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February 16, 2020 
 
As I sit down in premium class on this airplane, I feel a sense of floating. A feeling of 
being above and beyond. It is so difficult, even for a left-radical like me, to see this flash 
of class superiority as an illusion instead of something to which I am obviously entitled. 
 
I spend a lot of time thinking about how to awaken folks with high net worths to the joy 
that’s available if they can align their money and their hearts. But I spend very little time 
in this cozy space of luxury, where everything whispers, “This is home.” The pull of it is 
so strong. 
 
Can I start, perhaps, by acknowledging the depth of the contradiction? I stand for a 
world built on regenerative ecological principles and the equal worth of every human 
being. And I revel in the fresh squeezed OJ offered to me with such delicacy in my huge 
seat on a Transatlantic flight. I will not pretend there is no contradiction — there is, and 
it’s deep — but I also won’t pretend it’s easy to find my way out. It ain’t. 
 
If you are struggling financially, I can imagine this post reading as preposterously out of 
touch. And if you’re used to luxury, I can imagine this reading as silly and self-righteous. 
Quite a chasm. I don’t know how to cross it. For now, I’ll just gape. 
  



 
 
January 14, 2020 
 
One reason to shift from an external sense of self — I am who others perceive me to be 
— to an internal sense of self — I am what I feel myself to be — is that it brings much 
deeper and more lasting satisfaction. I’m proud to say that I’m nearing the end of this 
particular journey, to the point where my desire to be seen as awesome is eclipsed by a 
much greater desire to be myself, awesome or not. And it feels safe and grounded here. 
I recommend it. 
  



 
 
December 4, 2019 
 
The soft feeling of depression that has got ahold of me now keeps whispering in my ear 
the stories of my failures. There were so many things I wanted to achieve, in the past 
year, and in my life, that I haven’t been able to, and the little hurt boy inside doesn’t 
know how else to tell me he needs caring for. 
 
The lie I swallowed, that so many of us swallowed, runs very, very deep. My worth as a 
human, I keep trying to tell myself, has nothing to do with my status, my bank account, 
or the ease with which I can make things happen. I am not less worthy than the wildly 
successful filmmaker I never became, or the Instagram star I hear I must become to get 
my message out on the scale I dream of. 
 
Lazy me, sad me, heavy me, the me who can’t manifest his dreams, even the me who 
gives up on them — he is worthy, too, I remind myself. But it is also true that while I’m 
not alone in that belief, I am in the minority. Success, even belief in one’s future 
success, brings with it so much more support, in every form, than does sadness or self-
doubt or, God forbid, despair. 
 
I am touching the bottom of this depression, and it’s not that deep, I am grateful to say. I 
can hold it just fine and settle into it like it’s an old blanket. I can bring enough love to 
myself, and accept enough love from others, that I can see my way out easily enough. 
But God, how I wish that we could, all of us, and all at once, outgrow the story that put 
me here. 
 
And replace it with this one: we are all glorious beings, capable of flowering and shining 
like the most gorgeous plants and animals of the Earth. We just need love, 
unconditional love, from each other. That’s all. 
 
 
  



November 20, 2019 
 
If there is a single universal trauma, it is around responsibility. It hurts too much for 
nearly everyone to say, “I hurt you, I made a mistake, I wish I had done different, and I 
am sorry” from a genuine place. Me too. 
 
I think because we were nearly all traumatized by our caregivers and teachers with the 
idea of doing something wrong. Doing something wrong meant something was wrong 
with us. So we cannot internally and honestly accept fault without that meaning that we 
are fundamentally flawed. So we come up with a thousand ways to shirk. 
 
If we want a world where people take responsibility for the effects of their actions, we 
need to make it so that people feel they will be more accepted, not less, once they own 
up. We need a culture that says, “No matter how awful what you’ve done is, you are still 
deserving of love.” 
 
 
  



October 28, 2019 
 
I just finished up three days at SAND, aka the Science and Nonduality Conference, and 
what I got from it is that we’re close, very close, to a critical mass of left-brained, 
analytical folks understanding that the solutions to the deepest problems cannot be 
found in the mind, but must emerge through an embrace of mystery and heart. 
 
For us spiritual types, it may seem obvious that climate change can’t be solved with 
spreadsheets or technology; that the logic of the market will not solve the crises of 
civilization; and that there can be no effective politics without mass healing and 
awakening. It’s obvious, if you navigate the world with your heart. But it’s not at all 
obvious if your primary sense-making tool is reason. 
 
Until now. Or at least until soon. SAND featured scientists arguing for the reality of 
synchronicity and psychic phenomena and the healing power of awe. Its emergent 
orthodoxy is a belief in consciousness as the ground of existence, not matter. And it 
seemed everyone there was open to the idea of an eternal flow of love permeating all 
things not as some abstract BS we talk about but don’t believe, but as demonstrable 
fact. 
 
For years, I allowed myself a certain defeatism when it came to my core beliefs. A 
worldview centered on a benevolent consciousness—well I believe it, I FEEL it, but I 
often shrank before the cold hard rationalists and materialists who claim a monopoly 
over the philosophic realm. And as a culture, we’ve done the same: ceded the Big 
Debate—what is really going on here?—to the most disconnected people in the 
conversation, as if their very dissociation, their lack of feeling, was evidence they were 
right. 
 
At SAND, I saw that changing. The heart is smarter than the mind, even if it isn’t as 
organized. The poet knows the truth before the physicist stumbles upon it. We feelers 
and healers and shamans and witches have been waiting for our scientific compatriots 
to join our side. And now they are coming, coming with all their tools, so we can stand 
together and say: we don’t know the way, but let’s stumble forward together, toward 
love. 
 
 
  



September 14, 2019 
 
At Burning Man a few weeks back, I spent an evening biking around the Playa on 
mushrooms with my dear friend David Brundige, smiling wide and feeling joy flowing up 
and down my narrow frame, looking at stars and art and laughing about everything and 
nothing. “What would it take,” David asked me, “for you to feel this way all the time?” Or 
at the very least more of the time? Or what about just sometimes? Do I need 
mushrooms to feel joy? 
 
I dug around my psyche, dug around my body, looking for the trapped pain I expected 
to be the block, only to discover it wasn’t there: it felt like the well or wells of trauma had 
been thoroughly drained, puked or cried out, or just plain healed. I could feel, yes, some 
pain still lingering about, but the pain was not holding me; I was holding it, and it was 
not blocking my joy anymore. So why? Why am I not living in joy as my default? Why 
these sloped shoulders still? And the flat affect of my voice? And the cynical 
disposition? Is it habit? What? 
 
