
SBC February 17  

pre-Snowshoe, WV Intro to GC for Executives
As I am falling asleep last evening, I remember that Simon has left the crate of dishes I 
am procuring for the WV course in the driveway. I call the weather report--no rain until 
tomorrow afternoon-- and decide to go to sleep. 

This morning I am faced with what all parents face all the time, a degree of entropy that 
sometimes astonishes. As I feel my hand hovering over the "anxiety/fear/rage" switch (it 
has been summarily renamed)to calm it a bit,I find I can stop the reaction to the following 
and see it as a comic sketch. Here it is: 

Friday evening Si goes out with a friend and some time around 10 o'clock corners the car 
making a U-Turn, hits a curb, and gets a flat. He and friend change the flat. It takes them 
almost two hours, Si says, the special difficulty being the removal of the jack from the 
boot of the car. (I remind him that it is screwed in by expanding it so that it doesn't rattle 
when you drive; that in order to remove it, one has to screw it in a bit. Deep silence greets 
the reiteration of this information. Steve and I showed him how to change a flat a few 
weeks ago.) 

Switch to Saturday. I offer to loan Simon my car (against my own rules), so that he can 
drive the flat tire to the tire shop for repair. In order to put the tire in the trunk of my car, 
Si removes the carefully crated and packed dishes -- the ones I've been collecting for the 
course--and puts them in the driveway. 

Saturday afternoon, while M. is helping me with taxes, the tire shop calls to say the wall 
of the tire is beyond repair and we'll have to replace it. A hundred bucks. OK, then. Si 
returns my car and later takes his to have the tire switched from the spare to the new one. 

Switch to Sunday. As I fall asleep last night, the first action of this morning is visualized. 
Pull my car into the lower drive and replace the crate of dishes-- each one is wrapped 
individually in newspaper and rain is predicted today-- into the trunk. 

Out the door at 8 a.m., checking for my keys as I step out onto the porch. No keys. Si still 
has them. He has his keys, too. Reaction is brewing; hand is hovering over the master 
switch. I walk to the lower drive and see that in order to get his car past the crate of 
dishes, Simon has moved them up onto the edge of the lawn. This action of clearing them 
out of his way, but not replacing them where they belong in my car, makes me laugh. 
Something about being a 
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parent, the essence of it, is captured here. I heft the dishes--they are really heavy-- and 
carry them all the way up the hill to my car, which can't be moved since I have no keys. 

Even as I write this, laughter comes. Then an e-mail from Robert re: his public speaking 
(and his wearing of a yarmulke), and Curt's reply to Tom's evening e-mail ("I'll see you in 
Hell or in West Virginia"). which is, "Is there a difference?" 

Dunno. West Virginia looks pretty good to me at this point.  
Drumming and singing practice last night and viewing of the latest American version of 
Wuthering Heights. 10:45 a.m.  

Metaphors abound. 

In order to get to the grocery to buy the ingredients for the granola that I've promised to 
Patrick S. for the beginning of the course, I take the only car that I have keys for, an '87 
Toyota that we keep parked in the upper drive for hauling and snow storm driving (it is a 
fabulously reliable 4WD, if riddled with rust and totally broken up inside). 

I'm in the parking lot of Whole Foods, and begin to get out of the car, reaching for my 
various bags and containers, and find I cannot move. I'm pinned--literally-- in the seat. 

A few years ago I covered the ripped upholstery of the driver's seat with a fleece blanket 
and pinned it in place with upholstery pins. One of these has got my coat, in the very 
back where I can't reach it, and I'm unable to get free. My bags and containers fall out the 
door onto the pavement; I work myself free of the seat belt, and finally realize, if I take 
my coat off, I can get out. 

So I do. End of story. 

SBC 20 February 2008 
Once a GC course, always a GC course. 

