Forward

Two years ago my beloved Black Labrador, Blackberry, died at age sixteen. To say we got along well was an understatement. Every day, despite rain, Santa Ana winds, or heat, we both walked through our local park. Even when Blackberry became arthritic and had to rest every couple of feet, she eagerly awaited our ritual walk. One night she didn’t want to go, and I knew her end was near. After she died, I still got up to walk her out of habit for about three weeks. I realized that Blackberry and I were suited perfectly to one another. She was not a particularly active dog nor was I a particularly active human.  She was low-key and friendly, as I like to think of myself. She kept herself fairly clean; I do too. 

At the local animal shelter, I had an opportunity to get another dog. His name was Stout. He ran around the exercise area at about twenty-miles-an-hour, was a muscular, big Boxer-Great Dane combination. Though I only drive in my car at twenty-miles-an-hour and only the most imaginative person would describe me as muscular, I took Stout home. Stout fit horribly into my lifestyle. Coming home after work the first full day I had him, I sat down to relax and read. Stout ran around in circles, chased cats, and broke a very strong leash with which I tried to restrain him. He was SO active and seemed to need exercise at all times. He was also quite aggressive, especially with my cats.  I was forced to return him to the shelter after two days because he didn’t fit my lifestyle or my modest-sized yard. 

A year later, I found an English Mastiff who turned out to be a perfect fit for my home and family. Her name is Meisje. She is a couch potato and lies around a lot. She chews on stuffed animals, but not enough to tear them apart. I lie around a lot, though I don’t chew stuffed animals regularly. I found a match for my personality in Meisje and I realized how finding a career is a lot like finding the breed of dog or type of pet that matches your particular lifestyle. Not all pets or careers are good fits.

Your personality, your values, your interests, your skills, your daily habits must mesh with the pet with whom you choose to share your life. Some pets fit smoothly, some create conflicts. The same holds true with careers. You must choose a career that works with the whole of who you are. You need to know what holds your attention, what energizes you, and what career you can take on walks. Of course, you don’t need to select a pet. You’re free to avoid the responsibilities that owning a pet entails; however, you have no choices about careers. You must choose to do something in life, whether to be a writer, a plumber, a statistician, or a health care worker. We can choose the career that suits us and that fits us the best. You need to know about yourself and about the career, in the same way you need to know about your preferences and about the characteristics of a breed when selecting a dog. Not all careers will fit easily in your back yard. And while dogs that do not work out can be returned, careers aren’t quite as convenient. You need to invest time in training for various careers, and once that’s done, it’s hard to return for more training in an entirely new field of work. 

Learn, then, to know how to know yourself. That’s the most important part of this workbook. Learn next about careers to understand whether they are good fits with how you see yourself. Some people are comfortable with Mastiffs and some are comfortable with Miniatures. Choose a career that fits in your own backyard and that you can walk easily.


When planning a career, you should ask yourself these basic questions:

1. What type of life do I want?

2. Will work be the primary focus of my life?

3. What do I value in life and will my career help me achieve these values?

4. Will my career offer me other options if I choose to modify or change my

direction in life?

5.and most important! Ask yourself: With whom do I want the work, Where do I want to work, What activities do I want to do there, and what Gifts will I bring to this environment?
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Excellence and What It Has to Do With

Career Choice

Being excellent is a habit. Sometimes we associate excellence with people who win Nobel Peace Prizes and gold medals at the Olympics. Nothing can be further from the truth. In the Middle Ages, monks in monasteries lived a simple life, sharing chores from copying manuscripts to cleaning out the cow stalls. Both tasks were considered honorable and worthy of doing as well as possible. As a result, monks created great works of art in the form of illuminated manuscripts that have survived to this day. In contrast, the work of the monks assigned to clean up after cattle did not last because cattle keep producing manure. Yet these monks worked at being le creme de le creme of stable cleaners. They consciously elevated even their simplest tasks as being worthy of their finest efforts. In this way, striving for excellence became a daily habit.

The following lines come from a speech given by Margaret Gratton, President of Orange Coast College, to celebrate the Faculty Member of the Year, 1997. After reading it, ask yourself whether you've allowed yourself to be your very best today. If you find your passion, the activities that make your energy levels rise, and set out to be excellent in those activities, your career choices will be successful. You can be extraordinary.

