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BIOENERGETICS:
A WAY OF PASSION

James A. Miller

['have a dilemma in speaking to you this morning because I am in
a passionate state. How am I to make sense to you from this place?
When I have spoken to others while I am in this state I can frequently
see the blank look in their eyes while they courteously wait for me to
finish. Trying to tell you my story forces me to use language which is
inadequate to communicate my passion. Webster’s dictionary says
something about passion that holds true for me today. Passion “usually
implics a strong emotion that has an overpowering or compelling effect,
as in, ‘his passions overcame his reason’.”" I may cry, laugh or scream
all of which are options for you as well.

Even with this dilemma in mind I want to say it is a pleasure for me
(0 be here with you today, and to have this opportunity to talk with you
about Bioenergetics and my journey of self discovery.

And I want to pause right now for a Bioenergetic exercise. It is to
help you loosen your connections to your “Reason” and as a result
allows your passionate self to be in the foreground. If any part of my
presentation begins to make sense to you, intellectual sense, you may
want to repeat this exercise. Please feel free to do it at any time during
my presentation along with crying, laughing or screaming.

Put both feet on the floor and sit up in your chair so you can feel
yourself sitting squarely on your ass, or as Dr. Lowen would say, “sitin
your ass.” Loosen your jaw. Now take a few deep breaths. Now begin
by turning your head slowly to the left, then slowly back to the right.
Keep your breathing open, making a sound may help you do this. Now
begin to speed up the turning. Continue until you begin to feel some
dizziness. Then slow down and stop.

For me Bioenergetics is a passionate therapy. My truth, our truth,
i in our bodies -- bodies full of feeling, expressed and unexpressed. I
have “tried” to know what my truth is by learning about my character
and through “body work.” I have been “trying” to know and failing.
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This is best expressed for me in a poem by Jalaluddin Rumi, the 13th

century mystical poet:
This piece of food cannot be eaten nor this bit of

wisdom found by looking.
There is a secret core in everyone
not even Gabriel can know by trying to know.?

The reading of character in Bioenergetic therapy suggests that [ can
know myself by learning about character, energy, facial expressions, etc.

[ have grasped at these ways of knowing and participated in a delusion.
My “trying” to know has kept me from my secret core. Still, T have
experienced Bioenergetics as a process of preparation; despite my trying
it has made it possible for me to embrace my aliveness.

I am going to tell you some of my life story because [ believe it
demonstrates the futility of trying, yet shows the unmistakable value of
Bioenergetics as a way 1o aliveness. I will start by telling you that the
death of my son Steven six years ago changed me in ways that nothing

else had. The pit of grief that I fell into was actually a fall into grace.

However, it has taken me most of these last six years to see and feel the

grace. This, I hope, will become apparent as I continue. When I am in
my passion [ have no perspective, no way to stand back with
understanding. I am justin it.

The pit seemed to be bottomless. I wasona merry-go-round with
air, unpredictable and uncontrollable sobbing, irri-
tability, withdrawal, deep sadness, loss of sexual interest, a feeling of
not belonging anywhere. Heaviness, like a sludge, was flowing through
my veins; loss of memory, feelings of stupidity and ignorance,
worthlessness, purposelessness -- so many feelings with no words to
explain them. [ returned to a simple tactile state of babyhood. Butl
could not cry out or call attention to my needs.

The death of my son and the loss of his ongoing presence dropped
me into the deepest part of my feeling life. This is the grace I
mentioned. The death grip of my controlling ego was loosened by my

grief. My ego had been keeping me from staying with my passionate
self (with a great deal of help from my contracted body). 1 will quote
Rumi again in my effort to make this more understandable. “The way
of love is not a subtle argument./ The door there is devastation./ Birds
make great sky-circles of their freedom/ How do they leam it./ They fall,
and falling, they re given wings.” If you dare to love (which is out of

