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ABSTRACT

This thesis explores the question “what is the experience of honoring a calling to be of service?” utilizing the heuristic research model.  Heuristic investigation was used because of the personal and complex nature of the phenomenon being researched.  A comprehensive literature review indicated that no similar studies had been done, but revealed some information pairing calling and vocation.  The researcher first immersed in the heuristic research techniques of self-dialogue, indwelling, and focusing.  Data was collected from twelve co-researchers who shared personal depictions of their experiences during open ended interviews.  Each interview was transcribed and reviewed for themes.  The themes illuminated were 1)Service as a way of helping, which included sub-themes of helping for gain, recognizing the call to service, recognition of Divinity and lack of support, 2)Dark night of the soul, which included sub-themes of loss, discomfort, surrender and perspective, and 3)Service as a way of being, which included sub-themes of philosophical shift, discernment, presence and congruency.  The findings of this study have significant implications for the fields of psychology, spirituality, education and modern day culture.
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CHAPTER ONE

PERSONAL KNOWLEDGE AND EXPERIENCE 

Our deepest fears are not that we are inadequate.  Our deepest fear is that we are powerful beyond measure.  It is our light, not our darkness, that most frightens us.  (Williamson, 1994)

     In contemplating my journey to the thesis question “What is the experience of honoring the call to be of Service”, I honestly had no idea how to articulate its conception.  Linear one-dimensional language seemed unlikely to convey the mystery present in the search and discovery.  Yet the directions for Chapter One are clear:  “Discuss the precipitating event or experience in your recent life that inspired your choice of a topic”. Gulp.  In desperation, I loaded my various and ragged personal journals into my backpack, settled down in a coffeehouse, and sifted through them for signs of my beloved question.  What I found was an amazing and synchronicitous series of entries, which point very obviously to this thesis.  I share these entries now.

March 19, 1997 – In contemplation of my fear of what I think is my calling, I choose a Tarot card for my Higher and Lower Selves, and one for clarification.  I work with Morgan’s Tarot, a wonderfully silly and irreverent oracle.

     For my Higher Self I receive “Freak”.  My Lower Self receives “Tee Hee, Ha-Ha”, and the clarification card is “Wordless”.  Yup, this is Morgan’s tarot alright!  

     I take this as advice that perhaps some of my reluctance to honor this strange call to service comes from the certainty that I will be perceived as more of a “freak” than I already am.  My Higher Self knows what it is asking of me, knows the price I will pay.  And warns my Lower Self that I will be laughed at.  Tee-Hee.  So a block to this calling is that I still care too much for appearances, and it muffles my true voice so I am “wordless”.  I fear appearing like a Shirley McClain or Louise Hay - great message – flaky presentation.  Yet the card “wordless” suggests that I don’t have to tell the world everything.  There is power in silence.  I feel certain of eventual notoriety, although how it comes to me is unclear.  I want a future vision of myself to call to me.

     Hours later I read my horoscope from the Metro Times.  It is exactly what I interpreted from the cards:             

CANCER (JUNE21-JULY22): Your assignment is to do your best to heal and reinvent your relationship with all the contradictions in your life, but especially this one: your fervent ambition to make your indelible mark in this crazy, rude, fragmented world, as opposed to your voracious needs for privacy and sweetness and self-protectiveness. 

     I had chosen these tarot cards in contemplation of a growing awareness of how I was being called to serve the world, and a growing awareness of how afraid I was to name the calling.  I had known for some time that I was called to be of service as a result of my work within the Western Mystery Tradition. Very simply put, this tradition embodies a body of esoteric (hidden) teachings which form a path of spiritual development.  As opposed to “religious” traditions in which an organization mediates between the individual and Divinity, the Western Mystery Tradition emphasizes individual contact with and apprehension of the Divine.  This contact is facilitated through a study of the Kabbalah (Hebrew mysticism), gnosticism, alchemy and occult sciences, and well as through meditation and ritual.  I have spent years in study of the Kabbalah, and lesser time in exploration of Egyptian magic, the Grail Mysteries, and the pagan earth religion of Wicca.  Central to each of these traditions is the notion of being of service to humankind.  For many years my humble attempts at service were more co-dependant than anything.  As a child I had to be helpful to entice foster families to take me in and keep me.  I learned how to do it very well.  Lacking self- esteem, and ruled by a very fragile ego, I gave and gave of myself in hopes that someone would notice and reward me.  This did not happen and was a lesson long in learning.  Over time and with much of my own healing, I came to understand the true essence of service to others.  It has much to do with self-healing and self-actualizing.  For only when the foundation is solid will there be resources to assist others on their journeys.  There are many ways to be of service to others. My service resume’ was in good shape.    Yet I felt as if I was being dishonest somehow.  The truth felt too scary to speak because in truth what I felt like was a Priestess.

     Traditionally, a Priestess is one who has many responsibilities. She is skilled in herb and plant lore, and is a healer of the sick.  She can be called upon as prophetess, to predict future affairs and give wise counsel.  She is a teacher of the Mysteries, serving Gods, Goddesses and humanity.  Prior to the widespread acceptance of Christianity, when God and Goddess reigned together, Priestesses were many and revered.  I had long participated in these mysteries and had long studied the knowledge necessary to serve in this manner.  I was familiar with the healing arts, herb and plant lore, ritual magic and counseling skills.  I could use my psychic senses with reliable results.  For all intents and purposes, I was a Priestess, hiding out in the Twentieth century as a graduate student.

     Patriarchal society does not recognize the Priestess and does not respect those brave enough to identify themselves. I had no desire to begin a life of defending this claim. I argued with myself. “I am a healer.  I am a minister.  I am a graduate student.  I am an initiate of the mysteries.  I am almost a psychologist.”  And these points were all true.  Yet arching over them, a higher part of myself insisted, was the truth, I am a Priestess.  “Fine”, I argued back, “I am a Priestess, and I don’t need to say it out loud.  I know, and that’s all that matters.”  Perhaps, my wiser self replied, but if you choose not to say it aloud, that decision cannot be made out of fear, it must be made out of wisdom and knowledge that silence is the proper action.  OK, I’m busted. I confess -  I am currently resisting this notion entirely out of fear.  Fear of what it would look like, how it would sound, what people would think.  And how can I claim to be honoring a calling if I’m too fearful to say it out loud? 

     These were the debates I had been having with myself for some time.  Inspiration spiraling into doubt and fear, then judgement, sympathy, and back to inspiration again. 

     I had been identifying for some time that my need for approval was very much censoring my true expressions of self.  I was both excited to see this in a new way and discouraged as I realized how deeply it ran inside of me.

March 25, 1997 – Meditation with the Inner Child Tarot cards.  Question:  What is the purpose of the block I perceive between myself and my Calling?  I pull “Alice in Wonderland” reversed, and free associate.  Alice is on a wild journey, relying on herself among unpredictable variables.  She free-flows and ad-libs and does quite well for herself.  Reversed could suggest that she is afraid to move or act, and is cut off from her intuition.  Does my block serve to keep me safe from a journey I perceive as out of control?  What does the tarot book say?  “ups and downs, karma, cycles, seasons, time, moving towards spiritual service!!

June 10,1997 – It seems time to begin listening very carefully to the Betz That Knows, and acting in accordance with that knowing.  Time to retire my tendencies to see myself through others eyes, crave others approval, speak negatively and harshly to myself.  These are all ego trying to control, assuming to know what is best. I am sorry for all that I have judged as “too weird”.  That too was a blatant attempt to remain safe.  Ha!  I’ve probably never been anything but safe. 

     In July I retreated to the healing waters of my homeland, northern Michigan and Lake Michigan, and lying on the beach under the pure blue brilliance of the sky, lulled by the diamond sparkling waves, I did some of my most articulate journaling about my struggle.

July 24, 1997 – I have been adding up the remembrances and realizations, and the evidence apparent throughout my life, and seem to see a pattern, or path or calling…it is this that I hope to verbalize.  It is easier for me to identify my captivations in retrospect.  In looking back I see that I have been called to a life of Service in many ways.  I have always felt a pagan kinship with these woods and waters.  As a child I sought out and slept in the moonbeams shining in the windows. In elementary school I petitioned to save a small forest.  I won the right of girls to play on the boys basketball team.  I visited the neighborhood elderly.  My interest in psychology began in high school.  For years I prepared and fed people vegetarian food, and championed the rights of animals. Then a spiritual healing ordination.  Next- crisis-line volunteer work.  Now a year of humanistic psychology graduate work.  I over identify with the women of Avalon, am fascinated with oracles of all kinds, attempted to create a business that offered ritual for hire.  Over and over and over – the medium changes but the song remains the same – I desire to Know that I might Serve.  Years of formal esoteric training perfectly placed along this path I begin to recognize for what it is- yet what is it?  And what am I upon it? Minister, psychologist, Priestess, who confers such titles and what do they really mean?  What do they have to do with the inner life and calling? 

     It was here that the word calling shifted for me, became a force not to be avoided, but reckoned with,  honored as being present for a reason, and worthy of acknowledgement.  This shift felt like a surrender, bittersweet in implication, for much would have to change before I would come to a place of comfort within myself.

September 9, 1997 – I hold as a goal to be more authentic, and realize how difficult this will be…  

October 6, 1997 – My thesis will be on the belief in magic, I think. 

October 30, 1997 – I said to Greg that I wanted my thesis question to be “what is the experience of knowing oneself to be Priestess, but being too chicken-shit to say it aloud” and he paraphrased “what is the experience of fearing a calling”.  I said “yeah” not in agreement that it would be my question, but in agreement that it is a calling and I am fearing it. 

     October 31 is a special day in the pagan religions and it is thought that on this day the veil between the worlds is thinnest.  With this in mind, I did a small ritual for guidance in my thesis.  I lit a candle and crawled into bed.  Contemplating the flame I grew sleepier and sleepier.  Suddenly a realization struck me with electrical force, through my entire body.  It was the realization that I was to ask my old esoteric study group for an initiation (a spiritual rite of passage which honors work done and increases the receptivity of the personality to soul contact) that I had turned down a few months prior.  I had turned it down because our group was breaking up and I was deeply hurt by the loss of like-minded individuals with whom I could study and practice.  I knew it would not be right for me to accept the ceremony when I had so much unresolved hurt and anger.  

     The thought of going back to the group and asking for an initiation I’d recently refused didn’t sit well with me.  I mentally listed a few reasons why I couldn’t do it.  Very clearly there came a knowing, “fine, then don’t ask for insight again, if you do not accept it when it comes.”  Not feeling ready for Divine abandonment, I swallowed my pride, hopped out of bed, and sent an e-mail to my old group, asking for the initiation.  It was arranged for the winter solstice, two months away.

     Eight months of rich journal entries, and then nothing.  The requirements of my first graduate semester hit, and there was no time for active inner reflection.  Only coursework, clients and a minimum of eating and sleeping.  It all went on “back-brain”.  Until a startling occurrence in group dynamics brought clearly into focus again, so that I might see it in yet another light.

     A classmate was had just had surgery, and was having a difficult time with the after-effects of the anesthesia. Our small group did some energy work on her at the suggestion of the professor.  When it was over, I had sense that she was not fully grounded yet and moved to assist in this way.  What happened next is as if in slow motion.  I knelt before her, holding her ankles and working with her energy.  I instructed the group to vibrate some helpful grounding words and they did so without question.  Then, out of my mouth came the wisest of words.  I was vaguely aware that they weren’t my words.  They were so kind, so wise.  Just the smallest part of me was aware of being in the presence of a whole different part of myself.  Not my daily insecure self.  The part of me that noticed this seemed far away, a distant observer.  My senses were heightened, and I’m not sure I have ever felt as still and calm as I did then.  I had a knowing of how to serve.  My classmate came more fully into her own body and her color improved.  The fear in her eyes was replaced with the new awareness that she could frame the experience differently if she wanted to. I cannot describe the moment, it was somehow inspired, not of me, but through me.  I returned to my place in the group and was aware of coming back to myself, back to my personality, insecurity and ego.  For a few moments I had truly acted in the Service of another and in those moments there was no doubt. There was no time or space. There was simple certainty.  There was faith.  There was stillness. I had been visited by the part of myself I have come to consider Priestess, even though I couldn’t yet say it aloud.  

    So I took a huge risk and said it out aloud.  I shared my experience with the group.  How I felt called, how I did not feel able to voice the call aloud, and how ashamed I felt that I couldn’t voice it aloud.  The group was appropriately supportive and validating.  No one laughed, or questioned, no one tried to burn me at the stake, and the ground did not open up to swallow me.  This was good for me.  After class, a peer approached me and said simply, “I don’t want to invalidate your feelings, but it’s totally obvious to me that this is what you are.”  This simple sentence penetrated every defense I had and moved me instantly to tears.  They were tears of deep compassion for myself and how terrified I am, and at the same time they were tears of gratitude for the simple recognition I had just received.

     The semester came to an end and I still had no thesis question.  I made one up and wrote fake chapters to fulfill the requirements of the course.  I was trusting that the guidance that led me to ask for the initiation would also lead to my thesis question.  