"Thoughts on Excellence"

Every morning each of us gets up. We put on our shoes one at a time, we get in our cars, and we come here to work -- to this special place called Orange Coast College. And sometimes at the end of the day, we might ask ourselves, "Well, what was that all about? Because many days are so jam-packed, so frenetic, or maybe even so frustrating or routine that we lose our sense of purpose. Today's event is enormously important in the life of Orange Coast College -- in our lives together. Today's event is to honor excellence and outstanding achievement. It is important because we are "on purpose" carving out time to reflect on and to honor why we come to this campus each day, why we do the work we do, and to remind ourselves how we want that work to be. Today we remember that we want our work to be excellent, and today's event is important because it is about excellence.

We hear the word "excellence" often. We use it often at Orange Coast College, because it is the hallmark of our heritage; it is a core value that we hold dear; it is our legacy to all the students whose precious lives we touch each day. And, something we don't think about as often, excellence is our legacy to each other as we work together.

As part of our ceremonies today, I want to say a few things about the nature of excellence - to bring the spotlight on to this beautiful word - give it a fuller meaning. This will help us focus on why we are honoring certain colleagues today.

First and foremost, excellence always is born out of generosity of spirit. There is no excellence born out of a petty heart. In every excellent performance, act, achievement- in all excellent work and relationships, there is a giving of self as gift and as instrument; there is insatiable love of the work, the discipline, and the results. Excellence is akin to being deeply in love.

Secondly, excellence invariably is born out of discipline. Often when we see a superb result, we say "how graceful," "how wonderful," "how great," "it looks so easy." We might even say, "I could do that," and we don't see the tough underpinnings, the training, the preparation, long hours, and the tedium of repetition of certain essential tasks or processes. We don't see the failure, the anxiety of risk; we don't see the pain, the constant exertion of self-control. There is a saying, "Eighty percent of success is showing up." Excellence must be the other 20 percent. Excellence is not luck. It is sweat and rigor and intelligent purposefulness. Excellence is not 20 percent; it is 150 percent.

Third, excellence is about choice making. Every moment of every day we are in a decision-making process, and whatever we are today is the sum total of our lifetime of choices. Excellence is not luck. Excellence is a choice-a deeply personal one and working and relating and then fully, unfailingly acting upon those values.

And lastly, professional excellence is solidly rooted in "vocation." Literally "vocation" means a calling -- a life calling fired by a voice within which drives us to love lavishly our work, to pour out our spirit, to embrace the tough discipline, and make the daily choices that result in that state we call excellence.

As we head towards the 50th anniversary of Orange Coast College, we say, "the excellence continues." It is our legacy. It is part of all of us. And today we honor some of our colleagues for exceptional excellence.


"TO THE CLASS OF 93: WHY AMERICA NEEDS COWBOYS"

by Ben Stein

I have always wanted to give a high school graduation speech. That sounds like a strange ambition, but I can tell you where it comes from.

In June of 1962, I sat in the bleachers at my high school in Spring, Maryland, and listened to a speech so boring that I cannot remember one word of it. I can't even remember who the speaker was. I always thought that if I gave the graduation speech, I could do it better, and then all those cheerleaders who wouldn't give me the time of day might give me some respect.

So I always hoped that I would be called back to Silver Spring to address the graduating class of my high school.

And I always thought I would be. After that, I went to an Ivy League college and a fancy law school, and who else would they want to tell the kiddies what they needed to know?

But they never did ask me. They did ask someone I knew, though. When I was growing up, I lived next door to a boy my age who could barely pass in high school. He smoked and he drank and he stayed out late and he talked back to his teachers and he generally was the kind of kid I was supposed to stay away from. That kid, everyone said, was a sure loser. He was lucky at cards, but so what?

His name was Carl, and two years ago, he was invited to address the graduating class of my high school and receive an award of some kind. I never heard a word from my high school. I still haven't.

Well, how did it happen? It happened because Carl became the most famous reporter in the country, wrote two best-selling books, and was given credit for breaking a great deal of Watergate. He did all the groundwork for that while I was at the fancy law school thinking about how great I was.