depression, desp

i
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the i
h; Vectoontroll) of our will -- Ego) you may experience the grace but you
et embrace thg devastation. How do those birds do it? Make great
S 'y-CII'C’ITCIf of their freedom? They fall and in falling tﬁey are ggiv;l
wings. There itis. It is all about falling -- i in gri
. ‘ g --1in love or in grief. Eith
way, the door is there to devastati it1 e o ke e
/ on. Yetitis the way -- to be lik
anOrSsawho make ireat sky-circles of their freedom. You can’t reallye‘fl};et
g0~ any more than you can “fall in love,” n
go” a .~ no matter how much
try.” But, as Dr. Lowen said on M i oty
y ; : onday morning, you h i
order to fail. But saying “let go” or “fall i s gl ot
g “let go” or “fall in love” see i
you can do it. Come on now, 7 It el T
, justlet go.” It is out of our cont
( i : rol. Th
;v(;li,.Of lovc:1 is pot'a subtle argument, in fact, it’s not an argument at alle
\i/b (1;1Ig1 an kgErgl.evmg are about falling and not about deciding to fall.
> can work Bioenergetically on those as :
o net pects of ourselves that
our ?hveness. ThlS. is the preparation I want to talk to you abouteduce
(lcﬁnzgpa;;te 2n;y Bloenerégenc journey into two very different peﬁods
. years of preparation, and these last si ’
. | ; six
: : :nmstz:ll.ca(ll)l::) devastation. It is not that I did not have passio}lflelisfo(r)i
y son died, but I was unable to sustain an ongoi i
o ] going visceral connecti
‘; ) L1 :.i nlg gllytyears og }l))reparatlon, I was mostly longing for the depthl(z)l}
> at secemed beyond the reach of m i
Al T y sad eyes and demand
p«,xs(%rll]ahty. [ wanted so much more life but I was full of fear and anglfelrg
ot at pure overwhelm}ng grief broke a key defense in me -- m :
,,|/.,\ Zseitaga;nst my reaching, my longing. That defense and how}II
ay out are now more obvious to me. I needed i
s e : me. Ineeded my son and I still
. My connection with him, my need for hi
slowly and silently over 26 i Joeli—
years, outside of my awareness. It
4 ‘ . It cam
; i In:l(;l(;l:;ceddalzd o) shlpped under my well-established defense systeme
: med too early in my life that to be :
i open and aware of m
| :ln:ll )g\mgblwas too dangerous. Repeated disappointment becamz
" :'ara e. So I learned to deny it, cover it up, and change it into
VL. apeutic concern for others.” Before Stephen’s death I was twistin
nl ny unexpressed need into seeming concern for others -- my famil .
:II(‘I :(‘is, colleagues, and my clients. Iisolated myself from others whic}ﬁ
:, ‘L v t:lillcd me from the possibility of getting what I needed. T:he real
| tn?‘,un y happened .when the other person risked reaching to me. I
|,t Il ame condescendmg and resentful underneath a mask of carin ”fhi
; . t me profoundly dissatisfied, which only served to make mi morS
demanding. What insanity! I seem to be focused on the other persone
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What I was really doing was defending myself against my own sweet
need. Steve’s death destroyed the denial of my wanting. I was suddenly
without a defense against my deep and ever present longing.

This seems a good time to express my deep gratitude for my
Bioenergetic experience because it prepared me to live my grief and to
be in the present with my longing. Since my son’s death I have been in
an ocean of passion beyond any passion I have experienced before.
Each day I find myself living through the deeply felt outpouring of my
emotions. The waves of grief today are not as overwhelming as they
were six years ago, but they still come as surely as my next breath.
After six years on the high seas of grief, I can say a heart felt thank you
to each of my Bioenergetic therapists: Bob Hilton, Renato Monaco and
Al Lowen, for all my bodily preparation that has allowed me to stay
open hearted while grieving.

It is a special pleasure for me to precede Bob as a speaker today
because I get this chance to tell you something of our life-changing
relationship. My relationship with Bob actually began in 1966 at a
Baptist Seminary in Southern California. He was my preaching
instructor -- an irony that will be more apparent by the end of this
presentation! Bob left the Seminary to follow his personal search before
I graduated, but the connection between us was to be pivotal in my life
as a Bioenergetic therapist and trainer. So if this presentation seems
more like a sermon than anything else, you will know where my
speaking education began and ended! I can only say to you that
preaching as a form of public speaking is a passionate one. And today,
in my passion, you may experience yourself as my Sunday morning
congregation, hearing a sermon on two of my passions: Bioenergetics
and Rumi!