In the lap of conspicuous luxury, we are presented with a multitude of unique challenges: 
Participants who have never met possibly needing to share beds? A Kitchen faucet that 
offers trickle of cold water only. A ballroom that is in a building where the plumbing is 
not yet installed. (A $3.5 million house, I am told.)  



And tonight when Jaxie and Curt arrive in Brandi’s, the Snowshoe Company Store (what 
the locals call it) Bar and Grill, the experience is one of being saved from drowning in the 
world of venture capitalism. 

That said, our host is lovely. Our accommodations lovely. Our prospects for the weekend
—with 6” of snow laid over all— are bright. 

Leave home at 5 a.m. Bank errand and then onto the highway by 5:20. Into Snowshoe at 
9:15 a.m., with the last hour over icy mountain roads (by raging rivers; slipping off icy 
roads into raging rivers was a recurring nightmare of mine during 10 years of therapy). 

And a day of skiing in accumulating powder snow. A gift. Aim to transform initial 
nervousness (always present when I ski, since I was a young child) is “See the 
mountain.” The mountain, however, is mostly in white-out. At noon, I switch aims to 
“Make friends with speed.” Last run of the day is a Black Diamond. A first. 

I grew up skiing, until age 18, and gave it up when I met Steve who doesn’t ski. (How 
silly.) Thirty years later, I try it again at my sons’ urging. The only thing that has changed 
is that I’ve improved, which I have to attribute solely to AT, since I certainly wasn’t 
practicing. 

Today I own the fact that I’m a good skier. And that skiing is an absolute joy for me. 

SBC 21 February, 2008 
Day One- Snowshoe, WV Intro to GC for Executives 

Awake just after six. Not wanting to disturb Curt, I go up 2 levels (there are 5) for 
ablutions before sitting. Sit with Curt and Jax. 

Afterward, a rendezvous with Bob M., our host, and his friend, the developer of Sawmill 
Village (in matters of personal like and dislike, I abhor developers, as a rule). We wait for 
the mountain to open and make 3 runs down, one taking B. on his first black diamond 
advanced slope, one where I am skiing a 3-minute run in Tom’s (the Developer’s) tracks 
(Speed is My Friend), and one alone, still fast, but maybe not as fast. Although, I do meet 
T. at the bottom where we arrive simultaneously, after he has skied a steeper-yet slope to 
the south. 

Meet Curt and Jax to retrieve Curt’s car @ the bottom of the mountain (Curt and Jax 
arrived last night in a snowstorm), and to provision for lunch. Greeting duties begin and 
run from approximately 1 p.m. – 6:45 p.m., with the last participant arriving in the midst 
of a second snowstorm; his luggage is lost by the airline and the last parking spot is 



taken. We can’t find his room, either, as my list has gone astray. But soon—with the help 
of others—he is settled, with a borrowed tuner, strap and metronome (mine), bought 
underwear,and T-shirts. 

I am 10 mins. late to the staff meeting at 5. 60-Points Exercise reviewed with Robert as 
the basis for a KT exercise this weekend. Dinner @ 7:30. Silence visits. House rules, 
practicalities (Curt is our House Manager), inaugural meeting at 9:45 followed by 
Robert’s words, which conclude with a talk-through of PoDN. 

SBC 22 February, 2008 
Day II Snowshoe, WV Introduction to GC for Executives 

Awake at 4:42 a.m. Good deal of work with new 60-Points rotation, tracking it through to 
33 or so. Keeping track of the 15-minute intervals breaks down at this point. Also a bit of 
wrastling with sensations/attention/AT semantics after Robert's talk to the staff yesterday 
afternoon. This prompts a request for a post-breakfast meeting with Robert. 

Silence at breakfast, a balm for the soul. Afterward, a meeting with Tony before the 
meeting with Robert discussing the SBC/TG machine which will go into operation after 
tea or tomorrow,  depending upon what the schedule dictates. 

In the meeting with Robert we speak of the ears in the hands and the ability to evolve (or 
the spontaneous arising of) mental understanding from the listening. Robert calls the 
ability to do this “integrated.”