It started me thinking about how people get the things they want out of life and why I was not getting mine. I looked carefully, very carefully, at the people I knew who were successful, who got what they wanted in life. I tried to make a list of the things in my life that were wrong and the things in successful people's lives that were right.

Then I tried doing what the successful people did for a while instead of what I usually did. It worked so well I could hardly believe it. And I suddenly thought, how come no one ever told me this stuff before? How come while I was getting all those A's, I never learned which end was up? How come that jerk who spoke to me at my high school graduation didn't say a word about it?

Well, now I am going to tell you what I wish I had been told at my high school graduation. I call it Bunkhouse Logic and it isn't fancy but it works. There are 10 rules for getting what you want in life.

Rule #1: Decide what you want. Don't let your mother or your best friend or your shop teacher tell you what you are supposed to want. Don't assume that life will somehow magically show you a vision of what you want. It won't. You have to think, "What would I want to be, what would I want to have, if I could have anything in the world? Because you can.

Don't waste your time thinking about what you have to settle for, or what you can get by with. Think of your deepest wish, your deepest imaging of what you have always wanted, and that's it. That's how you decide what you want. If you want to be a professional football player, that's it - - not to watch professional football players.

Rule #2-: Ask for what you want. No one else on this earth will give you what you want unless you ask for it. Not your daddy, not your girlfriend, not your boss, not your teacher. No one.

I always wanted to be a writer, but I let myself be talked into being a lawyer. I thought some day a mysterious power would appear and take me out of my musty legal office and into the sunlit world of writers.

What a fool I was. The only mysterious power that will do it, for me or for anyone, is little me or little anyone. The world is full of secretaries dying to be actresses, and salespeople dying to be captains of industry. They are waiting for someone to give it to them. Forget it. It just is not going to happen. If you want it, you have to ask for it.

Rule #3: Don't ask for what you don't want. This is crucial. Half of all the unhappiness and frustration in a human being's life comes from pure wasted time. We ask for the wrong jobs or the wrong girlfriends or the wrong house, and of course, we are miserable with what we get. Well, of course we are. We asked for just what we didn't want, so how could we possibly be happy with it? How can a person who wants to be a farmer possibly be happy as an accountant? How can a person who wants to be an accountant possibly be happy as a farmer?

No way. It can't happen. If you remember this, you will avoid that tragic and horrible thing we call wasted time.

Rule #4, and this is the most important rule of all: You can't win if you're not at the table. If you want to win at Blackjack or Craps, there's no way on earth you can do it unless you're at the Blackjack or Craps tables. You can be the best Blackjack player in the whole world, but if you're not at the table, you are not going to win one dime.

It applies to absolutely everything in life. For years, a friend of mine wanted to be a rock singer. She worked for the American Express Company in lower Manhattan - - as a secretary, not as a rock singer. She dreamed about singing. She told everyone she knew that she wanted to be a singer.

It didn't do a bit of good. There was no way she could become a singer except by stepping up to the table and trying her luck. Now that meant that she had to go out and sing. She had to go to some dingy club in Greenwich Village and sing in front of a group of stoned-out dopers who couldn't care less if she were dead or alive. But she did it and now she is half of a group called Heart.

If you want to be cowboys or stock brokers or clothes designers, you have to go out there and ride herd or sell stock or design dresses. If you want to go out with that fabulous blonde, you have to ask her. If you want to find yourself alone with the guy who sits in front of you in history, you have to do it.

No amount of sitting around and moping will get anything done at all. No amount of wishing will get it done. You have to do it, to take a chance, to throw down your money or your time or your self-respect on that table and see how the dice come up. There is no winning without gambling.

Rule #5 also vital: Once you know what you want, think only about how to get it. Not about why you don't get it. This is slightly more complicated, but well within your grasp. Once you have decided you want to be Chair of the Board of Consolidated Coal Company, do not waste one second thinking about how you haven't got the right connections or you're too young or you have dirt under your fingernails.

Don't waste one bead of sweat explaining to yourself why it can't be done. Because it can be done, and you can do it. But only if you concentrate on getting it done, and not on setting up mental obstacles. Every moment you spend planning on how to get what you want is worthwhile. Every moment you spend discouraging yourself is unnecessary. The human animal can get itself up to do amazing things, and it can also let itself be brainwashed into failure and passivity.