I wasn’t supposed to go to Burning Man. First, I didn’t want to go that much. Second, I 
didn’t have any money. Third, I had no ticket and no camp and a complete 
unwillingness to do any planning or logistics. And yet, everything conspired to bring me: 
a free ticket appeared, courtesy of a dear friend, which set in motion a whirlwind of 
synchronicities and gifts that made the trip easier to take than resist. Begging the 
question: why? Why was I there? If the intelligence of the universe is working to bring 
me, certainly it must have a good reason? 
 
On the night the Man burned, the night after my journey with David, I was pondering it 
all as three friends and I went from art car to art installation, alternately dancing and 
chatting. The joy was flowing again, that unfamiliar fluttering feeling, but as I wasn’t as 
high, I was able to catch, just as it showed up, the resistance I have to it. A twinge of 
guilt, or more precisely, that faint sense that I’m doing something wrong, or... hurting 
someone? Yes, like I’m hurting someone. 
 
Who am I hurting with my joy? And I knew the answer: my dad. In the house I grew up 
in, joy was as rare as Monday Night Football - that is to say, never. And it wasn’t just 
absent, it was, ever so subtly, frowned upon. Not consciously. But frowned upon 
nonetheless. To experience joy, or to express it, was somehow to betray my dad. I had 
never had the thought, but the feeling was unmistakable. 
 
Here’s the backstory. My dad was born in hiding in the south of France in 1944. After 
the war was over, his parents moved him to New York and, throughout his whole 
childhood, pretended they weren’t Jewish, made no mention of the relatives they’d lost 
in Poland, and as far as I can tell, never properly grieved. My grandmother, who died 
when I was 15 or 16, never showed me any love. She was still holding it, all of that pain. 
It ran so deep that to buy her grandson a gift for his Bar Mitzvah was too much for her. 
My uncle once asked her why it was so hard for her to be affectionate and she 



responded, as I remember him telling me, that to show love would be like pissing on the 
graves of her family. 
 
Betrayal. That’s it, right there. Passed down from my grandmother via my father, a story 
I told half of in my play, revealing itself fully at Burning Man: I don’t feel joy easily 
because my body believes it to be a betrayal of my dead relatives. That’s the block. 
That’s why, after all this self-work and deep healing, I’m not flitting about with a big 
smile on my face. The thing to do about it is clear, too. I just need to do things that bring 
me joy. Build up those pathways in my brain. 
 
“I know why I came to Burning Man,” I said to Dorna Pourang, who had put the most 
effort into getting me there. We had assumed it’d be some big reason. Like I’d meet my 
wife. Or talk to God. Or find the right partner for my most ambitious project. Nope. “I 
came to Burning Man to have fun.” 
 
 
  



August 3, 2019 
 
It's like there are two parallel worlds. 
 
There's the world where we know someone has genuine gifts to offer and offers them 
with love. Then there's the other world, the commercial world, where we don't really 
care how genuine a person is, only how much credibility they have, how much attention 
they've garnered, etc. 
 
We tend to speak as if we lived in world #1. But by any concrete metric, we tend to hire, 
invest or spotlight projects and people of world #2. It is in this crack that I've had my 
heart broken again and again. I seem unable to accept the cultural gap between what is 
real and what is advertised as real. It hurts, keeps hurting, keeps hurting. 
Some days, days when it hurts the most, I wish I could dissociate and participate in the 
great lies that are everywhere around us. But what I really want is enough of us to join 
together and start valuing real things in real ways. So we can topple the false gods 
together. 
 
  



June 27 .2019 
 
Three days left at the Empath Popup. 508 E 12th. 
 
So far we've delved into black anger and white guilt, worked to hold the pain of 
patriarchy, held a cacao ceremony to heal the root causes of sex trafficking. 
 
We've had dozens of circles of strangers sharing their deepest truths. We've had an 
eight-year-old teach a seminar on empathy. We've talked about our fears around 
money. We've cried a lot. 
 
We've hung out and danced and sang. We've had impromptu karaoke and shamanic 
drumming. We've had people who've never experienced any form of ceremony in their 
life intentionally offer lavender into a bowl of sacred water. We've channeled ETs (yes, 
really). 
 
And we've done all this as ourselves, showing up in our mess, no branding other than 
here we are, no pressure to be otherwise, in all our humanness, confused and lost 
sometimes, and sometimes in our gifts, as healers and holders. 
 
Three days left. Here's what's on tap... 
 
Live drawing and intuitive work with muralist Parastou Marashi Thursday afternoon from 
3-5. Conscious slow-dating with Bailey Robinson and Steve Dean at 7pm. And after, an 
Unbar where you can connect with people without drinking, running till whenever we 
feel like closing. 
 
Then Friday, at 3pm, we heal trauma through improv class with Jenn Welch. At 7pm I 
take the stage and do a final performance / Q&A / I don't know what. Then we lounge 
and feel and sing. 
 
Saturday, we say goodbye. Doors open at 2pm and close whenever. We give thanks to 
the community that wanted to form around this space. We close the circle. If you haven't 
had a chance to say hello, please come to say goodbye. 
 
What I've learned is that you don't need to solve for community. Community solves for 
itself if you provide a safe space. What we're doing that's original is being ourselves in a 
commercial space. And offering you the opportunity to be yourself. Without asking 
anything of you. (Other than to take off your shoes and, pretty please, sign the 
guestbook.) 
 
 
 
  



June 23, 2019 
 
I feel like giving myself credit. Me and Bailey Robinson and Jess Mason. We have 
created a space for true healing and connection in a store front in New York City. I've 
always wanted it and never seen anything like it. You walk in off the street, you sit 
down, you talk honestly with people you've never met, all in an environment that is 
emotionally safe and nourishing because of the awareness and love of the people 
holding it. 
 
After decades of cringing and shrinking in corporate and social environments that subtly 
or not so subtly communicated that my true self was not welcome, that I had to act or 
seem a certain way to be accepted, I have manifested, with the help of Neil Parikh, a 
home (in a commercial space!) where everyone gets to be themselves. We're meeting 
the need for connection for real. And we're giving it as a gift. 
 
And the events! We had an 8 year old teaching empathy (with her mom Schuyler 
Brown)! We've held impromptu seminars on trauma. Tomorrow Kanene Ayo Holder and 
I are talking about black anger and white guilt. Next week we're doing a conscious 
singles night. And a shamanic ceremony to end sex trafficking. We're doing these 
events because they feel right, because they've emerged organically. This is the real 
thing. 
 
 
  



May 29, 2019 
 
Spiritual growth tip #273. Do not try to show up in all your power. You are either 
showing up as trying, or showing up as hiding the part of you that's scared. I 
recommend showing up as you are, with your desire to be in your power and your fear 
that you're not yet enough. Own that, own all of that, and you're more powerful than 
whoever you were trying to be. 
 