     The night of my initiation ceremony came.  Built into it was time for me to sit next to a fire in contemplation.  I was wearing my ceremonial robe and could faintly smell the familiar ritual incense.  My senses were already beginning to heighten and for a while it was enough to simply watch the fire and smell the incense and feel the silky smoothness of my robe and the knotted white cord that bound it.  I felt so at home in this state.  I thought of how, in earlier times, these ceremonies took place outside around a fire.  Yet the important elements had been preserved.  I was in one place, alone in contemplation, and the group was in another and would come to get me.  I was still sitting by a fire, it was simply inside, and in December that was alright with me.  “How did I find these people?  How do I come to participate in these mysteries in 1997, in the United States, as a white middle class woman?  What is this all about?  It is the only truth I have ever known.  It is the only thing that feels right on the deepest of levels.  And yet continued study with this group is not an option at this time. They come together for me this night, but my access to them is limited and not of my choosing.  What does it mean that I have this confirmation tonight, and tomorrow am gently escorted back to my solitary practices?  And yet, if I desire to serve, that service is not mine to define.  I must either surrender and obey completely or not at all.”

     Such were my thoughts as I sat by that fire, and sitting there might have been enough for me, it was so real and I was so alive.

     Eventually I was summoned and escorted to the group.  Of the actual initiation itself I cannot speak, for the power of an initiation is in its mystery, and the power of my experience will be diluted if I speak of it too often.  Suffice to say that it was magical and mystical, profound and empowering.  It validated that my path is to be a path of service. And the last words spoken to me by the magus were words in which he conferred upon me the title of Priestess.

     Again there was time for contemplation and reflection built into the ceremony, and I sat in shock.  I had no way of knowing that I would receive an initiatory “promotion” so to speak, no idea that the room I had entered as a novice I would leave as a Priestess.  No one in the group had known of my ongoing struggle to own this calling.  No one had any idea of the healing that took place in the few moments of silence that I sat there.  My higher-self had orchestrated things this perfectly, because it knew that I would need a blatant miracle to jolt me out of my own insecurities.  I was filled with humility and reverence, and felt an inner surrendering that seemed to travel through the layers and layers of self-doubt and fear.  External validation of inner knowing, I hope someday not to need it at all, but this night it healed me and I was filled with gratitude.

     Imagine returning to classes in the new semester and negotiating this new piece.  I was high on the miracle of the whole thing. In being named Priestess, I for some reason no longer feared to say it aloud. Ironically, I also no longer needed to say it aloud. It was as if the light of the initiation had been so bright that it dissolved the fear of consequences.  I had a new knowing of myself and did not need to share the knowing with the world.  If a time came when sharing would be helpful to another person, I would share it, but until that time I was content with powerful silence.

     The whole thing had been so miraculous that I wondered about others experiences on their paths of service.  Did they to experience the dance of doubt and certainty?  Did life require that they make the first brave move and then support them with astounding validation?  This was research I could live with for 2 semesters and I settled on the research question  “what is the experience of honoring a calling to be of service”.  Just when I thought I had it all nailed down and water-tight, the universe threw me the ultimate curve-ball. My cat and companion of 13 years died.

     It took my cat five days to die.  My faith died four days after that. My thesis topic was built from pieces of faith. Since I had no faith, my thesis had to die as well.            

     After the death of my cat, my faith, and my thesis, I was left empty, angry and agnostic.  Filled with existential angst, and yet still needing to meet the requirements of my graduate program by completing a thesis, I was left only with what was present, a loss of faith. 

     One might wonder how the death of a cat leads to the death of a longstanding spiritual belief system?  I have long honored that my relationship with my cat, Smoki, was deep and important.  My inconsistent childhood was spent living with varied family members, foster-families, and family friends.  I have lived with no one longer than I’ve lived with Smoki.  No one has lived with me longer than Smoki has – 13 ½ years.  We have been together in 21 varied houses spanning three different states.  She had seen me through high school, undergraduate work and half of my masters program; through five boyfriends, a marriage and a divorce; through 25 jobs, a major depressive episode and the death of both of my biological parents; through five really old cars, my first new car, my first self-bought house, my first published writing, my first trip to Europe, and through eight kittens, born not in the designated box in the closet, but next to me in bed while I slept.  I had quite literally grown up and into who I am today with Smoki as my only constant.  There were dark times in which I was negotiating my lack of family and aloneness on the planet when I am certain that knowing I had to feed the cat was all that kept me going.  She was half-Siamese, and consequently, rather aloof and independent.  Sometimes cantankerous and ornery and oppositional.  I was fairly certain I was the only one who saw her redeeming qualities, therefore, I needed to remain available to her.  She quite probably saved my life more than once.

     Smoki had a tumor on her heart and her lungs were filling up with fluid.  She would eventually drown slowly and painfully.  My belief system still intact at that time, I had no difficulty assisting her in leaving her failing body.  I was confident that her spirit would exist beyond her physical vehicle.

      I arranged for a veterinarian to make a house call, so that Smoki could be spared the car ride and vet clinic she so hated.  After much beautiful ceremony, the vet and her technician entered the room, and tears filled their eyes.  The room was rich with ritual and ceremony, candles and music, and an air of peaceful acceptance.  

     Smoki’s final moment was not peaceful or accepting.  The euthanasia process required a vein, and Smoki, having not drunk anything in five days, didn’t have any good ones.  A horrible search for a vein ensued, requiring that I restrain her against her natural tendency to fight or flee.  Being of Siamese heritage, she screamed and yelled something fierce.  And then she was dead.  From screaming to dead in a second.

     At the moment of her death, I was very carefully using everything I knew to help her transition.  Esoterically I had a good idea of what to expect.  Energetically and spiritually I was as present as it is possible to be.  I felt calm and centered, competent and capable.  Then she died.  And in the nothingness that followed, my faith died with her.

     By nothingness, I mean that I had no sense of her death as a release, no sense of her spirit rising up into Oneness, no sense of her continuing in some other form.  I have long been very psychic, and am not unfamiliar with how to negotiate the unseen, yet I saw, felt, sensed nothing.  My love for her did not create a channel of communication for her to let me know she was ok.  Heaven didn’t open and angels didn’t sing.  She was there one moment, and then no longer there.  

     For a few days my grief was deep enough to distract me from my realizations.  However, I wasn’t sleeping at night, and in the process of discussing my sleeplessness I heard myself say:  “I didn’t just lose Smoki, I lost my entire belief system”.   As I spoke further, I began to differentiate between the various facets of my beliefs.  I differentiated that while I had much proof to back my belief in psychic communication, energetic healing, synchronicity and the powers of intention and ritual, I had absolutely no proof in the existence of God, Goddess or the continuation of the soul.  

     How had I ever so blindly embraced such a huge and totally unproveable piece?  In analyzing the construction of my belief system I came to realize that I had made one fatal assumption.  I had assumed that synchronicity, psychic ability, energetic healing and powerful rituals somehow proved God and Goddess.  The error of this assumption was so glaringly obvious to me I was mortified that I ever made it so unthinkingly.  Yet I did, and while I was grateful to have some pieces of my beliefs still in tact, I was devastated by the loss of my Gods and Goddesses.

     Where did my newly acquired knowing of myself as Priestess fit into all of this?  How was it that I was not comforted, not held up, by the magic of those not so long ago moments?  Yet I was not.  That Betz was dead to me.  I tried everything I knew to access my Priestess-self.  It was all lifeless and powerless.  I was alone with myself.  In the world, without my beliefs to comfort me, I was terrified.  I was both furious and ashamed with myself for constructing a belief system which could shatter so easily.  I felt naked and young and very much alone.

     Now it was February, and I had no faith and no thesis.  I knew enough to recognize that I was depressed. Then the depression shifted to absolute fury and rage.  I tried to ride it out with grace.  I sent my old study group a plea for help:

I'm going through what is probably the most difficult emotional work I've done so far (and that's saying a lot!) and I'm wondering if it's related to the second initiation of last December.  My hope is that if I describe the dynamics, they might be familiar to you all in remembering the after-shock of your second initiations, and you might have some useful or validating feedback.

The cliff note version is that being present at the moment of the death of my cat propelled me into a complete crisis of faith.  It now strikes me as absurd that I ever constructed the belief system that I did on the basis of no true testing or proof.  At this moment I have no certainty in the existence of anything I have sworn my life to.   This is extremely uncomfortable.

On the heels of that came rage and fury, then judgementalism, criticism, rationalism and cynicism.

Most recently I am aware of just how much I cannot stand about myself.  I do not like myself at all, and find it difficult to believe I am useful to clients.

I'm more than willing to ride this out.  Many of these feelings are new, and therefore are progress for me.  There is however the external necessary thesis.  My old topic "What is the experience of honoring a calling to be of service" is on hold because I currently don't believe in God, which rules out "calling" and "service".  I thought about "What is the experience of loss of faith", but this seems broader than that.  Maybe "what is the experience of the 'dark night of the soul'?  I don't know.

I have no Gods or Goddesses, I'm not sleeping at night, I can't stand myself, and I'm furious with both myself and everyone I meet.  Without my faith I feel lost and afraid.  I'm afraid it will never come back.  My whole sense of relating to myself is being destroyed.  My mantra is "I surrender" because I can do nothing else.

Perhaps the second initiation has activated a purging of stuff that no longer serves me?  My ego was too big, I was spiritually conceited?  My idea of Service was all wrong?

Any feedback is welcome and needed.  I can't find this in books.  I know you can't predict or prevent my process, but if you got your butts kicked in a similar way it would comfort me to hear that. 

I received much supportive feedback from the group, but no magic words or advice which restored my faith to me.  I researched ‘dark night of the soul’ experiences, thinking I would change my thesis to research that phenomenon.  It was validating and helpful, but not the thesis for me.  

     And so I sat, physically and metaphorically, in a very uncomfortable place for the next month.  I began to wonder if I would graduate.  

     And then I was visited by the only thing which could heal me, Smoki.  I captured the experience in my journal.

 Smoki came to me this morning.  I don’t think I was lucid dreaming.  I felt pretty much awake.  I felt her familiar jump up onto the bed, and then she tromped around and lay next to my head.  The weight was palpable.  Then she got up and walked around to the other side of my head, and lay down again, and again it was so real.  I thought “don’t open your eyes, or she’ll disappear”.  I thought that a couple times.  Then she got up and walked to the foot of the bed, and then up the length of my body.  I rubbed my hands across her back, and they did not ‘fall through’ her and hit my chest, they stayed on her. Then she jumped down.  I didn’t have the sensation of waking up.  It didn’t seem like a dream.  I think she visited me.  Tomorrow will be a month since she left.  

     Then, in bed tonight, too awake to sleep, I was drawn to the temple.  I entered, and lit a new candle, pretending that I believed everything I used to.  Pretending I was a Priestess, and that the words and symbols still had meaning.  Then I sat in the East.  The flame was so still, it did not move.  So clear.  I thought to myself, “there has to be a reason for all of this.  It cant be random chaos.  If there is no God/dess, then everything I’ve ever done is accidental.  I wasn’t following a calling, I was just bumbling through life.  Making mistakes.  If I give up on God/dess, I give up on myself.”  The further ramifications of this struck me.

If I truly give up on God/dess, then I am judging myself as having poor judgement, and making wrong decisions.  There is no trust in my own process.  This is the story of my life, never accepting or trusting myself or my experience. The opposite is to believe the best about the self.  Maybe I have been called. Maybe I do follow a calling.  Maybe there is magic.

I feel a thawing.  I think I was blinded with grief.  The loss of my most unconditional love ever.  And today she came back to me.  I said if I could just know that she’s ok, everything else would be ok too.  Today I got as good of proof as I can hope for.  I don’t imagine I’ll get much better proof.  Now the decision is mine, to believe or not.  And there is a part that doesn’t want to believe.  The same part that killed God/dess.  The part that fears looking foolish, or falsely believing or wasting time or whatever.  Not a good part.  Not healthy.  Cold and fearful and old and frigid and controlling.  Not who I want to be.  Maybe this dark night is to address this polarity.  To choose love, not fear.  Life, not existence. 

     As I had stated in the journaling, a thawing had begun.  And it continued.  My belief system did not return in all of its old splendor.  But what took its place was born out of a gradual respect for my dark night of soul experience.  Slowly I came to realize that a true Priestess would most likely walk at times in doubt. A true Priestess would not fear those times, but would acknowledge them as simply another part of the cycle and mystery of life.  In winter all is barren and yet each spring there is an amazing display of the tenacity of life in all its beauty.  In the dark of the moon, it is as if the moon herself is gone, and yet she returns and moves again to full.  Perhaps I had been a bit of a fundamentalist Priestess, spiritually conceited enough to believe that I would pass the rest of my days on earth without another moment of doubt. I began to perceive willingness to admit doubt and willingness to be with uncertainty, as admirable traits.  More admirable by far than certainty, which is what I thought I had before.

     Slowly it came to me that to recognize, allow and be with the doubt was probably the most honest way I could be of service to myself and consequently others.  In this recognition I was probably closer to a true Priestess than I ever was in my days of spiritual certainty.  This realization would not have come were it not for the dark night of the soul, which left me smaller yet stronger in its wake. There was a gift there.  Just like all the readings suggested.  A gift of faith.  Not necessarily in any specific deities or dogmas, but in myself and my process.  