The minds of men and women can construct great art and enormous railroads, or it can rusticate in doom and gloom. You can choose which it will be. You must choose which it will be. If you choose success, if you choose to get: what you want, you can only do it if you concentrate on how to get what you want, without wasting a

moment's thought on the possibility of failure.

When you want to get to the top of the mountain, concentrate on

taking each step, not on how far away the peak is. That's how you get to the top.

Rule #6 just as vital as all the other rules: Notice what is not what should be. I have a friend named Marvin. Marvin spends all his time explaining how the reason he's a bum is that the world is unfair; the world cheats him; the world is not a fit place to live. That's perfect - - for failures and losers.

Yes, the world is crooked and stacked against you. Yes, people are dishonest and bad. Yes, and that's your starting point. Now pay attention to the world as it really is if you want to get anywhere.

No one, not anyone, gets anywhere whimpering about how things should be. You get somewhere by taking the world on its own terms and setting out with your eyes open to what really is.

If people trick you and thwart you at every turn - - and I assure you, they will - - that is part of the territory you play on. There is very little you can do about it except to realize what's going on and adjust yourself accordingly.

Norman Lear, the man I work for, is one of the most moral people I have ever known. He has a code of behavior that would do justice to St. Francis. But when someone acts like a skunk, Norman recognizes it and deals with it. He does not go back to his room and cry. That's one of the reasons he's where he is, and my old pal, Marvin, is back in his room whining.

Let me tell you something important about these rules. They do not confer eternal bliss. They do not bring you rest from painful itching. They do not make you into the living Buddha. They do not offer remission from metabolic diseases. They do not make you live forever.

They do offer you the chance to get what you have always wanted from life - - whatever that is - - and to have a life so fine that you don't need to live forever.

Back to the rules. Here's one you probably already know. Rule #7: Stay away from unlucky people. If you know someone who's always falling down or losing his job or getting expelled or picking his nose in public, stay away. I don't know why, exactly, but bad luck is catching. Let unlucky people stay with each other.

Rule #8, something you also probably know: Nothing happens by itself.

If you are waiting for that divine talent scout to come down and tell you that you will star opposite Jack Nicholson in his next picture, forget it. You'll be waiting forever. The world is a very slow-moving and lazy place, full of lazy people.

To get absolutely anything to happen, you have to make it happen. Nobody, nowhere, ever has goodies showered upon him from heaven, like manna upon Moses. It happened 4,000 years ago, and that was the last time.

If you want that job, go in for an interview. If you want that guy or gal, go talk to him or her. If your check is late, call up and scream about it.

To expect things to happen by themselves is exactly the same thing as expecting a car with a broken piston to heal itself. It just isn't going to happen.

Rule #9: There is no such thing as random chance. When someone gets what s/he wants, there may be some luck involved. There usually is. But it is not blind chance. That guy whose first album went double platinum cut the album in the first place. The woman who got the scholarship that you wanted did something right to get it. It did not happen by itself. Do not: count upon chance to bail you out or to wreck you. It can do either, but never by itself. If you never treat anything as a matter of chance, if you prepare for everything as if there were no such thing as chance, you'll be on your way.

The final rule I will only tell you. I will not explain it because the very essence of the rule is that its meaning is unique to everyone. Make time your ally. Take it to heart. Make time your ally.

Now why on earth do I call this Bunkhouse Logic? The bunkhouse refers to the place where cowboys live. Cowboys are the essential symbol of what is great about America. They rode around all day on their horses, without any limitation on what they could do, or where they could go. They lived without restraints on their imaginations, or their accomplishments. They lived in an America that valued getting things done, building, creating, molding a refuge for all the oppressed of the earth, an America where the freedom of the individual included the freedom to take whatever a man or woman could by fair means and the sweat of his or her brow, and make a refuge for him/herself and family. In today's America, where too many people whine and whimper that we are growing too fast, putting up too many buildings, drowning too many garden snails, where we value the whimperer and the snob instead of the human being who gets things done.  We need to go back to the philosophy of the cowboys. We need to get back their confidence, their optimism, their inner mobility.

Remember, for the man or woman who takes what he or she wants, there is only one danger. Not thinking big enough.