 
  



May 24, 2019 
 
In March, two dear friends and I put together a plant medicine retreat in Mexico with the 
theme "Total Transformation into Your True Self." I was guiding the experience, but I 
was also participating. My own journey was to circle what appeared to be my deepest, 
rawest wound. I was a baby, three days old, and my mom turned away from me, 
disappointed. I felt her disappointment as death; I couldn't handle it. One part of me 
went traveling into her pain, and has been traveling into everyone else's pain ever since, 
to make sure no one is disappointed in me. I became, in other words, an empath. I've 
gotten to know this part; I've integrated it, healed it, and have been sharing it with others 
as my gift. Another part of me shut down completely and disappeared behind a wall of 
fear. 
 
In my last Ayahuasca ceremony, I peeked behind this wall for the first time. The infant 
was helpless and needy. He was so needy, in fact, that as I embodied him, I literally 
could not be left alone for a single second. Two kind souls took turns watching over me 
while I intermittently wailed, heaved and convulsed, lest I spin out into unendurable 
terror. I was trying to rescue the infant by feeling what the infant could not feel. I 
integrated this pain for six hours, bit by bit, until I couldn't do it anymore. And then I 
stopped. I wasn't done, but I was done for the night. 
 
As I've shared, with honesty that borders on self-pity, my greatest source of pain, for the 
last fifteen years, has been money. I give my whole heart to projects that inspire me, I 
offer my best self on the altar of capitalism, and despite moments of apparent 
breakthrough, I keep returning to broke, then debt, then desperation, then 
hopelessness. An older version of me believed that something was fundamentally 
wrong with the world. How could it fail to provide for me when I give my all? There's 
something true in this analysis. But what feels truer is that I am replaying, again and 
again, a formative trauma. It is this same trauma of the infant whose mother turned 
away from him. This infant simply will not allow me to experience the safety of financial 
stability without my holding him first. 
 
This morning, I had breakfast with an old friend. Years ago, we collaborated on a project 
that, thanks to his genius and hard work, ended up earning him millions, but left me with 
just a really big scar. We had a lovely time, and I left feeling good. But over the next few 
hours, sadness overtook me, until I found myself, on the subway, with my hand to my 
heart, crying my eyes out. I was embarrassed, but I was also proud. Whatever the 
people around me may think, I am reclaiming myself, all of myself. I have shaken off the 
illusion that there's anything to fix out there, and I am doing what I can, at the pace I 
can, to give myself the love I need to thrive. 
 
 
  



May 20, 2019 
 
It’s just tuning into what you’re feeling, admitting the feelings into your awareness, and 
learning, over time, to express your feelings to yourself and to others. All the reasons 
why you haven’t been able to feel or acknowledge or express your feelings will then 
appear. Working through these obstacles, one at a time, is the work of liberating 
yourself. 
 
I am here, almost entirely here, in my body and in my own experience, willing to own 
whatever appears within — and I can’t recommend it enough 
 
 
  



May 17, 2019 
 
If enough of us decide to be ourselves, all at the same time, and to support each other 
with all our resources, nothing would stop us. It would be the ultimate jailbreak. 
 
  



April 29, 2019 
 
A friend of mine asked me for some help today. She was realizing she has spent much 
of her life numb. She wants to soften, but is having a hard time of it. I wrote back to her: 
 
I want you to know that it’s okay to numb yourself. Numbing yourself is a healthy 
reaction to overwhelming or intolerable circumstances. Forgive yourself for being numb. 
 
I want you to know that being healed and whole is not better than being wounded and 
split. It’s a journey, like aging. And each step, like each year, is as valuable as the step 
before it and after it. 
 
And I want you to know that all there is to learn is to bring love to the hurt places. And if 
you don’t have love to bring, then bring some love right there, to forgive yourself for 
being where you are. 
 
You don’t need to grow and change to live your destiny. Your destiny is growing and 
changing you already. 
 
Love, 
D 
 
 
  



April 3, 2019 
 
I walked into a healthy-ish fast food joint. The man who makes the bowls asked me how 
I was feeling. “So so,” I said, honestly. 
 
“Why so so?” 
 
“Someone just flaked on me.” I was frustrated, even sad, watching my afternoon plans 
disintegrate. A mild heaviness was also descending. 
 
When I went to pay, the cashier said, “This one’s on him.” She pointed to the man who 
made my bowl. 
 
“Really?” 
 
“Yup!” 
 
And just like that, the frustration melted, the heaviness lifted and I felt a wave of 
gratitude. A smile came to my face. 
 
“Thank you so, so much,” I said. 
 
“I hope you feel better.” 
 
“I do already.” 
 
Thank you to this man. Thank you to people who pause, pay attention, and give 
because they want to. It makes such a difference. 
 
 
  



March 26, 2019 
 
The greatest news no one ever shared with me is that healing, deep healing, is actually 
possible. It is actually possible to move from anxious and fearful to calm and loving, 
from depressed and empty to light and joyful. The mental health establishment teaches 
us that it's possible only to manage our misery, but never transmute it. But it IS possible. 
Not merely by your outer circumstances changing, but by reorienting around your needs 
as they appear, day to day, trying to be honest with yourself about what they are, and 
listening to your intuition about what healer or healings you're called to. 
 
As I meander through life, having interactions with all manner of mentally unwell but 
perfectly normal folks, I sense such doubt, edging toward hopelessness, that anything 
could ever be done. Even to the point that people identify with their imbalances as 
permanent personality traits. That's the story our culture tells us, over and over, the 
great lie. But the more of us do this work, the more people will believe it's doable, and 
the more spaces will open up for it, until healing centers become as commonplace as 
bars. 
 
 
  



December 31, 2018 
 
My resolution is fullness. To have the experiences I’m having and to have them fully. If 
something is happening, allow it to happen. If something isn’t happening, allow it to not 
happen, and experience the not-happening. 
 
The most important goals I’ve set in my life, goals that I dedicated my heart and soul to, 
I didn't achieve. I learned about powerlessness, about wanting and not getting, about 
the pain that comes when it feels like you can’t live your purpose. But what I didn’t 
realize was that these experiences were as valid and profound as the opposite. Not in 
the sense that I will “get up and try again” — enough about resilience, please — but in 
the sense that failure is as deep and rich an experience as success. 
 
I still want things. I want a bigger platform. I want money to cover my needs and 
desires. I want a partner and children. I want a wholesale transformation in society’s 
values. And I still have gaping holes in my psyche that I erroneously believe can be 
filled by reaching these goals. But I know, on a deeper level, that life can be rich 
whatever happens to me or I make happen, and that the experience of it is all we have, 
anyways. 
 
So, fullness. 
 
And fewer desserts, too. 
 
