convince me of the richness of profanity.  Here my mind stretched through the dials, the voices, the electro-logos, the optics, the entire communication construct, a TOWER above time, multi-level, magic communion, and deepest wishes carried aloft on the wings of my child mind, in ever nuance, every gesture, every arrival, departure, pass-over.
Here, in between morning and evening worship at Oak Grove Baptist, fused, sacred soil and airborne freedom. And I remember watching the moon from the tower, and watching the moon from the Oak Grove window. And the world worlds merged in one moon, in the majesty and mystery of deep space, the cloak of night, the light blue of daylight. The pasture and the stars, upon a midnight clear, glorious night of old.

All who fly are adventurers, observers of clouds from the upside down. 
The calling
I was going to be a preacher. That’s what I said, when I was six. My calling was happily and reverently beheld by Mother. I remember well the displeasure, the hurt, when she saw my devotions swerve toward radios, rockets, moon maps, and star charts. I know she never abandoned my six-year-old proclamation of a life to come. This was not only between Mother and me, and God. Preacher Smith and the whole congregation at Oak Grove knew I had gone to the front, in response to more than one passionate invitational occasions, to proclaim my offering of myself to Christ, in full-time Christian service and church-related vocation. Preacher Smith often used me as an example of The Chosen One. I read scripture before the church, was the first to step up the aisle and go up front when this example was (repeatedly) required from the pulpit to aide in prompting some other hesitant twelve-year-old to similar holy vows. Naturally, my piety was strongly resented by the other juniors and intermediates. So was my ability to read. Hawkins County at that time had pretty poor schools. My parents, with another family, had moved uptown to Kingsport for the specific purpose of enrolling my sisters and me in city schools. Their faith in education was second only to their religious faith. My church-mates attended a much more sluggish Liberty Hill school. I got all the adult esteem and the hatred of my peers. 
Morality—a personal view

God endowed human beings with the faculty not given to any other creature, a faculty heretofore known only to God. This endowment was freedom, the ability to choose. Morality is the medium by which God communicates the patterns of God’s own nature. Human beings have the gift of choosing freely whether or not to observe and act in accordance with these patterns. Morality cannot be explained as simply a system of laws or rules to promote harmonious living or civilization. Moral laws have an obligation only if we human beings are called to an end beyond our own selves. Morality beyond survival and self-interest cannot be explained to any acceptable extent if God is not acknowledged. There is no meaning to morality, however, if human beings are not truly free to choose a the range of options provided by God.
Theism

The belief that an all-powerful Being exists stems from the recognition of many, unexplainable facts and dimensions, and many fearful, insecure situations. Because of these facts and situations, human beings put faith in a Being that provides an easy answer and a false security. No one can show proof that such a being is the only hope for obtaining an explanation to unanswerable problems. No one can prove that certain non-physical connections exist between human beings and a divine Being who has provided aid in certain circumstances. 
Every theist, in fear and incomprehension, accepts the idea of the existence of such a Being because this brings security and explanations. Standardization of religion results when human beings, in their own searches for a god, are either indoctrinated into a religion or takes note that others have already created a structure that that provides satisfactory answers,  hope, and security. The differences among religions of the world gives evidence of the fact that religion actually is each person’s or each group’s impression of the form and nature of a god.

     …religion is but a desperate attempt to find an escape from the truly    

     dreadful situation in which we find ourselves. Here we are in this wholly 

     fantastic universe with scarcely a clue as to whether our existence has any 

     real significance. No wonder then that many people feel the need for some 

     belief that gives them a sense of security…

          —Fred Hoyle

The Nature of the Universe—Beginning and End

Human beings are limited in thinking. To human beings all things must have an origin and a conclusion. The human mind is blocked with these dimensions of a beginning and an end for all things. Anything, or any idea (for example, the Universe and its component subjects), that definitely, or apparently has always existed in some form, confounds human comprehension. 

But why must everything have a beginning and an end? This is a question that is perfectly reasonable. In it lies a possible answer to many profound questions. There are two possibilities in reference to this question:
One: The idea of a beginning and an end is a figment of the human imagination. Human beings take notice that we have only a limited period of existence on this planet in this present form. (This is foremost in our thinking, of course, since individual existence, and the existence of us all who are living, is at the nucleus of our thinking.) Second, human beings notice that all other living matter also has only a limited period of existence. And third, human beings notice that all events in our experience of the past and at the present time have beginnings and ends.  Taking these three prominent facts into consideration, human beings conclude and accept the idea that everything, real and abstract, had a beginning and will have an end. This idea is so impressed in the human mind that human beings become limited in vision and confounded and bewildered when the idea of an eternal something is considered.

