Almost Halfway

Entering my mid 40's, I hope that I am almost halfway through my life.  If I am lucky, I will live to be ninety to 100 years old, and have the energy, mobility and health to enjoy it. I think of my second cousin, Iris, at 89, who travels, paints, reads voraciously and is a joy to talk to and be with.  She is my mentor on aging. 

I consider this moment a pause in my life.  A pause to reflect on the past 45 years, at least the parts I remember.  And, to figure out how to enter the next phase of my life with more consciousness, awareness and mindfulness.  I want to savor every moment, dig deep into my unrequited passions, yet unmanifested, and rejuvenate this tired body to last the second half of my life with vibrant energy.

I feel that part of this process is to take a life review, to remember where I came from, and share what I have learned.  I want to provide this for my children.  My own words about my life, written for them to carry through their lives, along with the wonderful memories we are forming together each day.  How much I would love to have had a record of the memories, thoughts and dreams of family members long gone.  I tried to get a few stories out of my Mom and Dad in their later days, but it seemed somewhat unimportant to them, and their memories were not as vivid. For previous generations, living was mostly enough, remembering was not as important, and sometimes undesirable.  So much was unclaimed in their past, in the family history, shrouded in shame, even minor events and indiscretions.

Over the past few years, since having children, I have been thinking about what it means to pass on a family legacy.  We all do it unconsciously. But, what if we put more consciousness into it and actively work on developing the family legacy we hope will be passed on to our children. Carried on in thought, feeling and action.  Carried on in relationships, perceptions and lifestyles. 

I realize that only so much will go forward, to be integrated into the individual personalities and life experiences of my dear children.  I can only hope their path will be a good one, full of fulfillment.  But, I also hope they will reach for evolving their consciousness, their awareness and thus, their life experiences.  This will guarantee they will encounter change, and evolution will be as dear to them as it is to me.  Evolving through life can involve many difficult situations to cleanse us of karma.  In our culture, it usually means going through crises to realize how much we need spiritual growth.  But times are changing, and we are seeing more people consciously choosing enlightenment without the gut-wrenching drama and pain.  I can only pray they will not have extreme pain, but we can not protect our children against the path they are meant to take.  We can only provide the support and guidance that is within our realm of influence.

Part of evolution is also honoring all that you are, all that has happened in the past, and embracing it to transcend to a new place along your path. That is what I hope to do in this journey.  Finding hidden treasure in my past, and mining for disowned rocks.  Remembering the characters and stories of those I knew, those that have died, and those that I learned about second-hand.  

I hope to trace the evolution of my own consciousness, my own creativity, and my never-ending seeking for Spirit, for truth, beauty and knowledge.  The search that has primarily driven me further inward and forward.  The unfolding of the human spirit, never giving up the search for higher truths, just taking the occasional detours, rests, and seemingly endless unexpected turns.

This is also an amazing love story, love that prevails through it all, and arrives stronger than could have been imagined.  Love between me and my husband, and with our dear children, the constellation of the four of us shining strong as we travel through the dangerous asteroid belts of outer space.  How we create, value, and grow our peace, joy and love through the days and years of our lives, and adjust to the changing landscape.

These are the themes in my life that return with increasing intensity – how do we all cope with change in a healthy evolutionary sense?  How do we understand and live in healthy creativity?  How do we become ever-increasingly able to embrace more and more of reality – including the darkness of the world?  And grow in equanimity? How do we fearlessly engage the world to live out our passions and pursuits for the good of humanity?  Connect with others on the same path, and with those that are now.  And, how do we pass these abilities, perceptions, and consciousness on to our kids? 

Earliest Memories

One of my earliest memories is standing on my Mother's bed, with the purple bedspread and the arched brown painted metal headboard with metal bars that looked like a prison cell.  I was pushing myself into the far corner, where the bed was wedged against two walls.  My mother was helping me get dressed for Kindergarten, and I was running as far away as possible so I would not have to put on an undershirt.  Those ugly white things seemed like an indignity.  I remember her impatiently calling me to “get over here and get dressed!”  I remember the same kind of refusal when I didn't like the winter boots she bought for me several years later.  Typical kid stuff, but I think these types of interactions became the form of my relationship with my mother, and the theme of my life.  It is the theme of my long-term desire to find my own path, and to not conform to what others want me to do.  But, unlike the kids who have an assertive personality, I was more quiet, introverted and thoughtful, asserting myself only when necessary.  High sensitivity was the theme of my life, and acting out was only done when I had had enough, and more often when I reach my teen years and twenties.

Other memories of my childhood are consumed with time outside in my yard, the alleyways, walking around town to the park and the pool.  Exploration of my world alone, with my best friend, and with the neighbors.  I grew up in a very small town of about a thousand people in the center of Iowa.  It was a farming community, but I was a town kid.  There were several smaller towns in a constellation around Jewell.  We were the larger center, beat out only by Webster City, the county seat to the North, and the really big city of Ames to the south.

So much about the town of Jewell was small-town idyllic.  All the streets were on a grid, there was one main street that went through various stages of health through the years, but lucky enough to survive.  There was a railroad that went through town next to the grain elevator (co-op) where all the farmers brought in their harvest of soybeans and corn.  The houses were mainly from the early twentieth century, in the center of town, as many small towns in Iowa were inhabited.  Our house was on the corner of King and Decker, I never knew the exact address as long as I lived there.  We went to the post office to get our mail everyday.  We used a post office box as our address, and usually that was not needed.  You could address any mail to residents of Jewell with just their names and the town, and they would get it.  Our house was built around 1917 and was a large square two-story with the traditional cellar.  An attached double garage with a rumpus room above, was built onto the house sometime in the 1950's for the teenage daughters of the Heisies (get the spelling).  You see, we lived in the old Heisie house.  Often, a house was identified by long-term residents by the original owners who owned the house for decades.  My family bought it in the 1960's, and stayed almost 20 years.  Today, our same neighbors still live next door, Rose, the mother, is the only one that still resides there.  I'm sure she probably still refers to that house as the old Stalker house.