Bioenergetic therapy has made it possible for me to live a more
passionate life. The noted scientist Louis Pasteur once said, “Chance
favors the prepared mind.”* Chance, opportunity, life, fate, destiny,
whatever you call it, he was talking about his scientific search and why
he saw things that others did not. He was prepared to see what chance
brought to him. In the same spirit, I would say that, “Life favors the
prepared body.” Bioenergetic therapy prepares our feeling body to
move more gracefully with what life throws at us. I credit my Bioen-
ergetic therapy for preparing my heart and soul for the depth of passion

and heart satisfaction that I feel today.
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) 0,1}”\{2 ;Z gigeni:}rlgeticls away of passion? Because through the body
aim the pulsations of held feeling. W

up blocked pathways in the bod i g

up blocl y so that we can find our graceful b

and spirit. These pathways have been lost, to one degree fr anotherolc)lz

:nu' cc;)nﬁmng adjustments to life experiences. This therapy prepares u
) C i
0 embrace the passions that, as humans, are out of our control -- joyS

[car, anger, love, and grief.

As an opening to his book Bioenergetics, Dr. Lowen used this quote

from Nikos Kazantzikis’, Report to Greco:
Three kinds of souls, three prayers:

I'am a bow in your hands, Lord.
Draw me, lest I rot.

Do not overdraw me, Lord, I shall break.
Overdraw me, Lord, and who cares if I break.®

lhm}Nhen I ﬁrst read thif quote, I thought confidently, “Oh, yes, the
e p‘ryaygr t1s my prayer” -- “Overdraw me, Lord, and who ’care; ifl
reak. ut in my sophomoric way, I wa : i
being careful about what I ask for.”% " ot a5 the saing goes
. .Ii;i)?lzlngfat my beginni‘ngs in Bioenergetic therapy I was, in effect
; A/xl g 2 e first prayer -- “I am a bow in your hands, Lord. braw me’
e ) i . 2 » s
4 ,“I oL, ]; waﬁued to express the life in me. I wanted the quality of life
saw 1 Dr. Lowen when I met him, for the first time i
aw ) : , irst time in 1969,
:' (lli ure at thihlnternatlonal University in San Diego, California I \?;az
1 therapy at that time with Bob Hilton, and i , .
- : 1t was not long before [
]};u .l‘l\ in ﬁ the second prayer -- “Do not overdraw me, Lord, Ig shall breZ;ca’s’
4 1; \,\,l 1 h many of u}i in Bioenergetics, I did not pray it out loud eve;n
cn | was over the stool, in the bow, or in ;
— " the ’ , some other seemi
: rllmots but enhvepmg posture. I did not dare show how closgl}rilei)s,
\. 'uu; ing. Shgwmg such weakness was “unthinkable” at the time
: en ll 1c[>ugh [ did break down and cry from time to time. And everi
‘.l nu;l, :v , :?ftenﬁd an&y.geep, dense muscular holding, I could not “let
0 as literally afraid of breaking physi moti i
e b g physically and emotionally. Still
[n my therapy with Renato I felt seen and understood because of our
i u;nlnun characterological issues. He worked me energetically with the
:,‘,’l ||( ..\.x‘ncss theft iny the truly masochistic therapist can manage --
taybe cven sadistically at times. He was able to place me in postures
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that made me face my skilled avoidance of being at my physical limits.
He did this with verve that seemed to lack a normal human aversion to
suffering. However, he understood that the way to freedom was through
experiencing and expressing the suffering held in my body.

This was definitely the right path for me because I could “take it.”
I could fall. T could yell. 1 could cry until I could not speak. Ithought
I understood the simple similes and metaphors that Dr. Lowen was
teaching us. Falling exercises to explore letting go, falling asleep,
falling in love, falling on your face, ass or head. 1 could reach with my
arms, eyes, lips and genitals. 1 could break down, give up, give in, cry
fall; at least | thought I could. I could make these simple connections
but I also felt the repeated conflict in letting go physically, mentally and
emotionally. I thought this would change me and bring me more life,
and it did in incremental ways.

I had many stunning experiences in therapy that were new to me and
this was the life I had longed for. I felt alive and vital in my therapy.
There was often more life in those hours than the hours outside. Asa
result, one of the errors I made was mistaking Bioenergetic therapy for
my life. Dr. Lowen might say you can se¢ life in the body, but therapy
is not your life.