Two: (This second possibility can possible be related-with and considered a continuance of the first, or it can be considered separately.) It is perfectly clear that all things, real or abstract, did not and could not have had a beginning. For example, the actual existence of the Universe. This leads to the obvious conclusion that there must be other dimensions completely unknown to human beings which would provide explanations to the unanswerable problems that are directly related to the Universe. Other dimensions may exist about which we known absolutely nothing.

     For now we see through a glass, darkly; but then face to face: now I know

     in part; but then shall I know even as also I am known.

          —1 Corinthians 13:12

THESIS / Spring 1968
     …knowledge and wisdom to live the full, examined life and to contribute to 
     the well-being of their fellowmen.
          —Northwestern University Bulletin, 1967

I have always been taught the doctrines of the Christian church, emphatically. My environment has been one of complete, literal faith in  Jesus of Nazareth as Savior of the world and the way to salvation.

Evolution of awareness has led to my doubts about theism as surely and naturally as I was led to initial belief. It is with reason and love for truth that I renounced my faith.

I, in natural, inevitable sincerity, have taken my new position, and I would remind any who criticize that they would at the same time criticize the truth and obsession for honesty.

I do not know if there is a god.
I do not know the nature of life.

I don not know why I am here—if there is a purpose to life.

I know I am here—I exist—and now.

I know there are ways in which I can obtain pleasure.

I know there are ways in which I can obtain satisfaction.

There are some who are less fortunate and who are denied the freedom to obtain happiness.

I believe I should live life to the fullest.

I believe I should, without obliterating my own life, work for the happiness of others.

To be objective—I will live for today.

     What I ask for is absurd: that life shall have a meaning.

     What I strive for is impossible: that my life shall acquire a meaning.

     I dare not believe, I do not see how I shall ever be able to believe: that  

          I am not alone.

                —Dag Hammerskjöld Markings
The only indisputable truth is that—I AM. I exist.
It is speculative to believe that I existed prior to physical birth or that I will exist beyond physical death.

It is true: life is temporal—we all must die. Every person is born to die. But is not temporality more rational than immortality?

The statement—I AM—and only that statement, may be considered true. Reality is unexplainable, and I cannot explain its infinities, complexities, or understand anything about it. My senses, including emotion

     And there is love.

     If there is no god,

     How is there love,

          Emotion.

                                  are not to be trusted. There are two alternative concerning my senses: One, my senses are incomplete and by addition of others I might obtain understanding. Two, my sense are artificial allowing the existence of an artificial reality, and do not exist. 

In both cases a divine being is not implied but is plausible.

The complication of attainment of existence is a recurring problem. Initiation and termination are both characteristic of reality and are thus inconsiderable.

I feel I have not always existed. This does not mean I have not.

I have not sound grounds to suppose I shall not cease existence. Or shall.

     Soaked, dark, woolen garments. Deprecating glances. Tired

     mouths. It is late. The business proceeds with indifference and    
     dispatch. At the polished black marble tombstone of the counter,   

     many are still waiting.
     A sexless light from white ramps is reflected in glass and enamel.

     Outside stands the darkness. The street door bangs and a wave of

     raw dampness breaks in upon the dry air, saturated with chemicals.

     “O Life, thou embracing, warm, rich, blessed word!” 

     (Ver von Herdenstam)
                —Dag Hammerskjöld Markings
Reality is unsubstantiable but recognizable in my present state of existence. All the efforts of humankind are not to the accomplishment of a single end. I am sensitive to qualities of happiness. I recognize the necessity of at least a practicable morality. And love. Love is the most desirable of all the indulgences in reality. Meanwhile these remain: faith, hope and love; and the greatest of these is love.
As I am sensitive to reality and recognize it in my present state, I feel completely free to indulge in involvement, realizing its true insignificance. 

Between the elms / Thanksgiving 1968

Blistering cold extracts its due from all exposed flesh. Through howling vengeance of an early winter, I find the Simple delight of not having anyone to tell me what to do. Not having to sneak—what an abominable word! And the fury implied in the word is explosively discharged in ecstasy simply its ceasing to be necessary. Newly discovered and still astonishing freedom! Wide-open possibility. A new world. A metropolis! A new geology of mysterious shores and peninsulas, lighthouse and observatory, flashing beacons and confident questions. And a new paradise of companionship. I can be any me I want to be! Powerfully persuasive, this new world. Still forming. Open to influence, imagination. Boys gathered in a college dorm. Some to find kinship and affection. First contact with the rarefied atmospheres of individuation. Atmospheres. Distinction. Vitality within the ever-rolling nights. Every erupting awareness is a new world beginning. Danger is succor. Muscle is potential. Penetration is all-confirming.