[image: image2.wmf]
What I Know for Sure

By

Oprah Winfrey

“If you don’t know what your passion is, realize that one reason for your

existence on earth is to find it.”

Everyone has the power for greatness - - not for fame but greatness, because greatness is determined by service.” Even before I first heard my all-time favorite quate from Dr. Martin Luther King Jr., I knew in my heart that the message was true. As far back as I can recall, my prayer has been the same: “Use me, God. Show me how to take who I am, who I want to be, adn what I can do, and use it for a purpose greater than myself.”

All of us need a vision for our lives and even as we sork to achieve the vision, we must surrender it to the power that is greater than we know. It’s one of the defining principles of my life that I love to share: God can dream a bigger dream for you than you could ever dream for yourself. Before I understood that I used to dream that I had a salary to match my age - - at 22, when I was earning $22,000 a year, I remember thinking that if I could just keep it up, I’d be making $40,000 by age 40. But the universe had a bigger dream for me, as it does for everyone reading these words. Success comes when you surrender to that dream - - and let it lead you to the next best place.

What I know for sure is that if you want to have success, you can’t make success your goal. As my friend, Wintley Phipps, the gospel singer and minister, once told me, the key is not to worry about being successful but to work instead towards being significant - - and the success will naturally follow. How can you serve your way to greatness? When you shift your focus from success to service, your work as a teacher, clerk, doctor, or dot-comer will instantly have more meaning.

We live in a world that confuses financial security with success, dollars with the real deal of having a joy-filled life. By the late eighties, I had achieved fame, noteriety, Emmys, money, and houses with lots of things to put in them. I was prosperous and yet a burning question nagged at me: What does all this mean? I’ve learned that possessions only have the meaning that you give them. All my life I’ve been passing others big homes and yachts while wondering, What kind of person do you have to be to have all that? Now I know that if you’ll just be yourself and follow your calling, success will lay itself before you in ways you never imagined. That doesn’t mean you’ll all be yachting cross-country. Real success means creating a life of meaning through service that fulfills your reason for being here.

Starting today you can decide to have a life of significance by how your give of yourself to others. In his book,The Soul’s Code, James Hillman says that the way to true success is to honor your true calling. Have the courage to follow your passion, and if you don’t know what it is, realize that the one reason for your existance on earth is to find it. It won’t come to you through an announcement or through a burning bush. Your life’s work is to find your life’s work - - and then to exercise the discipline, tenacity, and hard work it takes to pursue it.

How do you know if you’re on the right path, with the right person, or in the right job? The same way you know when you’re not: You feel it. Each of us has a personal call to greatness - - and because yours is as unique to you as your fingerprint, no one can tell you what it is.

Ignoring your passion is like dying a slow death. Your life is speaking to you everyday, all the time - - and your job is to listen up and find the clues. Passion whispers to you through your feelings, beckoning you to your highest good. Pay attention to what makes you feel energized, connected, stimulated - - what gives you your juice. Do what you love, give it back in the form of service, and you will do more than succeed. You will triumph.

∆∆∆∆∆∆∆∆∆∆∆∆∆∆

 UC Berkeley Commencement Address

May, 2003

By Anne Lamott

I am honored and surprised that you asked me to speak today.

This must be a magical day for you. I wouldn't know. I accidentally forgot

to graduate from college. I meant to, 30 years ago, but things got away 

from me. I did graduate from high school, though -- do I get a partial credit for that? Although, unfortunately, my father had forgotten to pay the book bill, so at the graduation ceremony, when I opened the case to see my diploma, it was empty. Except for a ransom note that said, see Mrs. Foley, the bookkeeper, if you ever want to see your diploma alive again.

I went to Goucher College in Maryland for the best possible reasons -- to

learn -- but then I dropped out at 19 for the best possible reasons -- to

become a writer. Those of you who have read my work know that instead, I

accidentally became a Kelly girl for a while. Then, In a dazzling career

move, I got hired as a clerk typist in the Nuclear Quality Assurance

Department at Bechtel, where I worked typing and sorting triplicate forms. 

I hate to complain, but it was not very stimulating work. But it paid the

bills, so I could write my stories every night when I got home. I worked at

Bechtel for six months -- but I had nothing to do with the current

administration's shameless war profiteering. I just sorted triplicate 

forms. You've got to believe me.