I know that learning often comes from immersing ourselves in the
process. When I was in college my brother would say about me, “We
sent him to school to learn and he ate the books.” A telling story and it
is true. 1tend to do things “whole hog.” I attended every workshop |
could afford. [was fervent about my therapy, first with Bob then with
Renato Monaco, as well as with Dr. Lowen, an intermittent but still ever
present guide. I was just as dedicated to my training experience.

As you all know, some of the goals in Bioenergetic therapy are to
break down, give up, give in, and 1 did break, in a way, and stayed that
way for many years, financially broke. I believe many of you here know
this broken experience. did this out of my desire for more aliveness.
The training and the books that “I ate” continue to be deeply important
to me and I have no regrets. I belicve that we all need a community of
humans deeply committed to claiming their passion for life. My
relationships here have been, and still are, passionate ones. As a

community we are drawn to this fire and its life in the face of inevitable
conflict. This has certainly been true for me. We are a passionate
community and thirsting for more.

o BB e W
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- V/\ ﬁi;n; }?Ili(t)figergetlcdtherapy is ab.out preparation. Preparation of the
lstons of e inorder that the ay pas hrough s — s hat o
may pass -
tcars do not get stuck in our throai]; theyfsar int oruorucg}?e;ltsands 2 ﬂel: t 011;
;\;l»c ll}:at ou.rt limger does noF harden our eyes and hearts. We }c,on:le;ario
'|-|wi0pp}; I‘Z; :)1}611}11ta1, physm.al and c?motional blocks to these passions.
i g ese impediments is preparation for our passion to be
bk 1d to move us -- 50 that we will be able to burst onto the field of
:)!d_\' | ather t'han sitting on the sidelines waiting for the coach to caeil oﬁr
. :l:::i; a;l;ci)ejt;:rzlgn (zln;cir tg;rﬁetl‘df of play 1{laither than suffer and complain
uta fear of failing. is is a difficult understandi
to clucidate because, without the experience, th bt
have so little meaning. I tri s para Worfls el e
last summer after so%ne wc?r(llcti)victlip]gu;itc?\feﬁamdox i @ pocm fwrote

Loving you is terrifying.
I have been afraid of heights since I was little

Now when 1 feel the fear I walk t
th j
and throw myself off. o the edge of the <y

» lXVo‘S};?é ;(s) lt\thl'llat wells up in us, and takes away the holding back, if
pot pass of: our I})fr\gfglﬂg (;vtc:; rt:g:sv: olglrseilves off the cliff, especially in
| _ ? For love, you say? Yes, probabl
most of us have done this, but then agai i A’ %‘ 4
the rocks” of despair before we heed our lirflé-}llci:; Toars ?t;\?:)isxr?:nwe Ll'lflt
‘-lt‘.tél'].libt 1‘3 ;::ch us, through il}jury, to prf)tect ourselves from our ;Ie'lssit)fl
o wer apoison. But is this holding back really the life we want?
don’t think so. At least I don’t want it; however, the fear is formid
able. Most often, we just remain in the paradox - betwe I?Im }
deadness. Alive yes! Feeling yes! But not so passionate on e and
In a paradoxical poem by Rumi, he points this out: .

You suffer, but not enough to die.

Your ship will not sink,

;mtil you put the last sixteen pound stone
n it.

That last stone

is the piercing star that comes up at night and makes you act.®
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We suffer but not enough to let go. It takes the sinking of our ship,
dying, for us to act. In Bioenergetics I have gone over the stool, over
and over again, looking for that last stone. But my personal lesson is
that life brings the stones. Bioenergetic therapy prepares us to more
fully experience our dying, to risk again throwing ourselves over the
cliffs of love, of grief, of despair -- to fall. The body work is about
breaking the holding on, holding back and holding up. But because we
can’t understand what it is like on the other side we continue the endless
holding.

Stanley Keleman wrote simply, “Can you imagine Jesus on the
cross Dying full of life?”” In Fear of Life, Dr. Lowen is really asking
us to imagine living our lives full of passion.®

Bioenergetic preparation is incremental -- small explorations -- a
little breathing, a little movement. To me, however, Bioenergetic stress
positions and expressive activities never felt like a little of anything.
They always seemed like the extreme edge of passion for me because
the body work stretched my physical boundaries and challenged my
emotional limits. Yet, as big as I am, [ was only living in my small
world, while heading for the ocean.