Golden-laced eggshells / Christmas break 1968
Time/space/history disjunctions. 
The magical lakeside world of Chicago begins to blur. 
Worlds collide in the impenetrable gray over Indiana. 
Touchdown in Cincinnati, and my life blurs terrifyingly more as I make my trek from the Delta  gate down the long, long corridor to lonely Quonset that is the Piedmont boarding area. Out of the jet and into the prop, and back into the soup. 
Descend again in Harlan—familiar Appalachian terrain as the red clay hills fold into mountains. Years seem to fall away with the steady airspeed distancing me from Chicago by decades, to a distant century, too real to be real. 
Once more up and down, over rusty barn roofs, the TVA lakes, the backroads where I drove alone so often to dream by the light of the airport’s rotating beacon. 

And I am too passionately home to be home. 

Out the aircraft door, down the extended folding staircase, across the asphalt apron, as the turbo-props scream slowly to silence. 
They wait, the two of them, alone, together, unprepared, expecting only the son who went away in September. 

The instant she recognizes me—behind long sideburns, hair longer uncut than ever before in my life, longer than anybody else on the plane, at the airport, in town, or anywhere else in these valleys—her hand reflexively raises to steady her lips. I see landslides in both their faces. Avalanche. Their eyes sting into tears of shock, tears of panic and intimate chaos, not to mention great sadness.

There’s still love, great love for me there. Hurt love. Love long secure in there heretofore understanding of the me they think I am, or at least the me till now they’ve always recognized. The only son they prayed for, received, and raised. But I’m no longer the way they’ve known me to be, or want me to be, and they can’t allows themselves to perceive the way I am. Faded jeans and high-hell boots, and a string of beads.

A tensile air hands like the golden-laced eggshell ornaments hung on the tree. Devastation! In words and unspoken, unspeakable repercussions of deep displacements, it is obvious to the three of us that what has been or appeared to be and has been or seemed so simple, familial, is now terribly and irrevocably altered.

For two hours we sit. Red Skelton clowns on the newly purchased color screen. In the joy of which purchase I will not participate, as I am torn in two by every rising thought. Every image of my childhood, old times, innocence. Only son, miraculously conceived. Inescapable images of schoolyard jungles and the basement control center, of the neighborhood village—this same block, this house. All these images are exploding. 

The Magnavox in the living room sings “What Child Is This?”

Mother and Daddy must also be suffering. Proving to me, traumatizing them: that these values, this warm family room, within which I have been safe, are no longer mine. But for them they remain. Their adult conclusions are my rejected illusions—golden-laced eggshells.

I have taken a new way, a new world, new worlds. This is exactly their fear. Now I am able to live as I choose. Just how plain is their distress. I have deceived them quite thoroughly and successfully. What I have to do is my concern, but can I ignore their sadness?

Two sense of values. I/them/ Me mine/ they-theirs. They can hardly comprehend. It isn’t easy. It isn’t easy but I live as I must, no longer confined to my trophy-case bedroom.

You will never accept my way of living now. You will never believe in me—the real me—the me I am now, the me I am free at last to be. You cannot understand my new world. You have never seen it. How can you condemn what you don’t know? You can’t see beyond what appears to them to be so weird, and I can’t explain. I can’t explain why I can’t explain. 

I may do a lot of things that you won’t ever be able to understand, that will perplex and confuse you. But if you really have confidence, you could have faith in my faith.

Judge me not! 

That’s all I ask—not to be judged.

Night-flight to Elder Hall

Head rolled against the window, looking down. Still mellow from the scotch I finessed. Glorious sunset bleeds between cracks in January cumulonimbus. Above me, sixty-degrees below zero, day fades into cobalt night, crisp and beautiful: moon and two planets triangulate.

Just behind the wing I sit, watching the seductive waters of the frozen black Lake Michigan appear out of the thick cloud ceiling, behind the edge of the ailerons. The engines wail and resonate in space-age synchromesh gradients. This great alloy beat follows the invisible commands sent from Earth. Perfect mathematical gymnastica, following the electromagnetic glide-path. On approach.