It was a terrible job, at which I did a terrible job, but it paid $600 a

month, which was enough to pay my rent and bills. This is the real fly in

the ointment if you are crazy enough to want to be an artist -- you have to

give up your dreams of swimming pools and fish forks, and take any old job. At 20, I got hired at a magazine as an assistant editor, and I think that was the last real job I've ever had.

I bet I'm beginning to make your parents really nervous -- here I am sort 

Of bragging about being a dropout, and unemployable, and secretly making a pitch for you to follow your creative dreams, when what they want is for you to do well in your field, make them look good, and maybe also make a tiny fortune.

But that is not your problem. Your problem is how you are going to spend

this one odd and precious life you have been issued. Whether you're going 

to spend it trying to look good and creating the illusion that you have power over people and circumstances, or whether you are going to taste it, enjoy it and find out the truth about who you are.

At some point I finally started getting published, and experiencing a 

Meager knock-kneed standing in the literary world, and I started to get almost everything that many of you graduates are hoping for -- except for the money. I got a lot of things that society had promised would make me whole and fulfilled -- all the things that the culture tells you from preschool on will quiet the throbbing anxiety inside you -- stature, the respect of colleagues, maybe even a kind of low-grade fame. The culture says these things will save you, as long as you also manage to keep your weight down. But the culture lies.

Slowly, after dozens of rejection slips and failures and false starts and

postponed dreams -- what Langston Hughes called dreams deferred -- I 

stepped onto the hallowed ground of being a published novelist, and then 15 years later, I even started to make real money. I'd been wanting to be a successful author my whole life. But when I finally did it, I was like a greyhound catching the mechanical rabbit she'd been chasing all her life -- metal, wrapped up in cloth. It wasn't alive; it had no spirit. It was fake. Fake doesn't feed anything. Only spirit feeds spirit, in the same way only your own blood type can sustain you. It had nothing that could slake the lifelong thirst I had for a little immediacy, and connection.

So from the wise old pinnacle of my 49 years, I want to tell you that what

you're looking for is already inside you. You've heard this before, but the

holy thing inside you really is that which causes you to seek it. You can't

buy it, lease it, rent it, date it or apply for it. The best job in the

world can't give it to you. Neither can success, or fame, or financial

security -- besides which, there ain't no such thing. J.D. Rockefeller was

asked, "How much money is enough?" and he said, "Just a little bit more."

So it can be confusing -- most of your parents want you to do well, to be

successful. They want you to be happy -- or at least happy-ish. And they

want you to be nicer to them; just a little nicer -- is that so much to 

ask? They want you to love, and be loved, and to find peace, and to laugh and find meaningful work. But they also -- some of them -- a few of them – not yours -- yours are fine -- they also want you to chase the bunny for a while. To get ahead, sock some away, and then find a balance between the greyhound bunny-chase, and savoring your life.

But the thing is that you don't know if you're going to live long enough to

slow down, relax, and have fun, and discover the truth of your spiritual

identity. You may not be destined to live a long life; you may not have 60

more years to discover and claim your own deepest truth -- like Breaker

Morant said, you have to live every day as if it's your last, because one 

of these days, you're bound to be right.

So I thought it might help if I just went ahead and told you what I think 

Is the truth of your spiritual identity ... Actually, I don't have a clue.

I do know you are not what you look like, or how much you weigh, or how you did in school, and whether you get to start a job next Monday or not. 

Spirit isn't what you do, it's ... well, again, I don't actually know. They

probably taught this junior year at Goucher. But I know that you feel it

best when you're not doing much -- when you're in nature, when you've very quiet, or, paradoxically, listening to music.

I know you can feel it and hear it in the music you love, in the bass line,

in the harmonies, in the silence between notes; in Chopin and Eminem,

Emmylou Harris, Bach, whoever. You can close your eyes and feel the divine

spark, concentrated in you, like a little Dr. Seuss firefly. It flickers

with aliveness and relief, like an American in a foreign country who

suddenly hears someone speaking in English. In the Christian tradition, 

they say that the soul rejoices in hearing what it already knows. And so you pay attention when that Dr. Seuss creature inside you sits up and says, "Yo!"