Coleman Barks, in a parable on this theme, tells about the ocean
frog and the ditch frog. “There was once a frog from the ocean who
came to visit a frog who lived in a little ditch, three feet by four feet by
two feet. After the little ditch frog jumped down into the ditch, swam
across, and went up the other side, he said to the ocean frog, ‘How do
you like that? Isn’t that something? What is it like where you live?’
and the ocean frog said, ‘I couldn’t tell you. You have to go there. I'll
take you there someday.’ 2

Dr. Lowen has been leading me/us to the ocean. The feelings that
emerged from my body work kept giving me a «“whiff of the sea breeze”
which inspired my longing to go there. The body work was preparing
me for ocean life; to breathe while under the water of despair or riding

a tidal wave of joy. How can a ditch frog understand the ocean? He
can’t! He holds his breath when he goes from one side of his ditch to
the other and then proclaims a great feat. Nevertheless, I kept breathing
over the stool and kicking in preparation.

Now its 1969. 1have just graduated from a Baptist Seminary and
begun Bioenergetic therapy with Bob Hilton. I am married and have
two children. My wife and I have just lost a third child, Thomas, who

. |
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(8] | ' ive
,\I,I,,\k.: l 1 uiS for tvv.(c)1 mé)}rllths. [ have work in a church in Southwest Los
geles. Sunnyside Church is in a black neighborh
Bill, my associate minister S o, B
\ , and [ hold down social work j i
and do the church work “full time” il
do time” as well. My lif; fi i
confusion, anxiety, fear, denied o and e e O et
. an : g anger, love, sex and ¢ i
e ' ' 1ger, , € onflict. It w
.l,l,lll:,l : | ,[,? begj{ﬁ ?uienergetlcs. As if all this weren’t enough, I am :1:2
truggling, with little success, with the meani ;
- : 2 ng and purpose of life f
!nln\a . 'Jolmg todsemlnary was a big part of my search for meaning. I wzg
i gjl Ccl)lrlilsnti :;St?ld' life fr(zlm both a psychological perspecti.ve and
aCh religious tradition. I was th i
progress in a never-ending process SRR T I
/\ - . )
. “2 élrlat tlme.the understandmg of the passion of life that I found in
i ;f)y with Bob anfl in Dr. Lowen’s writings touched me
: roto L;Itl thy.t'BecaIlise of this, I idealized both men more than I could
KN e time. And, in time, they b
oW ’ , they both fell from th
=y : _ at state of
‘»h‘ill\[lrz ;1 c1;rls)e,‘ or at best a mixed blessing, accompanying the raiszlgrigcjf
dren, of being a teacher and especiall i i
S y of being a therapist. A i
putit, “Tnever taught arche i 8 e
ry to anyone who in the end did
as a target.”'® But that positive A ol Lo
. transference enabled m i i
more open in the body work which .
mor : was a profound blessi
surely as there is a positive tra i e nd as
‘ nsference, negative tr i
| . . X ansference
(: »Ill E)Sl;ow. Reich said tflat the therapy does not begin until the nésg:?izz
ansference emerges.!! Well i i
v g , I believe that is so, and my therapy had
Livine i .
| lc‘]dlg:lilerl ;?anorsltzlle;m;as had been an ongoing process so when
: and the Body, | was particularl i
near the end of the book in whi Lot i
. which Dr. Lowen wrote th i
' r. at the basis of
|: ::;rdziﬁty .conllles from gle bo.dy- and distortions of morality reflects tlcl)e
e thm ’:11 e body."”” This idea made complete sense to me even
.»1-mdging f:t()b d not fully understand it. Although I lacked the under
51 , 1t became my desire to open up to a d _
| begas Biocersete h L up to a deeper sense of myself.
gan | erapy to gain the sensati
sensibilities rather than j i i it T B
Just following rules, as with
‘ : \ th
nmn&megts. Without that sensory connection I was lost ° e Com-
e S}; arlllzlterest in psychology and religion were about trying to
my own moral sense. My religious experience was a my-

stical one, and the m:
. ystery seemed to me about God and i
and evil, right and wrong, saints and sinners humanity, good
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re a God? If so, what does He want? And

I had questions like: Is the
more particularly, what does He want from me? In my religious trad-

ition, God was a personal God and T had his 800 number. 1 could pray
to him at any time, but getting the return message was the problem. He
didn’t leave me messages onmy answering machine.