     This new faith grew on me and felt true in the old way that things used to feel true.  It brought me full circle back to my original question, but now with a new interest in the whole phenomenon, a new curiosity regarding the whole amazing unfolding.  Is it this way for others?  Can it be captured and made available to others in similar situations?

   This is the personal knowledge and experience that I bring to the table of heuristic research, where I hope to reveal the true essence of the experience of honoring a calling to be of service.

CHAPTER TWO

STATEMENT OF THE THESIS QUESTION

     This thesis is interested in capturing the essence of honoring one’s calling, when that calling leads to the service of others. Depth psychologist James Hillman (1996) devotes an entire book to this study.  Central to Hillman’s work in this area is the idea of a guiding force, which protects and promotes the calling inherent in an individual.  This force is called by many names, “image, character, fate, genius, calling, daimon, soul, destiny” (1996, p. 10) and Hillman suggests that regardless of what we call it, it is present with us from birth, and has a very real job to do in assisting us to recognize and ultimately honor, our own calling. 

 . . . We must attend very carefully to childhood to catch early glimpses of the daimon in action, to grasp its intentions and not block its way.  The rest of the practical implications swiftly unfold:  (a) Recognize the call as a prime fact of human existence; (b) align life with it; (c)find the common sense to realize that accidents, including the heartache and the natural shocks the flesh is heir to, belong to the pattern of the image, are necessary to it, and help fulfill it. (Hillman, 1996, p. 8)

In this thesis I will research the question:  “What is the experience of honoring a calling to be of service?”  For purposes of clarification, I will define the words:  what, experience, honoring, calling, and the phrase ‘to be of service’.

     Merriam-Webster’s Online Dictionary (1997) defines “what” as “1a (1) used as an interrogative expressing inquiry about the identity, nature, or value of an object or matter”.  This thesis will inquire into the nature and value of honoring a calling to be of service.

     “Experience” is defined by the Penguin Dictionary of Psychology (1985) as:  “any experience through which an individual has lived” (p. 54).  Although my co-researchers and I have lived through our experiences, we are by no means finished with them.  They are on-going.  This thesis will explore the experience thus far, with the assumption that the experience will continue on for a lifetime.

     “Honoring”, again according to Webster’s Online Dictionary (1997), is defined as “2a:  to live up to or fulfill the terms of.”  The ways in which I have attempted to honor my calling and the ways in which I have felt powerless in honoring my calling are but two of the ways it is possible to honor the push and pull of the larger-than-self. Hillman (1996) addresses the difficulty we as a society have with the recognition, let alone the honoring, of a calling,

 . . . we are victims of academic, scientistic, and even therapeutic psychology, whose paradigms do not sufficiently account for or engage with, and therefore ignore, the sense of calling, that essential mystery at the heart of each human life. (p. 6)

Once the “essential mystery at the heart of each human life” is recognized, how is it negotiated?  How people live up to their calling, how they fulfill the terms of their service, is of great interest in this research.

     Although each term in this research question is important, “calling” may carry the greatest weight, as it implies the very element I am most interested in researching, the element of being guided by the daimon towards the fulfillment of the soul’s true purpose. 

Webster’s Online Dictionary (1997) defines “calling” as:  “1: a strong inner impulse toward a particular course of action especially when accompanied by conviction of divine influence,”  and from The Oxford English Dictionary 2nd edition “calling” is defined as, “9A: The summons, invitation, or impulse of God . . . . The inward conviction of a divine call; the strong impulse to any course of action as the right thing to do” (1989, p.634).  Thus, a calling becomes something which may or may not be one’s job, but is enjoyable, fulfilling, socially useful, guided by a strong inner conviction, perceived as “the right thing to do” and is possibly, but not necessarily, a result of divine influence.  My own calling meets these requirements.  It is certainly guided by a strong inner conviction and perceived as the “right thing to do”, and although it is not always enjoyable or fulfilling, it has moments of both. 

     Yet naming a calling does not equal honoring it.  It has been my experience that the clearer I become about my calling, the more challenging it becomes to honor, or at least I perceive it as becoming more challenging.  In Jitterbug Perfume (1984) Tom Robbins gives voice to the great horned God Pan, who acknowledges the paradoxical attraction to and fear of ones’ calling:

“Thou, of all humans, should understand the courage that is required to reject the secure blessings of society in order to woo the unpredictable ecstasies of the solitary soul.” (p.53)

“Unpredictable ecstasies” exactly captures my experience, and I wonder if others will describe their experiences in a similar way.  It is this paradox I am interested in studying, not only in those who serve the world spiritually, but in any who feel themselves called to serve. How is such a “knowing” negotiated in the real world?  How are the pull towards and the push away mediated? What happens if the calling is ignored?  For Hillman (1996) warns in The Soul’s Code, 

A calling may be postponed, avoided, intermittently missed.  It may also possess you completely.  Whatever; eventually it will win out.  It makes its claim.  The daimon does not go away. (p.8)

     “To be of service” is perhaps the most difficult concept to convey and define. My research suggests it has never been measured or researched in quite this way before, and so I have only my limited ideas to bring to its’ definition.  The word “service” is defined by the American Heritage Dictionary (1982) as: “ An act of assistance or benefit to another or others” (p. 1893).  By benefiting and assisting others, I am “being of service” to them.  My personal style of service has its roots in previously described study of esoteric mysticism, where service is a central component.  This is the type of “being of service” which has called me, and which claims me as it’s own.  It brings me my greatest joys and most anguished self-realizations.  It asks a high price and rewards me ten-fold, and there is no way I could do anything but bow to it’s call. Cooper (1994) captures my bittersweet surrender to this call,

The sacred call is transformative.  It is an invitation to our souls, a mysterious voice reverberating within, a tug on our hearts that can neither be ignored or denied.  It contains, by definition, the purest message and promise of essential freedom.  It touches us at the center of our awareness.  When such a call occurs and we hear it – really hear it – our shift to a higher consciousness is assured. (p.11)

  My personal calling to be of service is to the Gods and Goddesses, and for humanity.  Hillman and Ventura (1992), discuss this notion of service to the Gods:

Hillman:  I tell you what I feel about it.  I feel it’s service.

Ventura:  To what?

Hillman:  To the Gods.  I feel that these things occur, and they are what the psyche wants or sends me.  What the Gods send me.  There’s a lovely passage from Marcus Aurelius:  “What I do I do always with the community in mind.  What happens to me, what befalls me, comes from the Gods”. (p.35-36)

     This is my truth as well.  What I do and what I have done for as long as I can remember, I do and have done with my community in mind.  What has befallen me has surely come from the Gods. 

     To “be of service” is to be helpful and is commented on by Dass and Gorman (1985) in their book How can I help?:

“How can I help?” is a timeless inquiry of the heart.  Yet we often heard it asked in the context of our own culture and moment.  As commitment to service has ebbed and flowed, many of us have spent a great deal of time considering the deeper values of our helping work.  What exactly is the nature of conscious service?  What are the challenges posed by present conditions? (ix-x)

The “nature of conscious service” is exactly what this thesis hopes to explore and this quote by Ram Dass, whose very name means “servant of God”, lends itself well to my struggle to define the concept “to be of service”.

    W. E. Butler (1990), teacher and student of the Western Mystery Traditions, elaborates on service further,

We each of us bring ourselves to the sacrificial altar to offer ourselves – the same as in the communion service in the church; we offer ourselves to be  “a reasonable, holy, and living sacrifice in spirit, soul, and body.”  And what have we offered?  Not something which is really perfect, not something that is really good, but something which we haven’t worried about; we haven’t even brushed its hair before we took it up for the sacrifice.  There are many things we could do to ourselves before we knock at that door. But we don’t do them.  We think we have the right to go barging through the door and say, “Here I am, I want to be taught.”  Whereupon we’re politely conducted outside again and told, “No.”  Service, true service, is the only key.  And that is the reason, service to ourselves, to make of ourselves true sacrifices, to give something worthwhile, to make of ourselves a jewel. (p. 6)

This quote speaks to my ongoing struggle to balance my service to self and my service to others.  It reminds me to keep an eye out for co-dependency, for caretaking as a way of avoiding myself. As the instrument of the service, I have a responsibility to keep myself well tuned.  I must treat myself with gentleness and respect.

     As there has been little if any research on this facet of service, the definition of my thesis question could go on for pages and pages, and still the true essence might escape us all. These definitions are merely an entry point, into which my co-researchers can begin to add their own experiences.

     In Chapter III these definitions will be further clarified by an extensive review of the literature relative to this topic.

CHAPTER THREE

REVIEW OF LITERATURE

     The resources for my literature search began in my personal library, and spread out to include the CHS library, CHS Masters Theses, and the DALNET Library Catalog.

     The DALNET Library catalog is a comprehensive computer search network that accesses works held by the Detroit Public Library system, Wayne State University, University of Detroit, Oakland University, University of Michigan, and Oakland Community College.

     The fundamental tenant of this research is that both the decision and the desire to be of service result from honoring a calling to do and be so.  Moustakas (1956) acknowledges this calling using the word “vocation” to describe it:

It is what is called vocation: an irrational factor that fatefully forces a man to emancipate himself from the herd and its trodden paths.  True personality always has vocation and believes in it, has fidelity to it as to God, in spite of the fact that, as the ordinary man would say, it is only the feeling of individual vocation.  But this vocation acts like a law of God from which there is no escape.  That many go to ruin upon their own ways means nothing to him who has vocation.  He must obey his own law, as if it were a demon that whisperingly indicated to him new and strange ways.  Who has vocation hears the voice of the inner man; he is called. (p. 151)

Using the PsycInfo database, I conducted subject searches under the following categories:  “spiritual calling”, “vocation”, “help as calling” and “service”.  I found no research studies that focus on the experience of honoring a calling to be of service.

     “Spiritual calling” yielded five entries, only one of which was applicable.  Alexandrescu (1972) writes an essay on “the special attunement between an individual and his chosen profession. . . . at times regarded mystically or as a response to some understood spiritual prompting”.  This manuscript was published out of a Romanian hospital, and was not available for viewing.  

     “Vocation” yielded 267 entries, three of which share enough in common with my research to be included.  Bogart (1994) investigates “the experience of discovering a sense of vocation, the initiation into a sense of calling or a central life’s task” (p.6).  Wolf (1990) conducts phenomenological studies of Catholic nuns over the age of 72 who “remembered life events that influenced their decisions to enter the convent” (p. 197).  Sobosan (1985) discusses,

 . . . the notion that the prophetic consciousness is guided by the acknowledgement and appreciation of a power of calling in life that cannot be controlled, that shapes the meaning of the present and future, and that takes the form of God and other people. (p. 125)

While each of these shares something in common with my research, none embraces it fully, for each suggests that a calling must be paired with either a vocation or a religious devotion.  My research is especially interested in how honoring a calling to be of service is expressed outside of these two widely acknowledged realms of service.

     “Help as calling” yielded 19 articles, one of which pertains to my search.  Homan (1986) again pairs calling and vocation, suggesting that “vocation still retains the basic notion of vocatio- a summons or a calling” (p. 14).  

     None of the above listed articles were heuristic investigations.

     Three articles came to me by way of fellow researchers who were familiar with my topic.  Miller (1998) believes that inner promptings are the precursors to a calling, and lead to both meaningful work and richer life experiences. He lists techniques for “hearing and following your calling.”  Wrzesniewski (1997) differentiates between the three categories of job, career and calling, and finds that those who are engaged in a line of work because they feel “called” to it, find more meaning in their work, miss fewer days, and report better health.  Again, calling is paired with job.  Deikman (1997) agrees that service is a calling, and suggests that it will only be effective with freedom from self-motivation, and that this freedom is best achieved by “serving the task”:

People who are truly serving the task experience something they cannot name, something that can answer the Big Questions.  They do not ask, “What is the meaning of life?” because the question no longer arises.  The answer is implicit in the experience of connection which service makes possible, the experience of a self enlarged by connection and freed from its object goals. (p. 34-35)

This view of service does not attach itself to any particular vocation or religion in the same way that my study does not.

     Several authors devote entire books to the concept of service.  Coles (1993) in A call to service states,

I am writing this book to explore the “service” we offer to others . . . to document the subjectivity, the phenomenology of service: the many ways such activity is rendered; the many rationales, impulses, and values served in the implementation of a particular effort . . . how this kind of work fits into a life. . . . in order to understand the complexity of the “good” side of our nature – the sources of our ethical life and its vicissitudes, victories and defeats. (p.xxiv)

 Dass and Gorman (1985) take a comprehensive look at what motivates and what impedes the desire to be of service to humanity in How can I help: Stories and reflections on service.  Seven years later, Dass and Bush (1992) expand on the topic of service further in Compassion in action:  Setting out on the path to service.  Both books take a decidedly eastern approach to the concept of service as interconnected with enlightenment, social and spiritual development, and the transcendence of the ego.

     Moore has devoted much of his recent work to the soul and it’s callings.  Both Care of the soul (1992) and The re-enchantment of daily life (1996) encourage the reader to listen carefully to, and honor as fully as possible, the requests of the soul.  He does not specify what the soul might ask for, if the soul is requesting to be of service, as my study suggests, then Moore’s work supports my position that the request must be honored.