Suddenly the red-flashing beacon of the Chicago port lighthouse rolls beneath, and quietly the engines whine down. The shoreline rolls out with an explosion of light. Four-cornered peaks and canyons of steel and glass—the Loop. State Street, John Hancock Building, Playboy Building.
From this central mouth of the vast electrified man-o-war, feeding on the lake, radiant tendrils stretch to the horizons, arteries of argon, stretching south, west, and north to feed the streetlight mitochondria of the gridwork organism. 

In the northwestern sector, summoning this sleek pterano-fuselage out of the sky, are the runway strobes of O’Hare. They are the only signs in all the light that have meaning, that we must relate to, drawing us down. Ailerons raise and lower in precise, critical performance. No tolerance for error now. The person in the left seat up front seems to be doing alright piloting this crystallized mass of ideas. We descend.

Swallowed into the tissues of civilization. Horizontal plane of bank and tilt slowly merge with the terrestrial. Nose up three degrees. Glide down. Power cut. Gradients of life curve out smoothly to touchdown! Parallel lines intersect, The beast jolts with reluctance on alien solid state of matter. Engines roar in reverse, negative g-forces, thunder, rattling, as we roll out the necessary inertia. Thunder fades

Powdered snow streaks in the wind across the runway, drifting up around the cold-blue apron sentinel lights. Quickly taxiing off the runway, a successive beast roars down behind. Scores of beast move in and away from the suckling hydraulics teats of boarding ramps. And we find our place to nestle up. All power cut. The whine dies out leaving only the drone of cabin ventilation fans maintaining their shrill pitch like a never-resting autonomic nervous system.

I flow out with the human stream, over the all-weather red carpet. Flight attendant smiles, “Have a nice night.”  I catch a quick glance into the dial-studded cockpit.

“Thank you. A very nice flight.”

Into the larger human current of D-Concourse, itself a tributary of people and objects, swept down the cascades of escalators into the terminal bay, down again to baggage claim. Beside turnstile whirlpools, fur-coats, poodles, children, and bitter porters, Avis ladies in dumb hats. Pick up my fraying suitcase and grab a taxi, with a dorm-mate just landed from L.A. 
Through lanes of the gridwork at this level, to the end of this particular vein. Ejected at last, to my own surfaces, the dorm. My resources.

I trudge to a concrete cube, which has my number and is the space I now live within. Elder Hall is my home though there is no one there to greet me. 
On the second-floor,  I open the door to my gray linoleum tile floor, pastel block walls, relieved by my blue-green Madras print. My space. But it isn’t really mine. There’s nothing of mine in this mortar. It is a base of operations. A port of departure for existential reconnaissance sorties. A truly neutral staging area for my experimental theater. Test range. Coherent and controlled but unattaching, unexacting. In a grove of elms, close to the shore. Ceaseless melodies of night ever calling me out there into the storm. Emptying my bag, I plan an immediate beach pilgrimage, in the thick of the ice.

But first down to the mailbox for my Time and LIFE. Then on a hunch I try the third floor for my sometimes friend from the West Coast, and find him, that thinly bearded California messenger who smiles, “I’ve done it.”
And I answer, “I’m ready.”

Lake Michigan sunrise 

All we do, all we think, all we are is in love, of love, is love. Love’s mystery surrounds us all, trying to get in. Love’s living energy springs from a hidden source, surging to get out. To be, through us, within and without.

Praying wordlessly to the open, cobalt blue sky, sown with stars and planets, it truns ever so imperceptibly out of the gray of night into the multi-hues of morning. Pink and yellow join and grow into a golden throne, as we worship and bow to the rise of the Holy Unbearable Orb.
2010 Sherman Avenue

     Someone stood at a window & cried
     One tear I thought that should stop a war

         —Jefferson Airplane  

Jets of compressed air blast apart the El-train doors before my face, and I rush out onto the platform, into the 19th-century CTA visions of paradise in iron lace. I run down the single flight of a hundred steps onto Foster Street, past the Great Expectations bookstore, the Laundromat, the SPOT pizzeria, the ancient facades of beefsteak-red-brick and yellow-brick bungalos. I turn onto the black cinder-sharp alley, beneath the giant black skeletal elms, following the familiar staircase which leads up the side of a fat, squatting pink (because it was surely the cheapest discount color that day) off campus slum housing. 

Wooden steps crackle underfoot beneath never-shoveled sheaths of ice. On the back porch are still stacked the gallon cider-jugs, beer cans, wine bottles. Beside the door is a grove of walking sticks harvested on countless lakeside pilgrimages.