I left the church work in 1972 because, as a minister, [ thought I was
supposed to know the answers to these questions, and I did not. My

personal search was still in the beginning stages. And, despite leaving
the church environment, [ was still seeing the words from my Christian
heritage -- black or white, good or bad, right wrong. This under-
standably distorted my perspective on life for some time to come. But
Bioenergetic therapy was wearing down this “good and bad”
perspective like a river of water on stone.

On one of Dr. Lowen’s visits to Southern California (about 1973)
something shifted in me; it was deep beneath my upper crust. It began
in one of our training workshops. There were always thirty or thirty-
five participants in these workshops and people were often reluctant to
volunteer to work with him. But I always saw it as an opportunity to
“get my money s worth.” On this particular occasion, I got more than
my money’s worth! Dr. Lowen had me over the stool, my hands
gripping a chair back, while I bounced my ass, and yelled, “NO!” This
is a familiar exercise to most of you I’'m sure. Even though it may be a
universal exercise, it also happens to be direct work on my character and

captive spirit. He gave simple and clear directions, and I tried to follow
them.
After a few minutes, I stopped, exhausted, and 1 melted onto the
floor. Dr. Lowen asked if anyone would like to touch me. There was a
pause and a woman came OVer near me and put her hands on me.
Initially this felt good. Then she progressively laid down on top of me.
I waited a few moments and pushed her off. She would not depart. In
fact, she kept trying to get back on top of me. The next thing I knew I
was standing and pushing her away. She kept coming until I pushed her
down on top of some stunned participants. I was threatening her, all the
while screaming as a mad man.
Finally I turned to Dr. Lowen and said, “Why didn’t you do
something?” I began to cry and collapse to the floor. He reached over
to me. He took hold of my right bicep and gently kept me standing.

i
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I'hen he said, i
‘.“ Illllnccl:;xld, If you had hit her, you would not have had to threaten her
That was like a sock between my eyes. A loud gasp came from th
proup. It was pot a direction to hit her, as [ know they imagined HZ
‘.|)-n.|\c to my 1nterpa1 barriers that were preventing me from Bein
bic Iw\'fable and being able to stand for myself. [ understood h'g
mcaning. This was the “something that had shifted.” With th¥S
awareness, I thought now it might be possible for me to'feel my in .
truth and speak simply and clearly from that knowing. If I could ?1 Iﬁer
I mm!d not only be believable but convincing. . ot
. His comment cut through my fear and despair. I felt him as a voic
inside of me, not outside of me. 1 did not hear judgement or correcti X
as .l so often do. This, in combination with his firm touch and cl r
voice, enabled me to understand. This began a very deep work for nelar
Moreover, it established Dr. Lowen as a unique person for me, o .
who could see beyond superficial observations and touch me de; 1ne
He had allowed my emotional expressions to flow without interru ip ,
As a result I received more that I can recount to you. To be so 11‘) ont
with my passion in those moments -- what a gift | received! And Ee;i‘ﬁ
:’Im:.y it anchf)reFI me on my path .of preparation. This work with my
ody was 'brmglng my spirit to life and the two did not know much
.nl)'oul relating to each other. I was beginning my preparation to be m ;
alive. My personal direction became clearer but I was full of fear Org
only aware of one of its offspring, anger. Much of my early therfiln
ul i\,,‘:h?(zh a:)rsuillf‘c};schaggmi .aniger so that I could feel my long standifx}g/
T ég " Icfagt t?e:t e1rs This delusion continued, but I kicked,
. S,o bigan my st.ruggle, ina Bioen;rgetic way, between doing and
cing. 1k'e lgamlng dance steps, it begins with awkward, self:
conscious tripping until the movement is without thought arid -
move gracefully to the music. But because this is still pre aratioyou
§in glc thought, “.doubt” can overtake the truth of the body’s geepl l}éli
reality and, as with dancing, when you think about the next step, it 1}; too
late -- you are out of step with the music. These moments ?of ace
\mul'd be mine on many occasions, but they were not yet mii to
sustain. I (.:ould hear music but my thinking kept breaking the
connection with my spontaneous life. I continued to practice regularl
over the stool, breaking the holding through breathing deeper ang
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deeper, again and again. The stool has become my “friend,” my dance
partner. ‘ .