 
  



December 18, 2018 
 
Sometimes I look around at all the sad people, desperate people, angry people, the 
people in subways and airplanes and on the street, and I have a strange vision: that we 
all stop, just stop, and suddenly all our eyes go wide and we say to each other, with our 
eyes first but then with words: it doesn’t need to be this way. This is all so silly. These 
agreements we’ve made with each other without realizing it, to work against our hearts, 
work against our planet, work against our bodies— it’s enough now. We’ve learned 
what we need to learn. And now let’s start, start asking what do you need, what do you 
really need, to thrive, to expand, to become yourself, and what do I need to do the 
same? And then the realization dawns on all of us at once, a revelation so obvious it 
feels more like remembering, like duh: what serves you serves me, what serves me 
serves you, and what serves you and me serves all of us. No more need to get you to 
do anything for me, or to get myself to do anything for you. No more guilt, or shame, or 
pressure, or stress. That was how we used to do it. Now we just listen, listen to 
ourselves and each other, and it just... works. Works better than money, better than 
politics, better than any system we can conceive of, because it’s just us, it’s our nature, 
and it’s time. 
 
Why not, really? It’s a habit, this whole dissociated way of being. And we can shake it 
off. Not when we choose to, no. It’s beyond choice. But when we’re ready. When we’re 
ready... 
 
 
  



December 17, 2018 
 
If enough of us committed ourselves to do what our hearts called us to, and enough of 
us committed ourselves to financing people who were doing what their hearts called to, 
and enough of us held the space for the two to meet, then everything else would take 
care of itself. 
 
  



December 14, 2018 
 
My number one goal is to become process oriented. 
 
 
  



December 6, 2018 
 
In one of the readings from the show tonight, I felt something like wrath emerging from 
deep within a 22-year-old woman. Looking at her, you’d never have guessed: high 
energy, bright clothes, wide-eyed and happy to be sitting with me. But there it was, 
under the surface: wrath. 
 
“I sometimes feel that feeling but I don’t like to feel it so I try not to,” she said after the 
reading. This attitude is so pervasive that we don’t realize how dangerous it is: shutting 
down emotions because they’re considered negative or uncouth. To be healthy, to heal, 
we need to change that narrative. 
 
All emotions, ALL EMOTIONS, are okay. And further, we don’t have a choice about 
what feelings are within us, no matter what anyone tells you to the contrary. If you want 
to find your flow, feel your feelings, and don’t listen to the voices that shame and blame 
you for feeling them. 
 
Now this doesn’t mean you need to go on a rampage if you’re feeling wrathful. How you 
express your feelings is often (not always) a choice, and it’s (usually, not always) better 
to express your feelings in ways that minimize pain to yourself and others. But if a 
feeling emerges, say hi, welcome the feeling the party, and allow it to spread through 
your body with as little reprimanding as possible. 
 
My show EMPATH, where I do intuitive/empathic readings with volunteers from the 
audiences, has three more shows: Friday, Saturday at 8pm, Sunday at 5pm. This is it, 
NYC friends and friends of NYC people. Tickets still available. Come! 
 
 
  



December 4, 2018 
 
When I was desperate to break through in Hollywood, I believed that all I needed to do 
was get in front of X person and everything would flow from there. Sometimes, I did get 
in front of X person, big producers, top agents, network heads. They'd like my ideas, 
sense my abilities, then... nothing. My ego was so wrapped up in expressing myself on 
a big stage that I shrank and shrank until I was literally laying on the street, asking God 
for help. I was that miserable and lost. 
 
Over the last decade I have learned -- not just learned conceptually, but integrated -- 
that my value as a human does not depend on whether I have an agent, direct a film or 
make lots of money. This lesson is obvious enough, except that it flies in the face of our 
entire culture, and it was no small matter to come to believe it in my bones. I have also 
learned, when it comes to creative work, work from the heart, that there is much more 
joy in having people experience it who feel drawn to it than there is in getting "the right 
person" to see it. The right person is the person who is called. 
 
There are four more performances of my show, EMPATH. If you feel called, please 
follow the call, and come. And if you know someone in NYC whom your intuition tells 
you needs to be there, please tag them and let them know. On the surface, it's the story 
of how I discovered I had the ability to feel others' feelings, followed by readings with 
volunteers from the audience. What it's really about is the awkward stutter steps we all 
take away from the image of self toward what wants to emerge through us. This is a 
rare invitation to be exactly who you are, exactly where you are, and to feel, with me 
and through me, that we are all in this together. 
 
 
  



December 4, 2018 
 
At the end of the day, it’s not about the money. 
 
So many meetings I go to, where there’s inspiration and joy and love, lose their vitality 
when a man announces that while magic is cool and all, at the end of the day, it needs 
to be sustainable, i.e. it needs to make money. “Or else how are we going to be able to 
fulfill our mission?” 
 
Thus we reduce ourselves, our life force, our exuberance, to accounting; we prioritize 
structure over flow, and we kill the very thing that gathered us together to begin with. 
May I propose this instead, to rational minded folks who still want wonder and beauty 
and truth and love to flourish but who feel beholden to structures that merely want to 
systematize and profit from their expressions — what if you played for a few hours, or a 
few days, or a few weeks, as if you didn’t need to make money, and watched what 
happened? 
 
Maybe not now, but soon, we’ll reach the stage where the hunger for authenticity — not 
“authenticity” in quotes but actual honesty and joyful experimentation — is so strong in 
people that they’ll buy it if they can really feel it. And the way to make them feel it is to 
be it, truly be it, and offer it in the marketplace. 
 
And to my friends, and my friends of friends, who have money to deploy, consider 
investing in people and projects who embody what you want to see more of in the world, 
no matter how “sustainable” it is. Make your money an expression of your heart, so that 
when teams you financed sit together brainstorming, we can follow the flow wherever it 
leads, and not merely try to return to you more of what you already have. 
 
And women, above all, a plea to women: women in these rooms, we need you to stop 
us, stop us from monopolizing the conversation with our bottom lines. Please, please 
stand up for what you know, that what wants to happen here is beyond the analytical 
mind’s ability to process, and that human beings are messy, complex and beautiful, and 
that now is the time, finally, for the plotting and winning to end and the real collaboration 
to begin. 
 
 
  



December 1, 2018 
 
In the show I'm doing -- playing tonight, Sunday and next week -- I tell the story of how, 
when I was 27, I asked my parents if I could move home for a while, because I couldn't 
make rent. My mom was welcoming, but my dad was not. He said, "We're not going to 
leave you on the streets, but whatever you have to do so I don't have to see your face 
every day would be greatly appreciated." I went into my childhood bedroom, laid down 
on the bed, and a thick feeling descended over me. It was the beginning of my darkest 
spell of years long depression. 
 