Home again, to join the old family. Sounds like a whole lotta shakin goin on inside, so I grab the knob, and as ever, the door gives in easily, defying its very purposes by its lack of density. And there before me stands Moss, with his full-moon face, smiling, “Everybody’s really together—come on in.”

I step off the ice onto the spongy leather-hide of a long transmogrified carpet. We embrace, as he says, “They were going to tear this place down, you know.”

Everybody’s sitting around, stoned out, eating lasagna, listening to Buffalo Springfield. At the other end of the room, the kitchen end—Domain of the Roaches (actual insects)—the sink is heaped to overflowing with Twinkies.

I take off my parka, shake the snow off my cuffs and take off my shoes to join in the communal womb. Like always, the chemistry begins to simmer up with the settling of the ice crystals. Warm and transcendental, I can feel the psychic magma flowing. The other side of midnight is our marooned-in-exile-oasis from the bitter wings of Chicago winter and city streets of dirty snow.

Mattresses lay on the floor around the candle-flames. In the high-flying laughter of communal immateriality, legs stretch out to touch toes. Tropical baths. Skin is already molten. Well-ready we are and well-procured for an alright Saturday night. The Tab is the sacrament-seed of transmutation, the way out of the chaos into the chiasmata,  to try for some altered sense and sensibility within and beyond it all—probing the extent of our constellation of adolescent energies, seeking the limits of personal space, finding all the rules of communication that can be broken with the use of almond oil.

We always cut the cake in big pieces. The whole thing is sharing your stash. Come on in, man. There’s nothing more important than feeling good together, sharin’ a little LOVE. It don’t make any difference whether you’ve got to twist into some crazy shape in your day job. The important thing is to sit down here, for a few minutes, get real high, and put on a little real good music. Then you and I can go our separate ways. The little that is mine is all and gladly given.But you’re always welcome to come by, pull your shoes off, grab a space on the floor, lay right back now and get off on this! Just listen to THIS!

All out. No holds barred. No bars. Cosmological impresarios. Dionysus hailed in that most illusive, irresistible divinity of the flesh, of the music. No more questions. Absolute trust of the Moment. Total giving and total receiving. Deep in the resonances, no questions, only certainties. Black light warms our retinas, warms our psyches. All sensations are integrated in synaesthetic states of intimacy, deep in the intersubjectivity, deep in taboo. Our mutual projections dissolve in the hallucinogenic heat and the all-pervasive rhythms and melodies to form a communal majesty of trans-intellectual, trans-analytical enchantment—IMMEDIACY without doubts or even questions.

Individual projections cluster on these intimately co-experienced images. Various individual hopes, formless hopes of deep psychic origin, take their places among unified and unifying images in non-spatial and non-temporal acoustics. We become one personality, sharing the same, identical adimensionality. EXPERIENCE IS THE COSMIC MUSIC of the not-of-this-worldly powers that strike the gong of the Earth and summon otherworldly affections in continuous jam of cascading carnal resonances.

Everyone is loose and co-habitant. Nobody is looking up and nobody is looking down. There is no up and no down to look from or to. Linking head to head, body to body, over and under. This is the cosmic superjoyscout jamboree in the living flesh. The alchemy of electronic fire. Real hot. Ricochets of lightning. Hot and sweaty. All the sound comes out right. All the sound comes, disembodied and embodied, yang and yin. Every tone, every beat to the rhythm, every melodic crescendo, every flaming-eagle-plunge is just exactly the vibration everyone wants, passionately wants, lives for and dies for. Non-representational forms. True believers, believing, really believing. Free and strong. 

The sonic barrage reduces us all to a common pile of dancing neutron dust. Radical empiricists. Reality prospectors. Raw energy is consumed, soaked out of our bones. We’re all drenched. EROS. It all flies; it all flies together. Muscle is potential; penetration is all-confirming. I can feel the sweat on somebody’s ass. In discharging static rainbows, electron anxiety ceases. Magic molecules match and explode in supernal blues patterns. Flares and comets ignite the Technicolor cloud-covered East outside our window frame. And without fear comes mindlessness and more music and early morning smiles. Love hope happiness…

Each gesture, known and hidden is sent out searching for a lover, so adored and beautiful in prospects not denied to come as freedom comes. A thousand faces in one. Release us! All intentions, all motions merge in concentric diffractions. Inside seeking further within, reaching out seeking limits to find and break..