We can see spirit made visible in people being kind to each other,

especially when it's a really busy person, taking care of a needy annoying

person. Or even if it's terribly important you, stopping to take care of

pitiful, pathetic you. In fact, that's often when we see spirit most

brightly.

It's magic to see spirit largely because it's so rare. Mostly you see the

masks and the holograms that the culture presents as real. You see how

you're doing in the world's eyes, or your family's, or -- worst of all --

yours, or in the eyes of people who are doing better than you -- much 

better than you -- or worse. But you are not your bank account, or your

ambitiousness. You're not the cold clay lump with a big belly you leave

behind when you die. You're not your collection of walking personality

disorders. You are spirit, you are love, and, while it is increasingly hard

to believe during this presidency, you are free. You're here to love, and be

loved, freely. If you find out next week that you are terminally ill -- and

we're all terminally ill on this bus -- all that will matter is memories of

beauty, that people loved you, and you loved them, and that you tried to

help the poor and innocent.

So how do we feed and nourish our spirit, and the spirit of others?

First, find a path, and a little light to see by. Every single spiritual

tradition says the same three things: 1) Live in the now, as often as you

can, a breath here, a moment there. 2) You reap exactly what you sow. 3) 

You must take care of the poor, or you are so doomed that we can't help you.

You don't have to go overseas. There are people right here who are poor in

spirit; worried, depressed, dancing as fast as they can, whose kids are

sick, or whose retirement savings are gone. There is great loneliness among us, life-threatening loneliness. People have given up on peace, on 

equality. They've even given up on the Democratic Party, which I haven't, not by a long shot. You do what you can, what good people have always done: You bring thirsty people water; you share your food, you try to help the homeless find shelter, you stand up for the underdog.

Anything that can help you get your sense of humor back feeds the spirit,

too. In the Bill Murray army movie "Stripes," a very tense recruit 

announces during his platoon's introductions, "My name is Francis. No one calls me Francis. Anyone calls me Francis, I'll kill them. And I don't like to be touched -- anyone tries to touch me, I'll kill them." And the sergeant

responds, "Oh, lighten up, Francis." So you may need to upgrade your

friends. You need to find people who laugh gently at themselves, who remind you gently to lighten up.

Rest and laughter are the most spiritual and subversive acts of all. Laugh,

rest, slow down. Some of you start jobs Monday; some of you desperately 

wish you did -- some of your parents are asthmatic with anxiety that you don't. They shared this with me before the ceremony began.

But again, this is not your problem. If your family is hell-bent on you

making a name for yourself in the field of, say, molecular cell biology,

then maybe when you're giving them a final tour of campus, you can show 

them to the admissions office. I doubt very seriously that they could even get into U.C. Berkeley -- I talked to a professor who said there is not a 

chance he could get in these days.

So I would recommend that you all just take a long deep breath, and stop. Just be where your butts are, and breathe. Take some time. You are

graduating today. Refuse to cooperate with anyone who is trying to shame 

you into hopping right back up onto the rat exercise wheel.

Rest, but pay attention. Refuse to cooperate with anyone who is stealing

your freedom, your personal and civil liberties, and then smirking about 

it. I'm not going to name names. Just send money to the ACLU whenever you can. But slow down if you can. Better yet, lie down.

In my 20s I devised a school of relaxation that has unfortunately fallen 

Out of favor in the ensuing years -- it was called Prone Yoga. You just lie

around as much as possible. You could read, listen to music, you could 

space out, or sleep. But you had to be lying down. Maintaining the prone.

You've graduated. You have nothing left to prove, and besides, it's a 

fool's game. If you agree to play, you've already lost. It's Charlie Brown and Lucy, with the football. If you keep getting back on the field, they win.

There are so many great things to do right now. Write. Sing. Rest. Eat

cherries. Register voters. And -- oh my God -- I nearly forgot the most

important thing: refuse to wear uncomfortable pants, even if they make you look really thin. Promise me you'll never wear pants that bind or tug or

hurt, pants that have an opinion about how much you've just eaten. The 

pants may be lying! There is way too much lying and scolding going on politically right now without your pants getting in on the act, too.

So bless you. You've done an amazing thing. And you are loved; you are

capable of lives of great joy and meaning. It's what you are made of. And

it's what you're for. So take care of yourselves; take care of each other.

Thank you.