Last night, my dad was in the audience. While I was on stage, I literally thought about 
editing it out, right there, on the stop, to protect both of us. But I went with it. The truth 
is, I still haven't forgiven my father for what he did that day, and for the attitude that was 
underneath it for many years, but he showed up for me last night. I acknowledged my 
parents at the end of the play and shared how self-conscious I had been during the 
performance. And I expressed gratitude to my dad for coming. "I'm glad I did," he said 
from his seat. 
 
My friend Joy Rheman, who's sprinkling her magic all over this show, told me that she's 
been seeing it as a kind of ceremony. As I expose myself up there, I am showing that 
healing, deep healing, multi-generational healing, is not only possible, but is happening 
in the moment. I am a work in progress, and so are you, and Empath is an invitation to 
heal together by acknowledging it. 
 
 
  



May 25, 2018 
 
Recently I've been playing with the idea that I don't have to do anything that doesn't feel 
true to me, even if it appears logical that I have to do it. As I describe this radical 
approach, I've noticed it upsets a lot of people, who are prone to call me anything from 
entitled to lazy to naive to self-destructive. We are so brainwashed into the idea that 
success comes from suffering, that work has to be hard, that we just have to will 
ourselves to greatness through discipline and focus -- when I'm discovering the exact 
opposite. My success is coming from what is most joyful; my greatest work is often my 
easiest; and I have absolutely had it with the notion that the realization of my dreams is 
hiding on the other side of tons and tons of effort. Consider that our system is so broken 
(and so clever), it tricks us into believing that we have to fix ourselves when we ought to 
be banding together and declaring enough. What might happen if we resisted -- merely 
by allowing ourselves to be as we are? And what if enough of us did it together? 
 
 
  



November 15, 2018 
 
Last weekend, I participated in a medicine ceremony in New York. Two nights of laying 
down, going deep and healing whatever is there to heal. As I wrote going in, my 
intention was to heal my absolute deepest wound, the dark spot in my unconscious that 
causes me to split, dissociate or run when in intimate relationships. 
 
With the help of a spirit, I returned to the trauma. The fear was so intense I couldn’t 
even feel it. It registered as numbness. I wanted to go deeper, beyond the fear, but 
there was nothing there, only blackness. I saw the split. The little baby was forced in two 
directions at once. One baby shuts down, hides out, and has been hidden ever since. 
This baby believes his needs will never be met. The other baby, the one who takes 
over, has only one way to stay alive: to please his mother. If he disappoints her, he dies. 
 
This was my first night, this revelation. I was forced as a baby to choose between my 
mom's needs and my own. I chose both at the same time, and have been living parallel 
lives ever since, believing they cannot be reconciled. I am so afraid of disappointing 
women in intimate relationships, so deathly afraid, that I run from the possibly of doing 
so, or sacrifice my needs to not do it, a pattern that has hurt many people, including me. 
 
The second night I was ready to go back into the darkness, but I was not invited there. 
Instead my little child bade me sit beside him. He presented as three or four, hiding in a 
jumble of wooden logs under a pier on a beach somewhere. I held out my hand. He 
took it. He asked me to never leave him alone again. I couldn’t promise, but I promised I 
would always be honest with him. He disappeared. 
 
I waited, waited. The imaginary adult and the imaginary child on an imaginary beach 
that felt more real than the bed I was lying in. Eventually, the child emerged from his 
fort, ashen, gaunt and covered in soot. No one had ever cared for him. I cleaned him 
off. He was tentative but hopeful. I invited him to join me. 
 
The visions stopped as the feelings began. I rubbed my fingers together like I was 
discovering the size of my hands. My eyes blinked rapidly. A goofy smile came over my 
face. And a bubbliness foreign to me but familiar to every happy child flowed through 
my nervous system. My little boy was trying my body on for size, seeing what it felt like. 
He stayed for a few minutes and left. 
 
He returned, this time as a 14-year-old. I felt curious and rebellious. I felt the onrush of 
uninhibited sexual urges. I felt free. He went away again, presumably to gestate, and 
retuned again as a 28-year-old, exuberant, bursting with excitement, ready for anything. 
As he left, I became very sad. I remembered that when I was 28, I was suicidal. I had no 
idea a shadow version of me, a joyful me, was lurking within. How sad to have lived this 
life instead of that one. 
 
I wept, wept for myself, wept for the decades of slumping my shoulders and closing my 
heart. I thanked myself for showing up all these years when there seemed so little point, 



for enacting the story of the depressive artist to keep myself safe. I got up, went to the 
hallway and kneeled, making homage to "David," before returning to the bed. After 
mumbling “I’m not ready” about twenty times, I let my arms fall listlessly to either side 
and surrendered. 
 
My heart lifted, my back arched. I could feel the other me return to my body from 
behind, the other 38-year-old merging with this 38-year-old. Our separate life forces 
fused, in a single moment, into a single being. Who was I now? I felt so… simple. My 
body hummed and buzzed. The voice was still in my head, the voice writing these 
words, but I definitely wasn’t that voice anymore. I was all of me. 
 
A few days later, the fear of disappointment is still there, but the fear is like a friend. I 
suspect I actually did what this story suggests, as impossible as it sounds. I finished 
integrating all the parts of me into one person. For the first time ever, really, I feel whole. 
 
 
  



November 9, 2018 
 
Going to a plant medicine ceremony this weekend and feel like sharing my intention on 
Facebook. 
 
As I’ve mapped the terrain of my triggers, wounds, and compartmentalizations, I have 
noticed one really elusive but excruciatingly sensitive spot, lurking deep in my 
unconscious — it shows itself whenever I feel I must but simply cannot meet the 
emotional needs of a woman with whom I’m close. If she needs a certain commitment 
from me, but I don’t feel aligned in giving it, I split in one of two directions: either I enact 
the meeting of the need, going through the motions but not feeling it, or I avoid her 
altogether. When neither of these strategies work, I have a meltdown. You might find 
me, in rare circumstances, collapsing onto the floor, heaving. Or going totally black to 
the point of passing out. Only a few times in my life has this happened, but the fear of it 
happening, or the underlying mechanism behind it, seems to be the source, in my case, 
of what is conventionally called “avoidant behavior” or fear of intimacy, or fear of 
sustained intimacy. 
 
I sense I’ve cultivated enough compassion for myself now to return to the original 
trauma or traumas from whence all this came. To return to them deliberately and 
consciously, to relive them in my body and to provide myself, or allow the plant 
medicine to provide for me, whatever love was withdrawn at the time. My words here 
are gentle but it’s possible the experience will not be: preverbal, guttural agony followed 
by a giving up so complete that it feels like death in the dark sense. All to re-associate 
this traumatized boy with his young heart, that is, with my heart. 
 
