Dream weirdness

I just woke of from a very strange dream. At first I was
playing in a High School baseball game, but that soon turned
into a ballgame with current friends and a few big league
stars (and a couple of those are no longer with us). Then I'm
in a play trying to discuss some deep philosophical point with
Susanne Pleshett, she eventually morphed into many different
people and I was still trying to discuss the same point.

I'm not sure what the original point was, but it was a
discussion of what is good, and what is bad. And then when or
how to make bad things worse, bad things better, good things
better and good things worse. All very confusing, especially
when it ended, I was trying to discuss this with my oldest
daughter, while making a big ball of rope, just before a big
family dinner at my parents’ house. Wonder what Freud would
say about that dream... []

Anyway, I woke up contemplating the Good/Bad discussion. My
fuzzy 2 am brain just isn’t wrapping around the dream
discussion at this time (It was very deep [J ) Maybe by putting
these words down, I can remember the finer points to what was
being discussed. Or, I will find out that it was only deep in
the dream.. []

Oh well, I'm going to think more on this latter, I need to
sleep and I think I got out what was needed. Of course, I
think I will need to re-read “When bad things happen to Good
people”, or some other book of the same genre...
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Philosophy 101

Back in the day, when I let myself go, I would talk about
different philosophies. It was an interest of mine that I had
a yearning to discover. I have since dropped the formal
training from my current recallable knowledge base. (it has
been too many years since I've read or discussed anything
about formal Philosophies.) So if you are expecting me to name
drop some famous philosophers you will be disappointed.

I am now more interested in the interactions between people.
What makes friendships. How can we remain friends with someone
we rarely see or communicate with. What is trust? Why do
people behave differently in a group. What masks do we weave
for others to see. And of course, how does this all interact
with the new electronic neighborhood.

I've always been a people watcher. I do tend to notice the
background or driving force behind the hustle and bustle of
daily life. I notice when people are having a bad day,
sometimes, to my embarrassment, before they realize
themselves. I notice when people aren’t getting along. I see
when people really like each other. I usually can tell that
people are putting on a mask to hide their true feelings, and
at times I can see the truth behind the mask. I find that
interesting.

I also see the way people are on-line compared to how they are
in real life. Some people really hide behind the machine.
Others, thinking they are anonymous in their computer lives.
They hope their employer never finds out about their on line
activities. Again, I find it interesting.

We are social beings, constantly (almost) looking for
acceptance in our little parts of the world. Not finding that
acceptance can cause pain or sorrow. Finding too much can give
inflated feelings of self-worth. We need to look elsewhere for
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our worth. Find it, hold on to it and live it. Everything else
is then just gravy on the meal. Nice to have, but the base can
stand on its own.

Rocks and other things...

My oldest daughter almost stole my next blog post right out
from underneath me. []

In the past, I’'ve been told the story about rocks and other
things many times. Most of the time it is almost exactly the
same. The situation changes a bit, but the story and the
message behind it stays roughly the same. One story really got
me thinking and it had an extra twist.

I'll give a rough outline with my own little twist..

A master had three large piles of Stones, pebbles and sand
behind him. He went to the pile of stones and filled is bucket
with them. He asked is the bucket full? ALl of his students
responded yes.

He then proceeded to add pebbles to the bucket, shaking them
down until he could fit no more. Again he asked if the bucket
was full. One brave student muttered probably not, or you
would not have asked us the second time.

The master was pleased and then added sand to the bucket until
it filled each crevice. He asked is the bucket full? All of
his students said no.

“Very good!” the master replied, “You are learning.” He then
added water until it almost reached the top. A student saw
this, and said “The bucket is not yet full master.” At that
point the master took his teapot and filled the bucket the
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rest of the way.

“What do you learn from this?” the master queried. One student
responded, “No matter how full your life is, there is always
room for more.”

The master said to this, “Not quite, the message is that if
you don’t fill in the big rocks first, you will never get them
in. So decide, what are your big rocks in life. Do those
first. The little stuff will find its own path.”

“But why did you not fill the bucket with the water master?” a
student finally asked.

To this the master replied, “No matter how busy you get,
always leave room for a cup of tea with one you love.”

And that my friends is my story of the rocks, stones and
sand....



