My Smoking Experiment

I had been a smoker since the age of sixteen when I had wanted to figure out how
smoke could be inhaled through my mouth and come out my nose. After all, food
did not come out my nose, at least not on purpose. Of course with the study of
anatomy and physiology in future years, this and many other questions would
eventually be answered; but in the meantime, and six years later, my body had
become quite attached to cigarettes.

As a health educator I was committed to teaching health to students in a way that
would connect with their natural knowing. I also wanted to be a good role model for
them. While drawing diagrams of lungs, alveoli sacs, and bronchial tubes on the
blackboard, I had a realization of what I was doing to my own body. Despite this
occuring in the mid-seventies, before the public scare about cigarettes being so
hazardous had begun, the awareness was clear to me: "Stop This! Stop smoking!”

But I loved smoking. How could I quit something that I loved and that my body
definitely wanted? I had never tried to stop something before that I loved doing.
Yet, it didn't matter what I thought. The realization was clear. I could not ignore the
clarity.

Based on this intuitive instant, I embarked on a smoking experiment. Curiosity
always seemed to draw me in, like a scientist. I had to explore what might be
revealed. So, starting on that day, I would be aware of every aspect of smoking as
I was doing it, from the fifty cents I had to have in my pocket on a daily basis, to
the crackle of the cellophane wrapper when I took it off the pack, to the lighting
and glow of the cigarette being lit and the initial taste, to the inhale and exhale of
every single drag into and out of my lungs, to the visual satisfaction of seeing it
come out my nose and mouth, as well as all the other rituals of the smoking habit.
Interestingly, I had no judgment about any of this, as far as good or bad. No
pressure. No expectation. I had a desire to quit and the rest was an experiment.
My job was just to be totally aware of what I was doing while I was doing it.
Nothing else.

I continued to smoke a pack to a pack and a half a day for a year. I never tried to
quit or cut down at any point, or judge myself for the length of time I was still
smoking. Then, while sitting on a stool in the kitchen and talking on the phone with
a friend, and smoking a cigarette, I put the cigarette out. Five minutes later, I said
to my friend, "I think I just quit smoking." It was over just like that! No suffering,
no trying, no guilt, no judgment. I haven't had a cigarette since. That was 1974. 1
was 24 years old.

The experiment of "paying attention" was so easy that I had no explanation for how
it actually worked. It was a mystery. Nothing I had read could confirm this ease of



change. A six year addictive habit that I dearly loved, had been dissolved without
any effort, judgement or suffering. How could this be?

My conditioning had been that everything worth doing required effort and suffering.
Yet it was as though quitting smoking had done itself. Paying attention to what I
was doing while I was doing it was the only requirement, and how could paying
attention to the moment be effort? It was simply being aware of what was already
going on in the moment, nothing more, nothing less. No inner commentary running
in the background of my mind making judgments or drawing conclusions about the
progress or failure of the experiment. Just an awareness of the habit in the
moment, and a sincere desire to quit. Sincerity is key.

Sometime later I came to a deeper understanding. I realized that without paying
attention to the moment, behavior and habits are just spinning through time,
unattended by conscious awareness. Conscious awareness is the recognition of
what exists free of what you think. Free of judgment.

How can anything dissolve if the behavior is continually denied or avoided, judged
or defended? This denial and judgment is also a habit, designed to keep the habit in
place. Once attention is placed directly on the habit, without the slightest avoidance
or judgment, the habit can eventually rest. What gives habit momentum is the
story of avoidance or denial around it. When the story is dropped and just the habit
is exposed, without sentiment or emotional drama, it's over!

This experience of awareness began to impact every aspect of my life. I realized on
a deeper level that awareness was the Mother of Change! 1t was like a domino
effect. I began exercising, eating healthier foods, sitting quietly, reading
everything, and writing. It was as though the flow of words was coming from
another realm. Through this awareness, new realizations were emerging with every
breath. I would come home from teaching a full day at school, sit down at my desk,
and write for another six hours. It was as though I was being called into unknown
territory, territory that felt safer than the womb. Gratitude was my constant prayer.

If one day I am offered a wish
for anything my mind can fathom,
I hope my thoughts are mellow

and my behavior loving.




It is then that this force directing me
will be understood,

And my petition genuine.

When I was offered the opportunity to teach high school at another school, this
uncharted new territory expanded into the classroom. I found myself writing new
programs filled with the inspiration to bring attention to the moment and see what
is revealed. The theme of every class, no matter what the title or content, was to
pay attention and ask, not what is correct, but what is obvious as revealed through
listening carefully to the messages of the moment—to the messages revealed
through stillness. I had already discovered for myself that society was not an
enlightened model. I wanted to help confirm for these students that their natural
intelligence was the only model. This, I hoped, would help them discover what is
true outside of the realm and craze of social acceptances, and initiate an
amazement of life known only to the heart.

We are born into complexity
and told to be simple.
We are raised in confusion
and told to be wise.
We are encouraged to compete
and told to cooperate.
We are asked who we are

and told we are not.



Teacher's watched curiously as I pushed the ordinary interpretation of an
acceptable health and wellness curriculum. Awareness became the core of
everything, from meditation and yoga classes, to nutrition and inner health studies,
from breathing and fitness exercises to chopping broccoli and seeing auras. There
was no separation. Linking awareness with everyday life became the norm. I was
filled with a recognition and a gratitude that held everything sacred and connected.