For me, such understanding comes in pictures more often than in a narrative line, though 
as I write, I realize the relative untruth of this. Often I get whole clear sentences in my 
mind that tell me and my student what is going on, but never anything as specific as a 
system of diagnosis “Point 19” and so on. 

I hear myself saying that pictures are more useful than slogging through all kinds of 
feeling Stuff, which I did for years. It is work in GC which has directly developed this 
capacity, of this I am sure. 

At lunch, Robert says, “Circulation is an exact auditory representation of the character 
and condition of a group at any given time.” 

After lunch, KT, personal meetings, sur la table, until 3:15. 3:15-4:05 for First AT 
meeting with Execs. Sit-bones, verticality—what Mr. Alexander would call our birthright
—head balance,  arm relation and movement. Two fellows realize that what we are doing 
is directing awareness; one fellow says it is an “adjustment.” We talk this over a bit. 



On the way to the dining room/ kitchen for dinner, I pass Jax on the stairs. She mentions 
pasta. I haven't given Patrick my gluten-free noodles. No dinner for me! brings tears to 
my eyes. (this after making gluten-filled cookies for tea and telling Patrick “I’m over it!” 
in terms of feeling shortchanged by not partaking. God Hears.) 

The talk of the SSG turns to Mothers and obviously, some Stuff is stirred up here. I enter 
the kitchen—still fighting back tears—and cook myself dinner. When I take my first bite, 
I roll my eyes at Jaxie and say "Delicious!" We suppress laughter. 

At dinner special B'day dessert for Tony. By the end of the meal I see that if I am to keep 
singing I need an hour of practice per day. Kitchen cleanup with Dr. Cosmo and Bob M. 
We are fast and thorough. Executive level. 

Call home to good news; visit House Guitar Circle and it rocks a bit. Craving to be in it. 

SBC February 23, 2008 
Day III Snowshoe, WV Introduction to GC for Executives 

6 a.m. rising. As per pre-sleep agreement, yoga in lowest level, plus journal entry for 
Friday p.m. In sitting, I am next to Jaxie, Tony, Curt. Distinguished company. A rare 
privilege. 

Breakfast at 8. Meeting of SSG quorum at 9:15; staff at 9:30; Kitchen Team 5-Relations 
at 10. 

Executive Circle visit at end of their a.m. work. At 11:30, addressing with the Executives 
AT principles in PoDN. 

At 12:00, Tony-Sandra table turn-guitar work machine cranks into motion. This goes until 
lunch where the Second Floor Trio of Doom perform and acquit themselves admirably. 
Warm-up band of one is Patrick playing a solo piece that he composed. Such growth in 
his recent work. 

S-T machine back in motion from 2:30 until Tea. During Tea I’m spirited away by a 
friend in need. 

After Tea, Exec Circle–the last one–where Mayhem Lives. I’ve never seen anything quite 
like it–the mayhem- ness–and it is a cause for mirth and hard work on the part of Robert 
and the Buddies. 

A Point of Seeing that is–at first–imbued w/ mirth and incredulity, but later, upon some 
reflection, distills itself into the clearest understanding of What It Is We Do Here. 



Robert, Curt, and Tony are each in relation to their groups of four in the circle—and the 
Executives are a…jumble. I actually see Robert in front of me, in front of them, virtually 
shouting the count of 1 [2, 3, 4, 5,] into the faces of four people who are not able to see 
him or hear him at all. They are either counting so singularly and forcibly (and wrongly), 
that all their attention is taken up, or they are arguing with each other saying, “Where’s 
One?” “Are you One?” “No, I’m One!” 

Same thing is going on in Curt’s and Tony’s groups (they are actually behind their Execs, 
so the same, but different). The instructors then let go and move away a bit and what I see 
is their uprightness, poise, grace, quiet–in short, I see men–in contrast to the others 
casting and roiling about like monkeys. The Point of Seeing: I see men teaching monkeys. 