I’m really calm right now on my mat as twenty or so people gather together in a house in 
Queens to do this. I feel in my element, ready to be there for myself and for whomever 
might need me. But if there is someone who needs me at a moment when I can’t be 
there for them, I will choose myself. I’m learning. 
 
 
  



October 8, 2018 
 
On Thursday, I smoked 5-MEO-DMT as part of a small and beautiful ceremony led by a 
dear friend. 5, as it’s sometimes called, is the most intense of all psychedelics. It lasts a 
few minutes but takes you far out there, or in there, or in here, depending on your 
worldview. 
 
At first the smoke was harsh. I was instructed to hold, hold, hold. It hurt, until it felt nice. 
Soon I forgot whether I was holding or exhaling or what lungs were anyway. I lay down 
and, eyes closed, saw swirling red, green and orange whirlpools of light. The sensation 
was of getting sucked downward. The understanding was that I was in an infinite space 
between dimensions. 
 
Yet “I” was definitely still there. I as in the recognizable David who goes on these 
journeys, surveys the landscape, has revelations and comes back to share. When, oh 
when, do I get to disappear? Why, in ceremony after ceremony, am I the one who’s 
safely conscious of his own individual consciousness? Why can’t my ego die? 
“You’re not ready,” came a voice. Huh? Not ready? Yes, not ready. Not ready to let go 
of that thread that connects me with the universal. I bristled at the idea, but I could feel 
how true it was. 
 
I have been impatient with the pace of things. As I step into a new kind of power, with 
gifts that flow through me, my experience is often one of frustration and loneliness. 
Where is everyone? I find myself wondering. What the hell is taking so long? I mean, 
can’t we all just awaken already to the reality that this machine we’re stuck in has run its 
course, and that it’s time now to grow up and become ourselves? 
 
This frustration, I learned, is a kind of projection. The truth is, I’m not ready to awaken to 
that idea yet, to live it out in my life, to surrender the little self that clings to its own 
importance within the machine, even as it seems, paradoxically, like it’s working to 
transcend it. I’m not ready. 
 
Another part of me protested. There ARE areas where I am developed. It is not merely 
fear that allows me to hold onto my identity in psychedelic spaces; it is also a special 
capacity to exist in multiple dimensions at once. I won’t disavow this ability just because 
the cosmic intelligence says otherwise. The cosmic intelligence didn’t dispute me. It 
invited me to hold both, the child and the master, the master and the child, at the same 
time. 
 
It’s a wondrous place to aim at in writing, in performance, in this Facebook post. I do 
know things, I can channel, and I am happy to go far out there, deep into mine or 
another’s psyche, to unearth resonant forms of truth. But I am also flailing and grasping, 
needing help and afraid to ask for it, spiraling into depressive spells I can’t shake. Both 
are true. The master and the child, the child and the master. 
 



I opened my eyes. My friend’s eyes were there to meet mine. “I’m not ready,” I said. He 
smiled. He knew me well enough to know what I meant. 
 
Yup, I’m not ready. But I’m not alone, either. 
 
Thank you, Friend. 
 
 
  



October 4, 2018 
 
On Tuesday, I guided my friend Pamela Johnston on a psychedelic journey. Despite a 
substantial dose, the effects were mild. It seemed like she was sitting on the runway, 
waiting for the plane to take off. “I feel,” said Pam, after hours of feeling little, “like I’m 
falling.” 
 
“Maybe you should fall into it,” I suggested. 
 
Pam descended. There were emotions waiting for her there, but they didn’t reveal 
themselves. She came back up and wondered what was going on. I asked Pam to lay 
on the couch and put on her eye shade. I could sense the presence of a question. 
 
“What are you afraid of?” I asked. 
 
“Am I afraid of getting stuck in purgatory?” Pam asked back, wondering if she had the 
right answer. But it wasn’t something she needed to figure out; it was a question her 
body would answer in due time. 
 
Pam has terminal cancer. Since her diagnosis, I’ve been making regular visits. Pam’s 
superpower is to bring joy and positivity to every situation. My superpower is to invite 
whatever’s going on, no matter how dark, to the surface. We’re a good team. 
We waited. There were tingles. “This is good,” she said, bravely. “I’m uncomfortable.” 
The tingling turned to nausea. The nausea turned into something like grief. 
Tears streamed down Pam’s cheeks. She hadn’t cried in a while, or hadn’t cried well. 
My friend Mark Abramson, quietly taking pictures, including this one, started crying too. 
Tears welled up in my eyes but didn’t fall. 
 
“Okay, I know how to do this,” Pam said, eyes clear at the end of the trip. “When I feel 
safe, I let myself fall and see what happens.” 
 
“That sounds perfect.” 
 
We high-fived. 
 
** 
 
Thank you, Pam, for letting me share this. For putting yourself out there honestly and 
vulnerably. You rock. 
 
 
  



September 22, 2018 
 
I’ve been in a depressive spell for the last few weeks, ostensibly brought on by money 
woes (that I’m embarrassed to admit have returned, despite all my previous 
confidence). The trap my psychology seems to have set for me — either focus on 
making money and go black with sadness or follow my bliss and go broke — has 
appeared tragically inescapable. I see it clearly, but it goes so deep that four 
ceremonies of my beloved plant medicines, hours communing with compassionate 
friends, daily mantras and even good old fashioned giving up hasn’t resolved it. Neither 
has any attempt to shift my mindset to gratitude or to focus on what I have. The fear of 
not making rent just keeps winning out. 
 
What is going on, really? 
 
I can touch the bottom of it, touch the edges of this wound that projects itself outward as 
a superiority to the material world and/or a contempt for the compromises that almost 
everyone makes to make a living in this economy. I see down there, at the bottom of my 
whole being, a little helpless baby in a crib, a baby boy who cried for hours to no avail, 
gave up in despair, and 38 years later needs to prove to the adult in me, no matter how 
much healing I do, that no one cares. I can move toward this baby, give this baby all the 
love I have, but it’s too deep for me to heal just yet. 
 
Some wounds are too deep for all our efforts. Some wounds simply cannot be healed 
until they’re ready. So I helplessly reunite with the baby’s original helplessness, I share 
my process with folks who care, I withstand well intentioned advice about manifestation 
and abundance, and I pay attention to what is showing up. 
 
Using real will, I went out to dinner the other night, and found myself across a table from 
Charles Eisenstein, a writer I deeply admire. A mutual friend was singing my praises — 
telling him how talented I was as a combination intuitive / performance artist. He was 
genuinely intrigued and inquired why, with my apparent gifts, I seemed so sad. I gave 
my best rundown. He looked at me and said, “You just don’t see your value.” 
 
“No, that’s not right,” I responded. “I don’t have a lack of self-worth. I believe I am a 
worthy human being.” 
 