     Hillman (1996) has devoted an entire book to calling, in The souls code: In search of character and calling.  This book suggests that one’s calling has been present with one from the beginning, and that it may be discovered retrospectively, by viewing one’s autobiography with an eye towards the people and experiences which have shaped one’s life.  The idea of a guiding and protective force, the daimon or guardian angel, whose job it is to promote the actualization of the calling, is central to this work, as is the image of the acorn, which holds within it the entire tree, much the same as an individual at any given time contains their entire calling.  Again, this work pairs calling with soul, which differs considerably from my study. One area of new knowledge that this thesis hopes to address will be the concept of callings which are not specific to any one thing, be it soul, or God/dess, or football.  The true essence of being called, and not the thing to which one is called, appears to be a new area of study.  

     Servant Leadership (Greenleaf, 1983) is a fascinating look at the concept of leadership as being most effective when approached from a place of service.

     The esoteric concept of service introduces another realm of authors and works. I am reminded via e-mail by a friend and colleague who has devoted much of her life to the written works of the mystery traditions that “all who involve themselves in magical work are devoted to the concept of service, i.e., helping to ‘bring down the power’; to write, to teach, or merely to sustain their own private ritual work” (J. Hill, personal communication, April 7, 1998).  This literature review must honor the great magicians, teachers and authors of the  Western Mystery Tradition, whose work took place in the latter half of the 19th century and the first half of the 20th century.  Alice Bailey, Helena Blavatsky, W.E. Butler, Paul Foster Case, Aliester Crowley, Dion Fortune, William Gray, Manley Hall, Christine Hartley, Gareth Knight, John & Caitlin Matthews, MacGregor Mathers, Israel Regardie, Alan Richardson, Gerald Schueler, Charles Seymour and A. E. Waite are each worthy of their own literature review, yet their combined works are far too vast to honor individually here.  It is with great regret that I turn to one man, W.E. Butler, to voice the philosophies of all the great men and women in this rich tradition.  His summary is pithy and succinct and accurately represents the foundation of these written works,

 . . . that is the key to all occult teaching: If you “desire to know in order to serve,” then sooner or later you will obtain that knowledge.  If you desire to know for any lesser purpose, you will not receive the fullness of that knowledge.  (Butler, 1990, p.5)

     Re-visiting many of these writings was like re-visiting old friends.  I am comforted that there are those who have gone ahead of me in the realms of honoring callings to service, and have set their experiences down for me to study.  It is my hope that this thesis will add a new dimension to the already existing work, allowing both callings and service to stand both inside and outside of religion and vocation, thus becoming accessible to all of humanity.

     In Chapter IV I will describe the heuristic process to be used in the research of this realm.

CHAPTER FOUR

RESEARCH MODEL

     In this chapter, I will explain my chosen research model, the heuristic process, and give examples of how I traveled through its stages while exploring the experience of honoring a calling to be of service.

     Heuristic research is “an organized and systematic form for investigating human experience”(Moustakas, 1990, p.9), developed by Clark Moustakas in the early 1960’s.

The heuristic process is a way of being informed, a way of knowing.  Whatever presents itself in the consciousness of the investigator as perception, sense, intuition, or knowledge represents an invitation for further elucidation.  What appears, what shows itself, casts a light that enables one to come to know more fully what something is and means. (p.10-11)

     The above quote is an introduction to the heuristic research process taken from: Heuristic research: Design, methodology and applications by Clark Moustakas (1990).  In the same book, Moustakas goes on to outline the heuristic research process as having the following components:

COMPONENTS OF HEURISTIC RESEARCH

Three Core Concepts:

· Tacit knowing

· Intuition

· Internal frame of reference

Four Processes:

· Identifying with the focus of inquiry

· Self-dialog

· Indwelling

· Focusing

Six Phases:

· Initial engagement

· Immersion

· Incubation

· Illumination

· Explication

· Creative Synthesis

Each of these concepts and processes will be elaborated upon and described relative to the process of honoring a calling to be of service.

     Tacit knowing is a knowing or experiencing of something as synergistic, or larger than the sum of its parts.  Douglass and Moustakas (1985) address the relevance of tacit knowing to the heuristic process,

The tacit dimension plays an important part in heuristics.  Knowing more than can be articulated shrouds discovery in mystery, lending intrigue to immersion in the theme or question…the tacit dimension is the forerunner of inference and intuition…the tacit is visionary. (p.49)

Most of my decisions regarding my calling to be of service have been influenced by the tacit realm.  Polyani (1966) summarizes the tacit realm beautifully when he says “we know more than we can tell” (p.4).  I have long known that what presented itself for my consideration, and my decision making processes, were two paths which would someday converge.  For much of my life, how this would happen was not at all clear.  Even in the events which led me to this topic, the initiation, the death of my cat, the loss of my faith, the anger and doubt and return to a revised faith, I know that the big picture is even larger than I suspect, and that the whole is far greater than the sum of its parts.

     Tacit knowledge is both subsidiary and focal.  Subsidiary knowledge is visible and describable.  My personal subsidiary knowledge comes in many forms.  Actual physical rites of passage, initiations and rituals are subsidiary forms of knowledge.  They involve clothing, music, movement, lighting and aroma.  I can describe these events, they are forever etched into my memory, and their significance is obvious to me.  My journals of the last ten years are wonderful records of subsidiary knowledge, they are the descriptions of my daily experiences.  

     Focal knowledge is unseen and invisible.  What happened to me as a result of participating in rites of passage, initiations and rituals, what my intention was during the process, these are focal elements.  How I was affected by the loss of my cat and my faith, how I am different from redefining my faith, these elements cannot be seen or described, yet without them the focal knowledge would be empty and meaningless.  Subsidiary and focal aspects of an experience combine together, Moustakas implies “thus making possible a sense of wholeness of essence of a phenomenon” (1990, p. 21).  In honoring a calling to be of service, I acknowledge that there is always more than meets the eye.  What I do, and what happens as a result, are but two pieces of a far greater dance, and I will dance most freely when I trust that this is so, and do not demand to control or understand each step.  Recognition of this dance is tacit knowing, “a tacit capacity that allows one to sense the unity or wholeness of something from an understanding of the individual qualities or parts” (Mosutakas, 1990, P. 20).

     Intuition, the second of the three concepts central to heuristic research, has been defined by Vaughn (1979) as “the power of knowing or knowledge without recourse to reason” (p. 45).  Explicit knowledge, subsidiary in nature, and implicit knowledge, more focal in nature, are connected, Moustakas suggests, by a “bridge” of intuition.  I participate in an initiation which deepens my commitment to my calling to be of service.  I watch myself participate in the initiation.  I watch the events that follow, the immense pride, the death of my cat, the loss of my faith, the increased anger.  My intuition tells me that the two experiences are related.  I am able to make this causal leap because “intuition makes immediate knowledge possible without the intervening steps of logic and reasoning” (Moustakas, 1990, p. 23).  My intuition tells me that all will be well if I allow it to unfold.  My intuition tells me I must surrender, and have patience, even in the darkness of uncertainty and discomfort.  Moustakas (1990) supports this link between intuition and faith with his own perspective, “Intuition is an essential characteristic of seeking knowledge.  Without the intuitive capacity to form patterns, relationships and inferences, essential material for scientific knowledge is denied or lost” (p. 23).  My intuition, while not always accessible upon demand, may nonetheless be trusted to be present and participatory.  It will sometimes speak softly and sometimes scream to make itself heard, but always it will assist me in the revelation of the mystery hidden in the mundane.

     The final concept, that of the internal frame of reference, is easily illustrated in my own experience.  To an outside observer, the fact that I spent an evening in the company of my esoteric peers would have no relevance whatsoever to the death of my cat or the loss of my faith.  Yet all that matters is my experience, which is filtered through my internal frame of reference.  Bogdan and Taylor (1984) acknowledge that “the important reality is what people perceive it to be” (p.2).  This is the very foundation of qualitative heuristic research.

Moustakas (1990) confirms that,

To know and understand the nature, meanings, and essences of any human experience, one depends on the internal frame of reference of the person who has had, is having, or will have the experience. . . .If one is to know and understand another’s experience, one must converse directly with the person. (p.26)  

     Thus, by exploring the three concepts of heuristic research, it may be said that through the use of intuition, one arrives at a tacit knowledge of an experience, which may then be elaborated upon through intimate discourse with the internal frame of reference of its experiencer.  How this is specifically accomplished leads to an exploration of the processes involved in heuristic research.

     Moustakas (1990) describes the first of the four processes involved in heuristic research, identifying with the focus of inquiry, as taking place “through exploratory open-ended inquiry, self directed search, and immersion in active experience” (p. 15). Early on in my process I became one with my question, “What is the experience of honoring a calling to be of service?” and that question led me to all that came after.  Everything I did, I did as a Priestess, some things more easily than others.  Everything that befell me was as a result of my devotion to my calling.  There were no accidents, no trivial occurances, only synchronicity. In identifying with the focus of my inquiry, I was viewing each day’s activities with the eyes of an archaeologist, searching for clues to a greater discovery, the essence of honoring a calling to be of service.  Moustakas validates this focus when he states that “In heuristics, an unshakable connection exists between what is out there, in its appearance and reality, and what is within me in reflective thought, feeling and awareness” (p.12).  I am living my question as I honor my calling to be of service. 

     The next process, self-dialogue, allows a conversation to take place between myself and the phenomenon of honoring a calling to be of service.  My thesis question appears and brutally honest introspection follows, in which the reasons for the appearance of that specific question are considered.  This contemplation of the idea in relation to the self is a two-way dialog, between the question that came from oneself and the relevance it has to the self which recognized its arrival.  “I am here” says the question, and I reply: “I acknowledge you, and will listen to the story of your arrival.”  I listen objectively however, and not with romantic attachment, but rather as Pearce (1971) describes, “If you hold and serve the question, until all ambiguity is erased and you really believe in your question. . . . the break-point will arrive when you will suddenly be ‘ready’” (p.108).  This self-dialogue requires faith, for it is tempting to fear that scrutiny of a presenting idea could result in the editing or non-arrival of future ideas.  Rather, it hones the presentation style of the next idea.

     Indwelling, the next process to be considered, is a conscious and deliberate “being-with”, in this case a “being-with” the honoring of a calling to be of service.  In this process, anything experience brought back to the self and the self-searching, is an experience of indwelling.  Moustakas (1995) elaborates, 

The thrust of indwelling is to direct myself towards meanings beyond the appearance of things, beyond the presented thoughts and feelings.  Through indwelling, phenomena are centered, not as external objects or events but as pointers to meaning that exist inside the phenomenon or event. (p.84)

Concrete experiences such literature reviews, conversations and journaling, and abstract experiences such as the interpretation of dreams for possible thesis topics are both forms of indwelling, that is to say process of relating the material back to the self, and literally “dwelling in it”.  Were there no efforts to relate the external, be it concrete or abstract, to the inner life of the self, there would be no indwelling.

When I consider an issue, problem, or question, I enter into it fully.  I focus on it with unwavering attention and interest.  I search introspectively, meditatively, and reflectively into its nature and meaning. . . . With full and unqualified interest, I am determined to extend my understanding and knowledge of an experience. (Moustakas, 1990, p. 11)

     The final process of heuristic research, focusing, is one that brings with it some relief, as recognition begins to dawn through a series of narrowing recognitions.  While honoring my calling to be of service and applying the previously described processes, virtually every experience could be interpreted as significant.  While at first this palate of relevant material is overwhelming, a natural selection begins to take place through the acceptance of some experiences as “keepers” and other experiences as “throw aways”.  Moustakas (1990)describes this process as, 

 . . . an inner attention, a staying with, a sustained process of systematically contacting the more central meanings of an experience.  Focusing enables one to see something as it is and to make whatever shifts are necessary to remove the clutter and make contact with necessary awarenesses and insights into one’s experiences. (p.25)

  Refining again and again, narrowing the range of the experience, one is eventually left with a pure product, in this case, a recognition of the true essence of honoring a calling to be of service. 

     Contemplation of my research question will progress naturally through six phases, beginning with initial engagement.  It is here that attention is paid to what captivates, or calls, and often this calling has relevance to one’s personal autobiography. Hillman (1996), speaks to an understanding of this influence,

In every artist’s development the germ of the later work is always found in the earlier.  The nucleus around which the artist’s intellect builds his work is himself . . . and this changes little from birth to death.  The only real influence I’ve ever had was myself. (p. xxi)

 I know I am interested in capturing the essence of feeling called to service.  My difficulty lies in clarifying and narrowing the direction into a concrete question for research.  I honor my interest however, because this direction, or interest, is an initial engagement. It is the first swirling, which even if discarded, blazes the first trail through the contemplative process.  

     After solidifying my question, I will enter the next phase of heuristic research by immersing myself in it.  At this point, absolutely everything is relevant.  Immersion could be a very deliberate exploration of very deliberately chosen materials and experiences, or just as easily, immersion could be window-shopping at the mall. It is all   grist for the mill, everything is significant in that it will ripple or resonate its way back to my experience. Moustakas (1990) concurs, “The researcher lives the question in waking, sleeping, and even dream states” (p. 28). It is tempting to fear that I am not “doing” immersion correctly, and yet there is no way to do it incorrectly.  All that is required is an awareness that I have already arrived.