Monday morning as I write this I am moved to search the pages of my dilapidated copy 
of Constructive Conscious Control of the Individual by F.M. Alexander. 

(In the back of my copy, my hand written notes from April 12, 1980: “The constructive 
thinking will always take me into an unfamiliar feeling. Habit is a past feeling.”

 
1. Recognize with seeing and thinking, downward pressures in the mechanisms  
2. Work-out the constructive ways to change 

3. Put it into practice  
(“You must know the whole body is moving.”)

 
But back to the question of GC and Evolution of our monkey-selves into Man-Selves:

 
On Evolutionary Development From Constructive Conscious Control of the Individual: 

In the sphere of everyday life it will be found that in the opinion of ninety-nine persons 
out of one hundred, the consideration of “means – whereby” in connexion with the use of 
the psycho–physical self will prove a hindrance or an interference. These people are 
confident that they cannot attend to two things at once, that is, to themselves and to their 
work, business, or profession at the same time. It never seems to occur to them that their 
psycho-physical self is the instrument or machine by means of which they carry on their 
business or profession, and that their 

standard of success, therefore, in this sphere of their business or professional activity will 
be in accordance with the standard of functioning of this instrument or machine...it 



follows that due attention to the functioning of this instrument or machine is essential to 
the due and satisfactory attention to their business or profession. The confession, 
therefore, that they are incapable of carrying on, hand in hand, as it were, these two all-
important and interdependent psycho-physical processes is tantamount to an admission 
that due attention to the means whereby they can gain their “ends” will render them 
unable to attend to these “ends”; which is absurd! Such a confession, indeed, fixes the 
stage on the evolutionary plane where mankind, as a mass, stands to-day. Its certainly is 
not a very high stage, when we take into consideration the potentialities of the human 
creature. (pps. 268-269 CCCotI) 

Satisfactory evolutionary progress demands a continuous advancement, in individual 
psycho-physical activity, from stage to stage of cultivation and development. The primary 
desire or need in this connexion is that individual desire or need which is the stimulus to 
the development of those psycho-physical potentialities which enable the creature to meet 
satisfactorily the demands of the processes essential to the satisfaction of the need. The 
adequate development of these potentialities connotes the satisfactory standard of the co-
ordinated use of the organisms. 

It is obvious that a person who is satisfied with his present position on the evolutionary 
plane, with his present ideas, opinions, ways of life, etc., will not have the desire or feel 
the need for changing conditions which, consciously or subconsciously, he deems to be 
satisfactory. All advancement, however, is associated with the discovery and acceptance 
of ideas, principles, ways of living, etc., which are new to the individual. Anyone who has 
established a desire to live on, influenced only by past psycho-physical experiences, and 
who refuses to seek consciously for and to acquire new experiences, cannot expect any 
real advancement. (pps. 16-17 CCCotI) 

My take on this from this section of CCC and parts of Man's Supreme Inheritance is that 
mankind has not yet come upright (all one has to do is look around in public to see this 
confirmed) and that uprightness, which is equivalent to coordinated use of the organism, 
is dependent upon consciousness. 

This is What We Do Here, in the nicest possible way. 
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“A couple of photos from the morning of departure from Snowshoe.  
An image from the course that keeps coming to mind:

 
Sunday morning (the final meeting was Saturday night) at breakfast. I feel like I am not 
on the course any more. Patrick and Sandra have just performed. I notice there is an 



empty seat at the head table next to Robert. Sandra and Patrick come in from performing 
and Sandra takes the empty seat at the head table.

 
In that gesture, of Sandra filling the seat at the head table next to Robert, I am back on the 
course. For the first time on the course, all 4 instructors are sitting at the head table (Curt 
to the right of Sandra, and Tony to the left of Robert). All is right with the world and this 
is the moment for me that the course has a proper completion. “ Jacqueline’s post 