“That’s not what I’m saying. Self-worth you have. It’s about value. You don’t believe 
what you’re offering is of value.” 
 
The thought made me pause. And I started to see his point. It is true, even as I write 
these words at 3am into the Facebook void, that a part of me doesn’t believe they’re 
worth a thing (or more appropriately, a dime). That I have internalized the years of 
rejections of my creative efforts and my professional failures to mean that my work, my 
art, my passion aren’t actually valuable or else they’d be valued in proper dollars and 
cents. But maybe it’s the opposite, if I can stand to see it. Maybe I didn’t believe in the 
value, and so I rarely received value in return. Maybe I still don’t. 



 
At Burning Man, I took a fair amount of something you can guess at, laid down in the 
temple and closed my eyes. All these spirits started circling me, looking at me, lavishing 
me with attention, even taking pictures of me like paparazzi. I realized they were making 
fun of me. Making fun of my tendency to star in my own movie. “It’s not about you,” they 
seemed to be saying. Alright, you spirits, I take your point, and I offer this particular 
episode of the David Show to those similarly lost in their own intractable problem, who 
may find my willingness to go there makes them feel a little bit less alone. 
 
Deep stuff just ain’t easy. 
 
 
  



September 17, 2018 
 
Seven years ago, I meandered down to a little park in the Financial District to check out 
something called Occupy Wall Street. What I saw there, I'll never forget: hundreds of 
people, occupying a public space, committed not just to political transformation, but also 
to each other: a genuine community built on idealism, pluralism, free expression and 
love (real love, as in people took care of each other). 
 
I wanted to do my part. At the time, I was directing commercials, so I thought: I'll make a 
commercial. One of the big attacks on the movement was that nobody knew what they 
wanted. My sense was that everyone knew what they wanted; they just wanted different 
things, and that was beautiful. Hence this 30 second spot. Of all the things I've ever 
directed, this is hands down what I'm most proud of. 
 
The spot went viral. It ended up on the Nightly News. Then a friend and I raised money 
and put the commercial on the O'Reilly Factor, which generated another round of 
attention. A mysterious man from Seattle reached out and Occupy.com was born. Along 
with so many others, I gave my all to this movement, watched it capture the world's 
attention and disappear, breaking our hearts. 
 
It was seven years ago today that OWS began. Seven years since the idea of real 
political change went from inconceivable to sexy -- until Obama swallowed it with 
centrism, Hillary crushed it with the establishment, and Trump borrowed its energy to 
advance himself. But the idea lives on and begs the question: 
 
Can we have a real representative democracy, where people's voices matter? Can we 
have a society that cares for every human being in it? Can we have the more beautiful 
world that lives in our hearts but seems like such a dream in this consumerist 
simulacrum that values money above all else? 
 
Seven years later, I am beginning to feel that the answer is no, we cannot. The forces of 
power are too strong and organized. And the forces of good take refuge in magical 
thinking, comfortable incrementalism and tropes around doing well while doing good as 
so many of us continue to fall behind. 
 
And yet, and yet, and yet... everyone knows, or at least I believe everyone knows, 
somewhere deep in their being, that the radical voice is the truest one. We don't want a 
system where we are constantly pitted against our own needs and the needs of those 
we love. But we just can't believe in a better one. 
 
That's why it's worth remembering Occupy Wall Street. Because we believed. 
 
 
  



September 10, 2018 
 
I feel like summarizing everything I know about emotional well-being in three sentences. 
Everything, literally everything, you’re feeling is okay. If something is too much for you 
right now, that’s okay too. Take a break and come back to it when you’re ready. That’s 
it. That’s the gold. In my accidental new line of work as co-processor of others’ inner 
lives, I return to these sentences again and again. I offer them up now, because why 
not. 
 
 
  



September 5, 2018 
 
If there’s one thing I’ll take from my second go round at Black Rock City, it’s how 
fleeting this whole game of life is. As the Man burns, I sense how little power we have to 
shift the ultimate course of events, how trivial the tiny turns of our experience are in the 
Grand Scheme of Things, and how goddamn glorious it can be to embrace the now, to 
embrace it with my body and being, to shed, through the sheer power of overwhelm 
(and/or psychedelics, if you have the willingness to ingest them) the layers of belief and 
neurosis that constitute the illusion of reasonableness. 
 
Our culture is mad, completely mad, endlessly prioritizing money, power and safety over 
love, connection and joy — and thank God, literally, for the opportunity not only to see 
beyond this madness, but to feel beyond it, to know beyond it, and to know that for all 
the cynicism and hopelessness and unrelenting cruelty and bullshit of our corporatized 
and deadened political and economic systems, there are still spaces where everything 
can move with the mystery of the unknowable, where mystics and fairies coexist with 
planners and engineers as fully participating humans in the dance of civic life. 
 
It’s true that eight days is a lifetime. But consider that it’s also true that a lifetime is only 
eight days. No, you don’t want to waste it. But you can’t not-waste-it on your own. Let’s 
not kid ourselves that we can make life magical through our own efforts. Instead let’s 
find communities that call forth who we truly are. And watch how beautiful our natural 
unfolding is. 
 
 
  



August 14, 2018 
 
I have been enjoying, really enjoying, posting vulnerable, awkward thoughts and 
feelings around money, Hollywood, depression and the cruelty of our economic system. 
One of the pieces of feedback I get, or I can feel from people, is the sense that I seem 
"desperate." And that this desperation is "unattractive." Desperation is one of those 
qualities in people we find most repulsive, unless it's in a charged sexual context -- but 
otherwise, keep away. We have been taught to keep our desperation to ourselves, as 
it's shameful to admit so much lack. Or worse, we've been told that all we need to do is 
believe in abundance, or let go of our attachments, or give ourselves enough self-love 
and poof, all that desperation goes away. No, no, no. Desperation is a real feeling, 
deeply felt by most people, hiding behind mists of shame and pretense. I have been 
desperate for decades-- desperate for validation of my gifts, and even more desperate 
for a sense of belonging in a culture that tells me (not in words, but in how it apportions 
resources) that I do not belong. I am less and less desperate now, and now it feels safe 
to talk about it. And I can tell you, offering myself as proof, that it does go away, like any 
emotion, when you get to know it, when you listen to it and acknowledge it and honor it. 
And as it goes away in me, I feel so much compassion, so much, for all the millions and 
billions of desperate humans out there who do not yet have the ability, or the courage, 
or the awareness, or the safe spaces they need to share their desperation. Can we be 
desperate together, desperate for belonging, for community, for intimacy, for purpose? 
And can we address, or work toward addressing, truly and honestly and finally, our 
deepest unmet needs? The fictions are dissolving, the mists are lifting, and from my 
clear vantage point I can say one thing with certainty: we need each other. 
 