Warm curls of sweet smoke rise in tantalizing tapestries above the tribal flames. Taking a wide deep and high, long succulent superhit of moist black Turkish hash permeates our lungs, bringing bittersweet, biting magic, soothing and sustaining our flashing cerebral nodes. Burnt elixir of desert palms, to ease the glide path. Zoroastrian images of spirit-flames arise. While the darkness returns calling again for Druid rituals and for mutual care and grooming. 

Ours is an uncharted, charterless flight to nowhere doing nothing. But all of us together in this medium of unquestioning brightness set against the otherwise hopeless night of our souls. A convergence, an emergence, a momentary insight shared, that some sight might be shared, that there are sights that exist to be shared. Our matches are struck in boundless cold and nothingness.

Up all night and time to get up to go out to the lake in zodiacal light.

Wow man, I can’t get up—I don’t think I can get up.

Out of the swim. Dressed for the lake like school-kids huddling together to raise the sun over the eastern rim. Perpendiculars against the wind.

MASS MEDIA & SOCIETY 101
Perception is prior to logic. The convergence of perception is ultimate communication. The sharing of primary perceptions leads to communication of signals and significations of universal consciousness beyond rational-egoism.

In altered states of consciousness, synaesthetic states may emerge without boundaries of self/other, inner/outer, near/far, past/present/future. The message becomes our flesh. 

Emerging forces of economics, transportation, media, and education are subverting the historical bases of ego-identity. 

The generations of the last quarter of the 20th century are witnessing changes in human spirit without precedent in history. If truly perceived, the magnitudes of world crisis in which we find ourselves are incomprehensible—and unbearable—without the possibilities of spiritual transformation. Psychological, social, political, and economic changes will emerge from this transformation like tornadoes in the wake of a hurricane.
Emerging Whole Definition
Only the hand that erases can write the true thing.

     —Meister Eckhart

This is an observation of time and change, with an intimate awareness that these are times of profound transformation of consciousness. 

Increasingly, on a global scale, individuals are arriving at the consciousness of a choice of identity beyond the annihilating edge of rationalism. 

To deny the larger Mystery, beyond rationalism, is to lose touch with the infinite origin of all our births and the infinite destiny of all our deaths. 

Integral consciousness is the revelation of Divine Love in all Creation.

Orders of Experience

All rational acts are judgments. All acts executed in the rational attitude are bound up in rationality and rational levels of awareness. They are assertions of affirmation or negation, the enumeration and distinction of degrees on the linear continuum of this bipolarity. The values of rational consciousness require a negation for each assertion, a good and a bad, arranged hierarchically. There is A and not-A, anti-A, and super-A. For every inferior there is a superior. The basis of rational identity is self-reliance.

The complexities and magnitudes of crisis in which humankind now find ourselves indicate nothing less than global, spiritual transformation. All of reality gives witness to integral consciousness. To consider the parts and ignore the whole is an incomplete awareness.

To rise above the levels of rationality is to surpass the functional thresholds of ego-consciousness. To be aware of the immediate communion of the all in All is to experience the unlimited and infinite force intrinsic to consciousness and the origin of Creation. This experience is not the experience of a signal. Pure awareness—integral insight—is given toward all unto All. It does not assert of deny but is of the nature of no-thing. Only through supra-rational consciousness can there be awareness within life of the infinite of being. Integral awareness is the convergence of our origin and the intrinsic forces of the future emerging now in tidal waves of change within consciousness—individual consciousness—on a universal scale. 

Those individuals who experience integral consciousness are now arriving to discoveries of vast, new dimensions of self-awareness and awareness of others—integral awareness. Within the transformation are the dynamics of Desire—the freedom to love and to be loved. Love of life, love of others, sexual love. Integral awareness is integral sensuality. The ancient cultural chains of denial are breaking. Awareness is sensation. Sensuality is the Body. The Body is the temple. Being is Love.

To find our true human nature—the pristine awareness that is our actual identity—is to experience No-thingness. Nothingness is the opening to the splendor and beauty of the All that is becoming in all.

Perfect music

The end of philosophy is

Silence

Is the beginning of music
Ashtray
The ashtray smolders in the middle of the floor. 
We share the wake.

My magnetic fingertips still sparkle with anticipation. 

If you could take my hand again, trusting.

We avoid each other’s eyes.
Double-bind, double-blind! 

Did we ever really know what we tried so hard to hold?

Is there any way for us to discover that freedom again?

Is it me, or is it madness? 

Idyllic images. Appropriations. Presumptions.

Every glance is a rejection, ripping out the fibers of my tenderly fraying consciousness.

Broken chords.

All intentions are suspect. 

Each must die alone. 

Pain is my shroud. 

I am an illusion. 