     Immersion, if reverently recognized, could lead to obsession, meaning in everything and everything with meaning.  Consequently it is necessary to enter willingly and consciously into the next phase of incubation, “the process in which the researcher retreats from the intense, concentrated focus on the question” (Moustakas, 1990, p. 28).  Here there is a deliberate shelving of the search.  Ideas gathered thus far are set on “back-brain” to simmer.  Faith is required during incubation, faith that in doing something completely unrelated to the question, the question is indeed being served.  The seed has been planted and fertilized with all of the material encountered.  Incubation or gestation of the seed idea in this fertile soil will inevitable lead to the growth and subsequent birth.  In my personal experience, I had chosen the question of honoring a calling of service when my cat, and then my faith died.  In the ensuing weeks of grief and spiritual madness, I did not know it, but I was incubating, and the question born of the incubation, while using the same words, was of a very deeper and more personal nature.  I had passed into the next phase of heuristic research, illumination.

     When illumination occurs, all of the fragments and seemingly unrelated pieces have recombined to form a new and complete picture, and there is a sense of the proverbial light bulb alighting, the primal “ah-ha”. Moustakas (1990) assures that at this moment all changes, never to be the same:

Illumination opens the door to a new awareness, a modification of an old understanding, a synthesis of fragmented knowledge, or an altogether new discovery of something that has been present for some time yet beyond immediate awareness.  (p. 30)

Illumination is a welcome phase after the previous rather ambiguous phases; it is the destination longed for thus far, and tangible proof of the validity of each of the previous phases.  Had I not allowed myself to travel through each of the previous processes, had I not honored my own personal calling to be of service, I would never have arrived at my new understanding.  

     Explication is a second journey through the previously described concepts, processes and phases, which reveals the complexity and multi-facetedness of the thing just illuminated. According to Moustakas (1990),

The purpose of the explication phase is to fully examine what has awakened in consciousness, in order to understand its various layers of meaning. . . . The entire process of explication requires that researchers attend to their own awarenesses, feelings, thoughts, beliefs, and judgements as a prelude to the understanding that is derived from conversations and dialogues with others. (p. 31)

   Relative to my thesis question, explication is the process through which the question is worded and reworded to assure that it asks what the researcher really wants to know. I had pages and pages in my journal devoted to wording my question, and my final wording withstood the heuristic journey.  Although my understanding of my question changed as a result of incubation, the actual words themselves did not. Explication describes the period of time I took to make the acquaintance of my question, to “meet” it on all the levels that it presented itself. It is a listening for the question to reveal how it wants to be asked, through attending to the details, and holding each as sacred.

     Creative synthesis is the final destination of the heuristic research process.  My topic has been illuminated, my question formed and then elucidated.  I have entered into the various processes and phases of heuristic research and emerged from them as many times as necessary to facilitate the absolute recognition of my final thesis question, where it came from, and how it came to be.   Synthesis is an assimilation and personalization of the entire journey.  It can be said at this phase that “this is my question” and each of the four words is pregnant with meaning and relevance.  “This” means this question and not the many others sifted through and discarded.  “Is” means affirmation, birth, arrival, after countless “is-not’s”.  “My” means entitlement, the question has been created from scratch and stands complete, earned through the sweat of the entire process.  “Question” means focus of inquiry, defined not casually or haphazardly, but deliberately and with disciplined intention.  This is my question.   My own creative synthesis came after my dark night of the soul.  I realized that honoring my calling to service meant so much more than I had originally intended it to, and that it really was the perfect question for me to research.

   This chapter has described the central tenants of heuristic research as they relate to my own search for and discovery of my research question.  In the following chapter, I will document the methods and procedures to be used it the collection of the data for my study.

CHAPTER FIVE

METHODS AND PROCEDURES

     This chapter will discuss the processes through which I obtained the materials for my research.  However, prior to obtaining any material from my co-researcher, I must begin my research with a clear understanding of what it is I am asking of my co-researchers.  Therefore, I undertook a self-study prior to a study of anyone else.

     My thesis question is a mere twelve words.  Yet I have pages and pages in my journal, working and re-working those words, to solidify the perfect question.  By “perfect” I meant to say the question which most closely captures the experience I am interested in researching. 

     I  traveled through many of the stages of the heuristic research process again at this point.  I  accessed my internal frame of reference, tacit knowing and intuition to clarify and hone the question which most captured the essence of what it was I hoped to research.  These processes were facilitated through meditations and or rituals designed specifically for enlightenment in this area.  I also accessed old journals, to discover how my question had been present with me in the past, and then brought that presence forward into clarification of my question.  

     I completely identified with the focus of inquiry.  In places where my research and question did not command the respect they received at school, I felt awkward and annoyed, a little off balance, that this most central and crucial part of my life should go unrecognized, when it consumed my every waking moment!

     Of course, I  continued to self-dialogue, it is my chosen and preferred method of introspective work, taking place largely through my journaling.  I wrote in various “voices” and from different perspectives, employing varied techniques to clarify whatever it was that I was addressing.  This process was immensely helpful in preparing myself for actual research.     

     I immersed in my question through continued dialogue with friends, peers and professionals, as well as continued meditation and journaling.  My literature review enhanced this immersion process as well.

     Once immersed, I  participated in further in-dwelling within the world of my immersion.  I refined it through stages and layers, until I illuminated the certainty that it was time for my work to begin with my co-researchers.  Once my responsibility for preparing myself for the research was completed in this fashion, I was ready to obtain research material from my co-researchers. 

     Prior to interviewing co-researchers I needed to define exactly what I was looking for in a co-researcher, and how I hoped to go about finding respondents who would meet my criteria.

     I felt that qualified co-researchers would meet the following criteria:

1. The respondent will have an underlying inner intentionality which embraces the desire to be of service to humankind.

2. The respondent believes that this intentionality has  

has been a structuring and motivating force for at  least half of her/his life.

3. The respondent does not wish to, or feel able to,            

   ignore this motivational intention, but rather works      

   consciously to align her/himself with it.

4. The respondent may express this service to humankind

   through an occupation, religious or spiritual                   

   vocation, artistic expression, personal philosophy or  

   hobby.  It need not be visible to any others, but need 

   be present in the underlying intentionality of the  

   respondent as she/he lives each day.

 5. All individuals selected as a result of the above will  

   be provided with and contemplate the definitions of the   

   terms of my questions in order to determine if they feel 

   themselves to be ‘honoring a calling to be of service’.

It was my hope that by establishing the above criteria, I would identify co-researchers who were living their lives according to an inner calling to help others, which they felt compelled to honor.  

     Keeping in mind that a potential area of new learning could be found in the exploration of the illumination of ‘callings’ and ‘service’ outside of traditional areas of religion or vocation, I sought a varied range of co-researchers by utilizing the following methods:

1. Defined specific non-traditional populations relative to callings and service and approached individuals in these populations. 

2. Defined specific populations traditionally believed to honor callings to service and approached individuals in these populations.

3. Approached individuals whom I believe to be living a life of service which is not visible in their daily activities, but is present in their personal philosophies.

     Having prepared myself, defined the criteria, and secured a large enough sample of co-researchers to complete my study, all that remained was to prepare the co-researchers themselves for their interviews, and to conduct the actual interviews themselves.

     Preparation of the co-researchers was executed in two phases: providing them with written explanatory materials prior to their interview, and creating the ambience of the actual interview itself.

    I contacted each co-researcher via letter (see Appendix A- Letter to Participants) in which I stated the intention of my research and the requirements expected of them as co-researchers.  I included a copy of my chapter two, so that the definitions of my terms were made available to them, and included the above criteria for co-researchers. I also included some questions to be contemplated prior to the interview (see Appendix B- Guiding Questions for Participants).  Lastly, I included a participation release agreement (see Appendix C- Participation Release Agreement) the signing of which indicated each participant’s agreement to participate in the audio-taped interview, and willingness to have their results published in my masters thesis.  I contacted each participant after they received the materials and scheduled an interview time.

     When the actual interviews were to occur, the second phase of participant preparation began, in which it was necessary to establish a comforting ambience and a warm rapport.  I achieved this by securing a meeting place which was free of distractions, allowing enough time for casual “getting to know you” conversation, and leading the participant through a short guided visualization which  illuminated the essence of ‘honoring a calling to be of service’ prior to the actual interview.  During the interview itself, I introduced the same questions that the co-researcher had received in the mail, but remained sensitive and open to any direction in which the co-researcher wished to move.  I used reflective listening techniques to ensure that I understood what was being said, and used probes to take the participant “deeper” rather than “broader” whenever possible.  I ended each interview by asking the participant if there was anything else they wished to share.

     Immediately after each interview, I wrote down my impressions and identified the themes present.  Having traveled through these steps, beginning with self-preparation, conducting quality interviews and ending with self-reflection, I then devoted myself to the heuristic handling and presentation of the data illuminated in the interviews.

     Chapter six will describe the research results.

CHAPTER SIX

HANDLING AND PRESENTATION OF THE DATA

     This chapter is intended to discuss the manner in which I analyzed the material collected from my co-researchers.  While the title of this chapter, “handling and presentation of the data” sounds quite impersonal, it has been a very intimate journey into the varied worlds of my co-researchers.  In this chapter you will meet them (anonymously) and hear how it is for them to honor their individual callings to be of service.  Their stories, or “the data”, will provide the palette of colors from which an intimate and accurate picture of ‘honoring a calling to be of service’ will be painted. 

     In order to facilitate the reader’s understanding of the heuristic data analysis process, I will begin this chapter with a description of the process I undertook with each co-researcher, both during the interviews, and afterwards with the data.  I will then introduce my co-researchers, while maintaining their confidentiality.  I will then present the themes evident in my research, and will close the chapter with a creative synthesis which captures and combines my experience and the results of data.

     I conducted live interviews with 10 of my 12 co-researchers, and received two interviews in written form.  The live interviews averaged an hour and the written interviews averaged six pages.  While I offered my co-researchers some guiding questions, they were free to move in any direction that called them, and were free to include other materials as well. The interviews were audio-taped and then transcribed. With all 12 interviews concluded, I undertook Moustakas’(1990) eight-fold process for processing the data, 

OUTLINE GUIDE OF PROCEDURES

FOR ANALYSIS OF DATA

1) In the first step in organization, handling and synthesizing, the researcher gathers all of the data from one participant (recording, transcript, notes, journal, personal documents, poems, artwork, etc.).

2) The researcher enters into the material in timeless immersion until it is understood.  Knowledge of the individual participant’s experience as a whole and in detail is comprehensively apprehended by the researcher.

3) The data is set aside for awhile, encouraging an interval of rest and return to the data, procedures which facilitate the awakening of fresh energy and perspective.  Then, after reviewing again all of the material derived from the individual, the researcher takes notes, identifying the qualities and themes manifested in the data.  Further study and review of the data and notes enables the heuristic researcher to construct an individual depiction of the experience.  The individual depiction retains the language and includes examples drawn from the individual co-researcher’s experience of the phenomenon.  It includes qualities and themes that encompass the research participant’s experience.

4) The next step requires a return to the original data of the individual co-researcher.  Does the individual depiction of the experience fit the data from which it was developed?  Does it contain the qualities and themes essential to the experience?  If it does, the researcher is ready to move on to the next co-researcher.  If not, the individual depiction must be revised to include what has been omitted or deleted, and what are or are not essential dimensions of the experience.  The individual depiction may also be shared with the research participant for affirmation of its comprehensiveness and accuracy and for suggested deletions and revisions.

5) When the above steps have been completed for one research participant, the investigator undertakes the same course of organization and analysis of the data for each of the other research participants until an individual depiction of each co-researcher’s experience of the phenomenon has been constructed.

6) The individual depictions as a group, representing each co-researcher’s experience, are gathered together.  The researcher again enters into an immersion process with intervals of rest until the universal qualities and themes of the experience are thoroughly internalized and understood.  At a timely point in knowledge and readiness, the researcher develops a composite depiction that represents the common qualities and themes that embrace the experience of the co-researchers.  The composite depiction (a group depiction reflecting the experience of individual participants) includes exemplary narratives, descriptive accounts, conversations, illustrations, and verbatim excerpts that accentuate the flow, spirit and life inherent in the experience.  The composite depiction includes all of the core meanings of the phenomenon as experienced by the individual participants and by the group as a whole.

7) The heuristic researcher returns again to the raw material derived from each co-researcher’s experience, and the individual depictions derived from the raw material.  From these data, the researcher selects two or three participants who clearly exemplify the group as a whole.  The researcher then develops individual portraits of these persons, utilizing the raw data, individual depictions and autobiographical material that was gathered during preliminary contacts and meetings, contained in personal documents, or shared during the interview.  The individual portraits should be presented in such a way that both the phenomenon investigated and the individual persons emerge in a vital and unified manner.