In the years since that early experience with pr. Lowen, I have
continued my therapy. But as is the goal of preparation, took over the
ongoing process of my body work within the ' support of thef
Bioenergetic community. This was my community and as Rumi

advised:

The prophets all were commanded
to stay in the company of lovers.

We take warmth from fire, but fire
goes out in the presence of ashes"™

In this community I was “staying in the company of lovers.” 1
continued practicing to the music of my breathing and to the r}lythm of
the tennis racket. I raised two children, worked hard, and.enj qyed my
life within my capacities. I became an International Tralger in 197‘ 8
and, along with Ben Shapiro, began the Pacific Northwest Blpenerget1c
Conference in 1982. I have enjoyed teaching in many trgmmg groups
within our International Community, and I have maintained a private
therapy practice during these years. ' o '

Again, when I think about my experience i Bloenerggtlc therapy
it is, and has been, profoundly passionate. The focus of Bioenergetic
work is the body. This focus does not separate the hea@ from the.body,
though many look at our physical work and mterpret‘lt as exercise for
the body, not the head. Opening the paths of tjeehng in the body leads

us to new understandings which promotes unity of'head and heart. In
an interesting new book, Emotional Intelligence, David Golemanlflearly
describes and validates this connection between head and heart. And,
God knows, we are always looking for validation. I recommend it to
you. /
However, Rumi says, “Thinking gives off smoke to prove tk}e exi-
stence of fire. The mystic sits within the burning.”® This unity ‘pe-
tween head and body is a basic tenet in Bioenerg;tic ‘wc.)rk. So, as ‘w1tl’1,
the mystic we, too, some of the time prefer to “sit within th@ bummg:

All that I have described to you so far of my Bloenqget]c
experience I count only as preparation for what was to come ne>'ct in my
life. As I said earlier, in 1990 my 26 year old son and his new wife were
killed in an auto accident. My son’s death broke me like a wave
crashing against the rocks. I was submerged in the grief, and [ had to
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[carn to swim emotionally all over again. While drowning in my grief
| focused on staying alive while drowning. I lived with the paradoxes
of breathing while in a flood of despair, feeling dead but waking each
morning, feeling dysfunctional but facing the tasks of the living. I was
broken. Ihad fallen and I could not get back up into my head. This has
been my passionate state. In my grief my passion truly “overcame my
rcason.”

Since that experience | have been wandering like a nomad, feeling
unrcasonable and emotionally open to whatever comes into my life. |
rcad Rumi’s poetry -- as a friend of mine observed, “comforting
myself.” This is true, but it also helps to keep me focused on my body
and stay in the present.

Bioenergetics is a way of passion. It has given me back my body,
a container full of wisdom with enough experiences to enable me to go
crazy -- with grief, love, fear and joy. Therapy in general is often a way
(o “make a better life,” but I believe we enter Bioenergetic therapy to
recover the lost passion of our being; this is not a reasonable activity.

So, here I am, following this way of passion. Today I am laughing
at myself as I look back over my years in Bioenergetics. The irony is
many sided. With a short story I will end my presentation, this sharing
with you.

I was visiting Bob in California about two months ago. We were
going to lunch on the last day of my visit. I was talking to him, my old
preaching instructor, my therapist, my teacher, my friend and in
listening to me he said, “Yes Jim, your grief destroyed you.” I differed
with him in the moment, as is often my style. He did not argue with me
but just let his comment stand undefended, unmodified. Upon reflection
[ first felt, and then could see, the simple truth of what Bob had said to
me -- that in my son’s death, [ was destroyed. Whoever I had been died,
and through grieving I had been resurrected in a passionate ocean of
(cars. So the irony is complete, this paradox transparent. Having come
full circle, I sit with this man who helped me start on my path. 1
idealized him, hated him, I love him.

When Bob and I were talking it was Easter time, the time of
resurrection. I am in this car with this man who sees me in ways I
cannot see myself. But now I am prepared to be myself. I came to
Bioenergetics from a religious tradition to find my true spirituality in
my body. Many therapies are designed to help you learn to adjust to life
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and regain a livable routine in order to live with reality. For me,
Bioenergetics is not about these things. It is about discovering yourself
and living your passion. Itisnot a religion despite my best effort to
make it one. It is however, a way of passion.
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