8) The final step in heuristic presentation and handling of data is the development of a creative synthesis of the experience.  The creative synthesis encourages a wide range of freedom in characterizing the phenomenon.  It invites a recognition of tacit-intuitive awareness of the researcher, knowledge that has been incubating over months through processes of immersion , illumination and explication of the phenomenon investigated.  The research as scientist-artist develops an aesthetic rendition of the themes and essential meanings of the phenomenon.  The researcher taps into imaginative and contemplative sources of knowledge and insight in synthesizing the experience, in presenting the discovery of essences—peaks and valleys, highlights and horizons.  In the creative synthesis, there is a free reign of though and feeling that supports the researcher’s knowledge, passion and presence; this infuses the work with a personal, professional and literary value that can be expressed through a narrative, story, poem, work of art, metaphor, analogy or tale.  (p.51-52)

     Before presenting my findings, I must present my co-researchers.   It was my intention to choose a diverse sample of co-researchers, so that what was common to them all could be considered central to the experience of honoring a calling to be of service.  My literature review suggested that what little research there was on this topic was often paired with religion or employment, so I strove to create a group in which these areas would be represented but not over-represented.  Of my 12 co-researchers, 7 were male and 5 were female.  They ranged in age from 23 to 54.  Educationally, there were high school graduates, bachelor level, master level and doctoral level degrees represented.  Occupationally my sample was comprised of an interpreter, tool and die machinist, therapist, librarian, nun/therapist, lawyer, ex-priest/teacher/therapist, hair stylist, teacher, retail store owner, market researcher and college student.  One person was unemployed.  Six of the 12 were married.  All 12 had some meaningful spiritual belief system.  

     When the interviews and transcriptions were completed, I sat with the transcriptions and highlighted clarifying quotes, themes and evolutionary/historical information.  I typed these highlights up, and them cut them up, each on its own strip of paper.  Grouping like highlights together, 11 themes became quickly apparent.  This process was so simple, and flowed so effortlessly, that at first I feared I was doing it wrong.  I thought research was suppose to be painful!  Re-examination of the transcripts and highlights revealed the same patterns as the following 11 themes emerged once again, this time arranging themselves into an evolutionary sequence of three distinct phases.

THE EVOLUTION OF SERVICE:

· SERVICE AS A WAY OF HELPING

· Helping for gain

· Recognizing the call to serve

· Recognition of Divinity

· Lack of support

· DARK NIGHT OF THE SOUL

· Loss

· Discomfort

· Surrender

· Perspective

· SERVICE AS A WAY OF BEING

· Philosophical Shift

· Discernment

· Presence

· Congruency

SERVICE AS A WAY OF HELPING

     That there is a natural evolution of the motives for being of service was apparent early on in the research.  As I watched for it in subsequent interviews I saw that virtually 100% of my co-researchers felt that their original motives to be of service were as much for their own gain as anything, “desire to please people, pleasure at the affirmation of my parents.”  For some, the entry point into a life of service was the self service necessary to heal themselves, “it started with serving myself, working with my own pain and hurt at a very basic level of safety and security.”  These early expressions of service were self-motivated, later it will be shown the evolution continued, and shifted to the service of others for the others sake.  This is the polarity of the evolution of service, and it begins with helping for gain. 

HELPING FOR GAIN
     Frequently in the interviews, I heard admissions of  helping as a way to feed the ego.  It was this that prompted me to label beginning service as a way of helping and more mature service as a way of being.  “[My] service was connected to weak self esteem” one man admitted, and another said “I was way too codependent and focused on fixing peoples problems.”  Some were taught this style of service from the environments they found themselves in, “I’ve always been the knight in shining armor, especially at church.”  For others the gain was simply survival, “[I first recognized my call to service] in the crib with a depressed mother.”  Others consciously chose to help because they wanted something that helping held, “[I] thought my calling to service would make me whole, I would be the receptor of graces which would help me to endure.  That wasn’t the case”, and ”My Grandfather and three Aunts were hair stylists, and I recognized the power that changing people’s looks gave them.  People hung on their every word.  [For me it was about] power, insecurity and wanting to look good.”  The co-researchers were aware and candid about this period of their lives, “I’ve always been a person of service, I haven’t always had honorable intentions.”  

     Yet it must be stressed at this point that even in these earliest expressions of service, there is present the seed of the true calling.  It must be recognized that this awkward stumbling attempt at service is the entry point into the calling, the first hesitant and uninformed steps of the journey towards service as a way of being.  The next theme will explore the historical evidence of the calling to service.

RECOGNIZING THE CALL TO SERVE

     One of the most fascinating aspects of this research was listening to the co-researchers as they told their “service autobiography”.  They seemed to enjoy the archeological search into their pasts, looking for evidence that they were indeed called to serve.  Most everyone could site a childhood full of helpful activities, teacher’s helper, boy or girl scout, “do-goody student” , family hero, and the likes.  Many were ones that their friends could “talk to” when upset, peer counselors of a sort.  For some, there was dramatic evidence of the daimon at a young age, like the nun who was “fascinated with the lives of the martyrs” and was reading their life stories in fourth grade.  She admits “in second grade I was wearing dishtowels on my head” and by eight years old had experienced a mystical knowing while in church which would seal her life of service.  An interpreter for the deaf states “my call has been present since birth”.  She is a Hearing daughter born to Deaf parents.  A hair-stylist reveals “I would do Barbie’s hair, put it in corn-rows, the whole Bo Derek 1980’s thing.”  He was eight years old.  For others, helping in school and church evolved with age, so that they became student teachers, Sunday school teachers, church missionaries, and when old enough, moved into the peace corps, civil disobedience, or college programs in the human services.  As young adults they took their first professional steps towards service as a path.  

     Present in several interviews was the insight that at this young age one is too idealistic and uninformed to swear allegiance to such a serious path, and yet it is often in early adulthood that these decisions must be made.  A college curriculum is entered into, one takes religious vows, there is a certainty, a zealousness, there is no doubt.  Doubt will come later.  For now, there is a feeling of guidance, a recognition of the hand of Divinity, and an excitement to carry out the plans of the Divine.

RECOGNITION OF DIVINITY

     In retrospect, each co-researcher felt the presence of some Divine influence on their unfolding.  Some, like the nun, could trace the communion to their earliest memories, “[my] central intimacy has always been with God.  It’s where the essence of myself is most truly met."  Others looked back and saw it in the synchronicities and serendipities of their adult experiences, “someone other than my will was in charge of my life”.  They felt guided, often away from what they thought they wanted, “however, that was not God’s plan, and it was soon to be made known.”  This belief in a Higher Power, a willingness to view history not as a victim but as a willing participant in a greater mystery, is an important piece of the experience.  Those who honor a calling to be of service are not victims.  They do not wonder, as did David Copperfield, in the Dickens classic,  “whether I shall turn out to be the hero of my own life, or whether that station will be held by anybody else . . . ” (as quoted in Irving, 1985, p.71).  They recognize the many blessings of their past.  There is a dichotomy here, the recognition of Divine protection was frequently combined with an un-supportive environment.  The one did not negate the other, rather the two co-existed.  Optimism is present in my co-researchers, their glasses were half full even in the presence of contrary evidence.  

LACK OF SUPPORT

     It was not uncommon for my co-researchers to describe a sense of alienation in their earlier forms of service.  Most frequently there was an ideological rift between the individual and some group, “my thinking and way of being never fit into the congregation. . . . I’m most effective on the fringe, with the most freedom and the least surveillance.”  Whether a passive lack of support, or an aggressive attack against, most were able to negotiate the dissonance for some time, and some were able to negotiate support fairly easily.  However, if the dissonance did not dissipate, and if there continued to be no support for the individual, the stage was set for the next evolutionary phase of service, the dark night of the soul.

THE DARK NIGHT OF THE SOUL

     This second phase of service marks an exit from the old way of helping, and ushers in a period of personal crisis.  It is as if the helper has been giving too much of him/herself for the wrong reasons, and a wiser part, the daimon perhaps, initiates necessary changes.  Most of the co-researchers look back on this time as necessary to refining their way of serving.  Their original efforts and actions were too small for them, they had to leave the familiar behind.  But who willingly leaves the familiar behind?  Most often such a leaving is prompted by crisis.  This crisis of the soul is viewed by the co-researchers as a necessary instigator of liberation, and the precipitating event which allows for the final evolutionary phase of service.  The themes present in this dark night of the soul speak of a time when all that is familiar is lost, when there is nothing to fall back upon but the self.  It is an uncomfortable time, filled with anger, betrayal, confusion and reassessment of previously held values.

LOSS

     The dark night of the soul appears to be entered into through a loss of some kind. Some initiated the loss themselves, when they realized they no longer “fit” or could not support what they had been supporting, “confused, in emotional turmoil, and in extreme pain I departed my calling.”  One left a marriage of 25 years as it no longer fed her.  Another left a 20 year affiliation with an organization after discovery of unacceptable practices within, “doing the right thing in face of losing everything I’d worked for for 20 years.”  Still another left a women’s and children’s shelter she had created from scratch when she recognized her own incompatibility with the bureaucratic governing board. Several left religious affiliations upon realizing that the dogma presented within the belief system was flawed.

     For some the loss was not entered into willingly, but rather forced upon them.  A priest was asked to leave the priesthood, a church member was banned from the congregation, a spiritual or psychological malady such as depression or loss of faith came without a warning.  Regardless of whether the co-researchers chose to leave or were forced to do so, the results were the same, a period of discomfort followed by eventual surrender and a new perspective.

DISCOMFORT

     Losing a central facet of the self triggered differing responses in different people.  For some, there was a great deal of anxiety and fear, 

I had a lot of anxiety because everything I believed about myself and my world was no longer true for me and I had nothing with which to replace it with at that point.  There was a sense of it being terrifying, like I was being dragged kicking and screaming  towards being thrown over a cliff and not knowing where I’d land.

For others, anger was most present, “I was angry with God for bringing in this series of events which led to my leaving the Church shamefully.”  Some were depressed by their loss, “that’s when I got dark, and a lot of darkness came out, and I realized I couldn’t turn it off no matter how I tried to bury it.”  At this point in the evolution of service, a period of surrender is entered into, as there are no other options available.

SURRENDER


How is it that such honorable intentions can lead to such barren circumstances?  This is not why we entered into service.  This is not what we had in mind.  We were brave and available to our callings, we made sacrifices, we did all that we could.  And now, this.  There is nothing left but nothing.  Shaking fists at God is not helpful, friends cannot understand, there are no troubleshooting manuals for this topic.  Such are the thoughts of the co-researchers at this point.  Like small children after a tantrum, they have exhausted themselves trying to figure it out or fix it, and have cried themselves to sleep, the sleep of surrender.  The research suggests that it is at this very point in the evolution of service that the true calling and the true expressions of service begin.  It is in the silence of surrender that the truth is heard.

Part of the authentic journey, to be of true service, we need to go through this process so we can understand what submission is truly about.  Therein lies the calling . . . actualizing what was already present.  When we enter into submission we find our true purpose and become on fire.

Is this what the daimon, which guards the acorn of the calling had in mind all along?  Were we merely humored in the beginning, believing ourselves to be in control?  Or was it all necessary, we really were in control, and this is simply the next piece, a further unfolding of the call to service?  The last thematic piece of the dark night of the soul period, perspective, is where these very questions find their answers, as the co-researchers attempt to explain their journey thus far.

     Not all of the co-researchers traveled through all of the phases.  A few skipped this unpleasant part altogether.  They suffered no loss and experienced no discomfort.  They did not need to surrender to anything, but rather rejoined their peers within the evolved perspective.

PERSPECTIVE

     The rapidity with which this thesis moves from surrender to perspective is not intended to suggest that it was a rapid shift for those involved.  Some spent upwards of several years in this process of moving from surrender to perspective.  For others, it left as quickly as it came.  Regardless of how long the journey took, all of the co-researchers reached a point where things started to make sense again, or made more sense than ever before.

     Consistent within the interviews I conducted was the realization that honoring a calling comes at a price, “honoring the call asks me to live at my growing edges.  I have a fear of the unknown, and a fear that I’m not good enough. . . . a mistrust of myself and of Spirit, a lack of faith.”  It is at this point in the evolution of service that it is recognized in a new way that service of others will require self service,

Having this calling to do something for someone else always reflected back to me the state and issues of myself. . . . what right did I have to try and give someone something I wasn’t sure I had myself. . . . if your cup isn’t full how can you give of it?”

and diligent self-scrutiny, “I have to work with parts of myself that don’t want to be helped. . . . deal with my own pride and inflation and correct the effects of it.” One woman is clear that service starts at home, “the way to change the world is to (A)change yourself and (B)affect the people around you.  Another man states

I also realize there’s a sense of humbleness in this and [a need to] own my own shadow, because if I’m angry about something there’s that part in me [as well]. . . this isn’t some kind of utopian calling. . . . but something I feel a sense of urgency for.

     Obstacles to being of service are recognized, “I get hooked by compulsions and self limitations”, “judgement is a big obstacle”, “getting out of my own way is an obstacle”.  Recognition that uncertainty can be trusted is paired with frustration, ”[it’s difficult] to see a long range vision”, “I only get the next piece.” 

     The perspective gained during this last thematic period in the dark night of the soul ushers in the third and final phase of service, service as a way of being.

“I know that if you go there [dark night of the soul] you come out into the light, and that’s a tremendous gift.” 

SERVICE AS A WAY OF BEING

     A dramatic shift has occurred, from service as a way of helping to service of a way of being.  There is no longer a focus on results, it is enough to be oneself, “being the most conscious being I can be all the time – that’s service!”  A plan is no longer necessary, faith has been cultivated, “I’m enough and life is enough.”  Having lived through the evolution of their own calling to be of service, the co-researchers have learned to trust their own process and consequently the processes of others, “I got where I learned to absolutely trust each persons process”.

This shift is most evident as a philosophical reframing of the calling to be of service.

PHILOSOPHICAL SHIFT

     For many of the co-researchers, a recognition of the evolution of their service came for the first time during the interview process.  They seem to stumble upon the realization that their present motives are very different than their earlier ones, “[my] desire to be of service hasn’t changed, but the way in which I choose to be of service has.”  The earlier less than honorably intentioned expressions of service are seen as attempts to fill a void,

[my call to service] was an evolutionary kind of thing, with mixed motives at first, mostly for me – a power thing.  I wanted to know more, be smarter, my ego was engaged.  There was a gradual transfer off of myself onto other people . . . .

One man recalls, “earlier I was willing to give time to get something back, later I was willing to give because I had something valuable to give.”  Some came to the realization that a Higher Power had played a part in the transformation, “[I] experienced an awakening to self-service, and a by-product was service to others . . . not a conscious calling to service, but more like being an instrument of God and opening myself to his will.”  Some were surprised by the discovery, “the more I studied theology, the more I realized that this path that was originally to cover up [my weak self esteem] really was a calling to service.”  A big picture becomes present, 

There’s a stream of healing energy I feel I’m connected with and following.  It’s the undercurrent of my whole life.  Then there are discreet calls within it, a global call to be a healer, and then smaller discreet calls within it.

This new philosophy brings with the recognition of a need for the next thematic process, discernment.

DISCERNMENT

     If fools rush in where angels fear to tread, then these co-researchers have made the journey from fools to angels.  They have learned the fine art of discernment.  No longer acting in mindless service of another, they are thinking first, “discerning what is my call and not doing things because I see that they need to be done.”

     For some, this discernment aids them in taking care of themselves, “[before] I was willing to make sacrifices of time, loneliness, ultimately all the things I was once willing to sacrifice I am no longer willing to sacrifice.  [I’ve gone from] servitude to authenticity and integrity.”

     For others it is a method of maintaining honest motivations, “[one conflict is to] discern the desire to serve from the desire to obtain power, status or recognition . . . to discern divine will from my own will. . . . [The] capacity for discernment, I call intuition.”

     Discernment is one of the tools that each co-researcher has learned to use to make their lives easier.  No longer engaging in service as a reaction to something outside of themselves, they are instead taking actions that are so simple and easy that they are more of a presence than a performance.

PRESENCE

In the moment of service…the closest description as I think about it . . . I’m centered, I’m with myself, but in a heart touching heart connection with someone else . . . I know it, it can verge on my peak experience stuff, but it doesn’t have to. . . . I’m with myself as much as anything, and there’s a sense of timelessness to the moment . . . 

This quote, given by a librarian who is describing her most rewarding times engaged with people and books, captures the essence of the theme of presence.  There is a change in consciousness, “it only happens in context of service [that] my consciousness is different. . . . I recognize it now. . . . I wonder what’s going to happen next. . . . ”  It is as if life has been black and white, and these moments of true service are in living color,

[a moment of service has an] increase in clarity of all forms of perception combined with a certain energetic pressure internally.  Physically it’s an increased etheric vitality, emotionally I feel kind of excited, curious, interested, mentally I’m able to think things through clearly [and] see possibilities and directions intuitively. 

In being truly present to another person, one is able to transcend the ordinary, “[a moment of service has a] purity, timelessness, [I feel I am] in the presence of Divinity.”  “[There is a] spaciousness in my soul where I meet the transcendent.”  Service has become a holy act.

CONGRUENCY

     The last theme of congruency speaks of co-researchers coming home, home to themselves and to their passions fulfilled.  At this point in the evolution of service folks are having fun, “to see that what I do helps people live happier lives, be better people . . . it’s just fun – intrinsically fun!  I have a sense of being useful and that’s rewarding.”

     Many of the co-researchers have found a way to make a living doing what they love, and cannot believe their good fortune, “it’s like hanging out with my best friends all day. . . . I get paid to talk all day” says the hair stylist, and the librarian echoes the same sentiment, “I go to work everyday and get paid for being myself.”

   “Being myself” is naturally present within congruency.  In honoring a calling to be of service, my co-researchers no longer need to try.  “It’s just me being me”, “it’s almost like that other people get something is a side issue. . . . It’s me, it’s who I am, and that is cool!”  

     Service has evolved from what we do to who we are,  from something done for gain to an authentic way of being in the world and be-ing with others in the world.  “I believe we are suppose to be our best versions of our humanness, and that’s it.  It doesn’t matter what you do!”

PORTRAITS OF TWO CO-RESEARCHERS

     In an effort to bring the research alive, I describe the experiences of two co-researchers, whose stories parallel the evolution of service.  Identifying details have been changed to protect anonymity.  Themes within the portrait are noted in parentheses prior to the identifying sentence. Although the story is told in a sequential manner, the themes present themselves both sequentially and non-sequentially.

     Co-researcher number one is a 40 year old married mother of two. She is a free-lance sign language interpreter.  This is the story of how she honored her calling to be of service.

I facilitate communication between users of American Sign Language (ASL) and users of spoken English. This facilitation takes place when I accurately interpret spoken words, signs, thoughts, feeling content and intent from one language user to another. The short of it is that I am a sign language interpreter.

(RECOGNIZING THE CALL TO SERVE) My call has been present since birth. Even though I wasn't born the only hearing child of Deaf parents, I was raised that way. This has made me bilingual and bicultural. 

(LACK OF SUPPORT) Remembering back to my childhood my calling was vague and confusing. I had a sister who was hearing like me, who didn't live with us. She lived with  my grandparents, who were Hearing. Our neighbors were Hearing, my friends were Hearing. Reality outside my front door was a Hearing reality,  Inside my front door, a Deaf reality.  As I grew older I became more curious. I knew I was different and I wanted to know why. I also knew that I didn't know enough about the Hearing world to satisfy my curiosity. I decided that upon graduation from high school I would join the military. There I would have complete exposure to the Hearing world with no interference from the Deaf world. Maybe I would like

the Hearing world and decide to stay. I never would know unless I tried.

(RECOGNIZING THE CALL TO SERVE) My military experience showed me that I could not avoid contact with the Deaf world or those from it. At my first duty station, Nuremberg, Germany, I was exposed to Deaf people from another country. I found it fascinating that Deaf people from another country were just as deaf as those I knew from America. Even more fascinating was the fact that they signed German Sign Language.

(LOSS)  While in Germany my mother passed away. We were extremely close. Her death had a dramatic impact on my life. I was transferred to home where I spent a

year trying to assist my father with his affairs after my mother's passing.  My father was very dependent on my mother and his ability to function independently was almost nonexistent. To add to this he was an alcoholic.  My duty station in Warren, Michigan had Deaf civilian employees. These employees needed interpreting services for the various in-services and updates that came from higher command. Even though the station employed a full-time interpreter for the Deaf employees, there were the occasions that the interpreter was unavailable. It was on those occasions that I was ordered to facilitate communication in various settings. This was my first experience with "professional" interpreting.

(RECOGNITION OF THE CALL TO SERVE) From Warren, Michigan I was transferred to a combat unit in Massachusetts. Even there I could not avoid Deaf people. One of the commanders had a Deaf son who found me out and continually paid me visits.  By this time I was  married and well into my second year in the military.  My father's situation digressed and after receiving numerous petitions from his siblings, my commander issued me a honorable discharge from active duty so that I could further assist my father. Something I did not want.  The only marketable skill I had in the civilian world was my bilingual skills. So I applied for and secured a position as a vocational placement specialist for D/deaf people. While there I met a interpreter who also had Deaf parents. She persuaded me to take my state certification screening, "to see where I would place in college." Little did I know her true intentions.  I took the screening and passed with the highest level. That allowed me to interpret in the public schools, which I did. I also took attended college in a sign language studies program. I started with junior level status as I had an exceptionally strong foundation in ASL.

(LOSS) While in college my marriage failed, and my life was heading for the dumps. I sorely missed my mother, I felt that I would never be independent from my father, and I learned more about myself as a Deaf person than I cared to admit.

(DARK NIGHT OF THE SOUL) Confused, in emotional turmoil, and in extreme pain I departed my calling.

(DISCOMFORT)  I left the field of deafness. I quit my job with the schools, without completing my two weeks notice, and took a night security position with an automotive company in Dearborn, Michigan. I wanted to be as far away from deafness as I could get.  The security position was easy enough to secure. With all my leadership and security training I received through the military I was a shoe in. However, that was not in God's plan and it was soon to be made known.  

(RECOGNITION OF DIVINITY) My second day on the job, I was heading to my father's for a brief visit prior to going to work. On my way there I was pulled over by the police. My brake light was out. While running my driver's license through inspection it was found that I had a parking ticket which was not paid. This caused my license to be suspended and, in essence, I was driving on a suspended license. I found myself in jail.

(SURRENDER) While in jail I took the opportunity to reflect and commune with my God. I said, "Hey, I'm sorry but you're going to have to make it more clear than this. What do you want me to do?" I wanted a crystal clear sign from God where I was supposed to be.  

(RECOGNITION OF DIVINITY) God gave me what I wanted.  After a friend posted my bond and drove me home I found a message on my answering machine. It was from a community based interpreter referral service in Toledo, Ohio. They had a position opening and it was mine for the taking. I got my answer, so I took the position.

(PERSPECTIVE) Since that time I have gone independent, providing interpreting services across the tri-state area and am currently involved with establishing a Deaf empowered community service center of, by and for D/deaf people.  

(PHILOSOPHICAL SHIFT)  Even though as soon as I could, I ran to the Hearing world, and away from the Deaf world, God still kept Deaf people as a part of my reality. It was even ensured that in my effort I would have a taste of my true calling. 

(DISCERNMENT) The greatest obstacle in honoring my calling has been, and still is, ignorance. Our constitution grants the freedom of speech to every citizen, except Deaf people. They have to struggle and accept laws that continually keep them defined as handicapped. From my reality, deaf people are not handicapped and should not be considered as such. My father's only handicap was his alcoholism. My mother’s was her alcoholic husband. Their secondary handicap was a family that considered them disabled. If not for those two handicaps, they would have lived a rich, productive life.

(PRESENCE) The most rewarding part of honoring my calling is in the act of interpreting, when I can produce a perfect interpretation. It doesn't happen often, but when it does it's like euphoria. There are very few interpreters who can do this, mostly children of deaf adults (coda's). It's interesting to note that even if they produce a perfect interpretation I

feel a sense of elation. It's contagious amongst codas.  Shortly after acknowledging my calling, and accepting my true destiny, I realized that my soul mate would have to have had similar experiences as I did. I sought out, and found, another coda who is now my husband. He has provided me with more support than I could ever express. He understands the 3:00 a.m. emergency room calls, and shares in my sense of urgency to respond. He knows the greater cause behind what I do and encourages me to do all I can. When I am complimented on an interpreting performance, he knows the true difficulty behind what it took to earn the compliment.  

(CONGRUENCY) I am now where I feel I belong.

Co-researcher number two is a 35 year old married therapist, fairly new to the field after making a career change.  This is his evolution of service.

For the most part, my childhood seemed like that of a typical middle-class suburban child.  However, there was one significant difference between my peers and myself: I was raised as one of Jehovah’s Witnesses.  It is not an understatement to say that the Jehovah’s Witnesses are a “high control” religion.

(HELPING FOR GAIN) I had always been a studious, serious, “good boy” who went out of his way to be helpful to others.  As one of Jehovah’s Witnesses, I tried to live an exemplary life.  I studied the Bible intensely, actively preached to others from door-to-door about my beliefs and frequently taught others in our congregation as a public speaker.  In short, I was a very active Jehovah’s Witness.  I completely believed in what I taught.  I “knew” that Jehovah’s Witnesses were the only true religion.  

(RECOGNIZING THE CALL TO SERVE) Our work was to preach to the entire earth before Armageddon arrived, which would effectively destroy everyone on earth who was not a Jehovah’s Witnesses.  There was a sense of urgency.  There was a sense of privilege.  There was a sense of obligation. This work to build up others and myself spiritually was my entire life.  The vast majority of my waking hours were devoted to some form of activity associated with Jehovah’s Witnesses.  There were five meetings each week to attend, as well as extensive material to read and study prior to each meeting.  Going out in “field service” (door to door preaching) was also a part of every weekend.  Additionally, as a “ministerial servant” (similar to a deacon in other churches), there were various talks to prepare to deliver from the platform, ranging in length between 10 and 45 minutes.  I also regularly visited the homes of those who were “spiritually weak” or in need of various forms of spiritual encouragement.  In effect, nearly every aspect of my life was strictly proscribed, including the way I thought, the people I associated with, the way I viewed the world, the things I read, the things I saw, the way I spent my leisure time, the way I dressed, the way I spoke and the way I viewed and planned for the future.  As I think back to this time in my life, I realize that I was so busy “doing” that I had little experience of my own being.
At the age of 26, I married a young woman six years my junior.  The marriage was, in short, a disaster.  After experiencing a little over a year of emotional and physical abuse at the hands of my emotionally unstable wife, I sought refuge in the counsel of the elders in my congregation.  I knew deep down that the marriage was probably irreparably damaged and sought their solace, wisdom and empathy.  

(LACK OF SUPPORT) Instead of being a ‘refuge and hiding place from the wind’, I received criticism from them for my spiritual weakness and lack of faith.  Rather than a suggestion of individual or couples therapy, I was told that I needed to pray and study the Bible more.  Additionally, I was told that to separate and divorce from my wife would mean that I would receive additional censure from the congregation and relegate me to a life that would not permit re-marriage until it could be proven that my wife was “unfaithful” to me.

(DARK NIGHT OF THE SOUL) At this point, I had reached the end of my emotional, physical and spiritual resources.  All that I had trusted and believed in had seemed to fail me in my hour of greatest need.  The problems in my marriage left me drained, exhausted and defeated.  My treatment at the hands of the elders left me anxious and profoundly depressed.  

(LOSS) All but my closest friends and family withdrew from me, sensing perhaps that my spiritual plight might be contagious. 

(DISCOMFORT) I had truly reached my darkest hour.  An emptiness and disillusionment with my life and all that had had worked for continued to grow within me.  Yet, inexplicably, something continued to move me forward in this now surreal nightmare.  Against the advice of friends, family and congregation, I sought the aid of a therapist.  

(SURRENDER) I entered his office as a beaten, anxious, defeated shell of a person.  In my therapy, I was able to fill that emptiness with the joy of rediscovering the authentic Self that had hidden underneath my persona all these years.  As the journal entry at the beginning of this chapter illustrates, I experienced, for the first time, moments of connection both with myself and the world around me.  I experienced feelings for the first time in years that had been held down by compulsive activity and thought-stopping religious beliefs. I experienced joy.  I experienced pain.  I cried for the first time in years.  I felt as if I had come home to a place that I left a long time ago.  My life continued to blossom.  I began to experience more and more moments of magic in my life resulting from the sheer joy of being alive.  I felt, in short, transformed.  

(PERSPECTIVE) My inner work is well described by this poem by David Whyte (1992):

A garden inside me, unknown, secret,

neglected for years,

the layers of its soil deep and thick.

Trees in the corners with branching arms

and the tangled briars like broken nets.

Sunrise through the misted orchard,

morning sun turns silver on the pointed twigs.

I have woken from the sleep of ages and am not sure

if I am really seeing, or dreaming,

or simply astonished

walking toward sunrise

to have stumbled into the garden

where the stone was rolled from the tomb of longing. (p.3)

Indeed, it was a “longing” that moved me from that ‘dark night of the soul’ into the light of my awakened being.  But what was this longing?  How could I phrase my question to reflect the magical transformation I had undergone at the hands of such a mysterious force?

(PHILOSOPHICAL SHIFT) As I began to reflect upon my experience, I realized that although I was not conscious of the movement of my true Self, it was quietly working in the shadows.  I understand now that I caught glimpses of my Self at seemingly random moments throughout my life. Over time, the solitude and slowed pace of my life was making it possible to notice the ‘still, small voice’ of my authentic Self.  It began to draw me into directions I had never dreamed of.  Instead of co-dependently helping other Jehovah’s Witnesses or preaching to people from house-to-house, I became interested in assisting those who were truly in crisis.  

(SERVICE AS A WAY OF BEING) I volunteered at Common Ground and served as a crisis counselor.  From this work, I began to understand that difference between serving others because I “should” and serving others because it was who I was.  

(DISCERNMENT) Other things began to change, as well.  I began to dress the way I wanted to dress rather than the way I was supposed to dress.  I began to speak the way I wanted to speak rather than the way I was supposed to speak.  I began to do things I wanted to do rather than the things I was supposed to do.  In short, I began to live life from the center of my being rather than living life based upon the expectations of others.

Inwardly, this shift toward living a more authentic life was extraordinarily exciting.  

(PRESENCE) I began to feel more vividly alive than ever in my life.  A highlight during that time was my first trip to Europe.  It came at a time when I was awakening to the infinite possibilities that lay before me.  It also came at a time when I was beginning to become aware of the existential value of experience.

(CONGRUENCY) I am finally beginning to feel a true, consistent resurgence of my life force.  It seems as though energy is flowing from the very core of me, and it is having a positive effect of those around me.

     The evolution of service is quite evident in these two portraits.  Both men have gone from “doing” to “being”, both have come home to themselves, and now honor their callings to be of service through that being.  My creative synthesis of these findings follows.

CREATIVE SYNTHESIS:

A Buddha

     In Tokyo in the Meiji era there lived two prominent teachers of opposite characteristics.  One, Unsho, an instructor in Shingon, kept Buddha’s precepts scrupulously.  He never drank intoxicants, nor did he eat after eleven o’clock in the morning.  The other teacher, Tanzan, a professor of philosophy at the Imperial University, never observed the precepts.  When he felt like eating he ate, and when he felt like sleeping in the daytime he slept.

    One day Unsho visited Tanzan, who was drinking wine at the time, not even a drop is which is supposed to touch the tongue of a Buddhist.

     “Hello, brother,” Tanzan greeted him.  “Won’t you have a drink?”

     “I never drink!” exclaimed Unsho solemnly.

     “One who does not drink is not even human,” said Tanzan.

     “Do you mean to call me inhuman just because I do not indulge in intoxicating liquids!” exclaimed Unsho in anger.  “Then if I am not human, what am I?”

     “A Buddha,” answered Tanzan.

CHAPTER SEVEN

IMPLICATIONS AND APPLICATIONS


This chapter will explore implications of and applications for the evolution of service, within the realms of psychology, spirituality, education and modern culture.

     This research suggests that the field of service is often entered into as a calling of some sort.  The calling is often misguided, naive or self-serving at first.  A redefining of both calling and service are often necessary and often come disguised as a crisis.  Through this purging experience, honoring a calling to be of service evolves to a new level.  There is more concern for personal integrity, boundaries and inner congruency.  There is less concern with “doing” and a deeper recognition that being of service is a way of “being”.  How is knowledge of this evolution of service useful?

     It is useful because it bridges the gap between the mystical and the practical.  Honoring a calling is an inner process, led largely by intuition and faint stirrings of the soul.  It is a knowing that cannot be explained, and it has very little support in modern society.  Being of service is an altruistic and utilitarian act, with concrete expression in the physical world.  Were the two concepts to be paired together more consciously and more frequently, there could be exciting implications across the board.

     Within the field of psychology, both practitioners and clients could be better served if encouraged to view their circumstances with an eye towards being called.  A model honoring service as a calling could do much to revive the field of psychology, which in an attempt to prove itself quantitatively, has sacrificed much of it’s magic.  Psychologists themselves (as well as clergy, teachers, social workers and health care professionals) could come to view their own profession with a more soulful and mystical eye, and could create for themselves mediums of expression which would continue to infuse fresh inspiration and recognition.  Establishment necessities like managed care, billing, charting, collection and other such unpleasantness could be balanced by honoring the calling.  Remembering at all times that one is called, not just when a client has a good insight, or an insurance company grants another six visits, but every day, is a higher vision, and good to hold on to.  Daily attention to the mystery of honoring the call to service could diffuse burnout, balancing the scales of outer and inner worlds. Working with a model of service as a calling, psychology could assist clients in obtaining a deep strength-based understanding of their desire to be of service, as well as obtaining a personal knowing of their own motives.

     A comprehensive understanding of how a person comes to recognize, embrace and express their desire to serve could facilitate a re-framing of the commonly held pathology-based idea that those who are of service are so out of an inherent woundedness or co-dependency.  When an individual chooses to assist humanity in some way, there is often an assumption that the individual is “trying to heal themselves by healing others”.  This strips a calling of its dignity and soulfulness.

    Yet the research presented in chapter six suggests that helping for personal gain is a frequent entry point into service. Clarification of intentionality, by psychologists and clients alike, is necessary to bring motives into consciousness.  Helping for gain often leads to trial by fire. If a model were presented which honored the calling while teaching a less traumatic evolution of service perhaps there would be fewer “dark nights of the soul” and more of a natural evolution towards service as a way of being. 

     Clarifying intentionality opens the way for healthy spiritual commitments. Historically, it is not uncommon for a spiritual commitment to be made to a particular path. It is also not uncommon to reach the realization that the commitment will not feed the soul for an entire lifetime.  An understanding of the evolution of service could facilitate better thought out beginnings and gentler endings.  A commitment could be made to service itself, and not to a particular service industry.  Service as a way of being is consistent with all great spiritual disciplines, service as a “doing” is not.  This difference could be taught consciously, and built into the decision making process.  Were psychology to bring these awarenesses to both clients and practitioners, all would benefit from the empowerment such conscious awareness could facilitate.

     Educationally, much could be done to protect and promote the calling to be of service.  In other places and times, it was common for the elders of a community to watch their young people for signs of calling.  The idea that calling was inherently present in an individual was not an unusual idea, and when the calling began to show itself there were supportive and nurturing rituals to assist each individual in unfolding their potential.  

     Sadly, all that is left us of this process are the pieces barely evident in our educational system.  Signs of academic calling are recognized through test scores, and then promoted through further education.  Those who dance to a different drummer will not be recognized in this type of a system, and in fact may be discouraged or even penalized for expressing callings outside of the acceptable norms.  An honoring of the diversity present in learning styles with attention paid to individual captivations could produce confident, strength-based individuals who express realism and optimism concerning their life options.            

     Socioculturally, this research could reintroduce and restore a much needed understanding of the concepts of both callings and service.  If our society could find within itself the willingness to hold space for and protect individual callings to self-actualize, and could recognize that service to humanity is an essential, integrity-filled, deeply necessary facet of society, it could give that facet the respect and encouragement it deserves.  This could trickle down into individuals who would have the structure and support needed to express their unique gifts of service to society, and a mutually reciprocal cycle would be established.

     Finally, any who believe that what they do, they are doing because they have been called to be of service-- whether cutting hair, selling pens, ministering to a congregation, fixing automobiles or simply living a soulful brave life-- all could benefit from research which would empower their way of being in the world. 

     Throughout time, callings to be of service have been recognized and acted upon.  In modern culture this idea is most often recognized as myth or fairy tale, in a remembering sense, but rarely thought to be a viable pursuit today.  Modernizing the evolution of service, bringing it into a form that is congruent with societal times and demands, is a daunting yet necessary task.  Any who undertake this task must be called to do so, and deserve honor and recognition for this very important expression of service to humankind.
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APPENDIX A

LETTER TO RESEARCH PARTICIPANTS

May 2, 1998

Dear _________

     Thank you for your interest in my thesis research on honoring a calling to be of service.  I value the unique contribution that you can make to my study, and am excited about the possibility of your participation in it.  

     The purpose of this letter is to clarify the nature of my research and your role as co-researcher, to provide in-depth definitions of my terminology and inspiring questions for your consideration, and to obtain your signature on the participation-release form.

     I am using a qualitative research model, and will be seeking comprehensive descriptions of your experiences of honoring a calling to be of service.  Enclosed is the second chapter of my thesis in which I define the terms of my question.  I invite you to start with this material, and then move on to the enclosed questions for consideration.

     Through your participation as a co-researcher, I hope to understand the true essence of honoring a calling of service as it reveals itself through your personal experience.  Between now and the time we meet for the actual interview, I would ask that you immerse yourself with the enclosed materials and begin to relate them to your experience of honoring your own calling to be of service.  I am seeking vivid, accurate, comprehensive descriptions of how this has been for you, including thoughts, feelings, behaviors, dreams, struggles, people, places and situations connected with your experience.  You may choose to include personal journals, art work, poetry, music, or anything else which helps you to capture the essence of your experience.

     I would like to allow at least two hours for the interview.  I will record it, and transcribe it afterwards.  I will then analyze the data and construct a personal, anonymous depiction of your experience as I understand it.  I will then return this depiction to you for review and revision, before including it in my thesis.

     I look forward to working with you, and appreciate the time, energy and personal effort you are willing to spend in assisting my research on honoring a calling to be of service.

Respectfully,

Betz King BA, MA Psy.Cand

APPENDIX B

GUIDING QUESTIONS FOR PARTICIPANTS

1.   When did you first recognize your inner desire to be of  

     service to others as a calling?

2.   What were some of the earliest expressions of your  

     service to others?

3.   In what forms have you honored your calling to be of 

     service?

4.   In what ways has it been most difficult to honor this 

     calling?

5.   In what ways has it been most rewarding to honor this 

     calling?

6.   What has been the greatest obstacle to honoring your 

     calling to be of service?

7.   What has been the easiest part of honoring your calling   

     to be of service.

8.    Where have you found the most support in honoring your 

     calling to be of service?

9.    Where has it been most difficult to honor your calling 

     to be of service?

10. How has honoring your calling to be of service evolved  

     over time?

APPENDIX C

PARTICIPATION-RELEASE AGREEMENT

     I _________________________ agree to participate in the research study of “What is the experience of honoring a calling to be of service?”  I understand the purpose of the study and am participating voluntarily.  I grant permission for my interview results to be used in the process of completing a M.A. degree, master’s thesis, and any other future publications that may arise from this study.  I understand that I will not be identified by name or identifying demographic information.

__________________________      ___________________________

(co-researcher)


   (primary researcher)

__________________________      ___________________________

(date)




   (date)
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