 
  



August 12, 2018 
 
One of the great revelations of my life is that I actually need to process the pain of 
rejection rather than to suck it up. For about ten years, I brought project after project to 
Hollywood’s altar, and nearly every one was rejected by networks and studios. When I 
complained or lamented, I was told to get over myself, that it came with the territory, that 
if I wanted a career in this business I had better get used to it. In retrospect, this was 
toxic advice, albeit common. What I needed to hear was that it was okay that it hurt 
each time, that I needed to take care of myself through the pain, and that it wasn’t so 
much my ideas or my vision that was the problem, but a media ecosystem (and a 
society as a whole) that values profit, status and distraction over quality, meaning and 
healing. In the last month, two production companies passed on a show about my work, 
and I fell into the same old pattern: blaming myself, blaming myself for caring so much, 
and shutting down as if what I’m doing will never be good enough for “them.” But this 
time, I see the pattern. And I tell myself I can fall apart all I want and feel as badly as I 
want. It really isn’t me. Or any of us. It’s a great big machine that teaches us in a 
thousand different ways that we don’t matter. But we do. It’s not our job to suck it up. It’s 
our job to feel the pain. To feel every last bit of it. So we can know how bad it hurts. So 
we can change the whole thing with our full and broken hearts. 
 
 
  



August 8. 2018 
 
I have been digging deeper, ever deeper, into my relationship to money — the cycle of 
debt and martyrdom (and some might say entitlement) that has come with following my 
deepest guidance. What occurred to me after yet another weekend of plant medicine, 
puking, holding space for the trauma of others, and feeling the pain of multiple men who 
beat themselves into successful careers when they’re actually much more desperate for 
the gentle love of women, was that I had conflated money with love. When people give 
me money, not for doing something for them, but for being who I truly I am, I feel the 
warmth and support of unconditional love. But when people pay me to serve their goals 
rather than their souls, I feel used. I simply can’t tolerate anymore that subtle feeling of 
dehumanization that comes with surrendering the self to pleasing someone who’s 
paying, that little lie in our intonation that salespeople use to put someone who’s 
powerful at ease with their made up reality. So I am forced to stand up and argue for a 
world where we can all be free to be ourselves, where we get food and shelter and love 
because we matter as humans, not because we can afford it. This is my psychology, 
whether I like it or not. I’m starting to like it. 
 
 
  



July 13, 2018 
 
My theory of change. No one has a clue. So do what feels true to you. End of theory. 
 
 
  



July 8, 2018 
 
Personality, I’m discovering, is an awkward compromise between who we really are and 
who we believe we must be to be loved. I suppose this is another way of saying that 
what looks like someone’s personality is, more often than not, a deeply embedded 
pattern of reactions to unprocessed, often multi-generational traumas. As we process 
the traumas, the personality shifts and lightens, and what takes its place is an emptier 
essence, meant for experiences and gifts to flow through. 
 
 
  



July 1, 2018 
 
Healing heals the healer too. 
 
 
  



June 30, 2018 
 
One of the joys of my late thirties — the age my parents and their friends were when I 
first had conscious thoughts — is the discovery of how little anyone knows, how much 
power is facade, and how empty people’s stories are. I believed that adults had figured 
stuff out, and that’s why they were stiff, detached and duplicitous. But now, as an adult, 
in my prime as it were, I see that vulnerability and curiosity are much surer hallmarks of 
maturity than certainty and achievement. Or so it seems to me, today. 
 
 
  



June 27, 2018 
 
I woke up, I told myself I should go to the gym, I told myself I should journal. Instead I 
checked Facebook, watched Sweden beat Mexico, and felt guilty about it. An old 
pattern: to hold myself up to some standard of productivity, or even of self-care; to 
compare myself to another, hypothetical David who wakes up, meditates, kills it at the 
gym, and super focuses on the tasks at hand. But why is this David better than the real 
one? Who decides these things? Who told me I was irresponsible and lazy, and why do 
I listen? 
 
It’s okay to want to be more than you are. But whatever you’re trying to be more of, it’s 
worth asking where that standard came from. And maybe the more to aspire to is just 
more self-accepting and more self-loving. We’re all humans here. Yo. 
 
  



June 26, 2018 
 
Today I received a gift from a friend of mine, Moshe Unger: a beautiful set of Tefillin. He 
taught me how to put them on. We celebrated the gift with friends of his in Borough 
Park. And he brought me to a Tefillin repair shop where I learned how they’re made. 
Part of my healing is going backward, into my Jewish roots, and finding connection 
there. The question of believing or not believing was the wrong one, and I am glad to 
recenter myself around a better one. What helps me feel more whole, more me? And 
part of that is my reclamation of Jewish tradition, if only periodically and by serendipity, 
instead of simply identifying with Jewish trauma and “Jewish culture.” These rituals, 
which had been empty to me for decades, are my rituals, truer and richer for me than 
talking sticks, Palo Santo, bowing to the Four Directions, etc. I won’t be religious about 
them — pun intended — but it feels great to have my very own Tefillin. Thanks Moshe, 
and thanks Alec Borenstein, too, for reminding me that I am Jewish in the deeper 
sense, too. 
 
 
  



June 19, 2018 
 
I am almost at the place in my development where I can send love, genuine love, to 
those who deliberately hurt children. I feel the urge, and it feels deeply healing. Then 
the anger and judgment rushes back. And I am paralyzed. In other words, I am growing. 
You may be too? 
 
 
  



June 17. 2018 
 
I sense my money woes are coming to an end. People are paying me to do things that 
light me up. I notice, though, that this breakthrough follows years of unpaid work done in 
silence, years I financed with credit card debt and loans, years of painful introspection 
and plant medicine and writing stuff no one will ever read. And during those years, I 
carried the belief that I was doing something wrong, because I wasn’t making money. I 
was told countless times that I wasn’t disciplined enough. Or I needed to get over 
myself and play the game. Or worst of all, most painful of all, that my attitude, or my 
belief system, was the problem. 
 
This idea is common in spiritual circles, and to my mind, it’s toxic: the equation of 
making money with spiritual virtue. The idea is that if you align with your highest 
purpose, or express your truth, abundance follows. Sure, maybe, after years. Or maybe 
not. Maybe never. Not to mention the many millionaires and billionaires who are 
disconnected from themselves and their hearts. 
 
If there really is some magical secret money formula, beyond just selling your skills in 
the marketplace, being born in the right family, or investing in Bitcoin two years ago, 
let’s have compassion for those of us who never learned it. And let’s work for a world 
where every single human being, no matter how comfortable they are with the word 
“abundance,” has the resources they need to express their full potential. 
There may be a way to “do well by doing good,” but there are so many brave and 
beautiful souls doing good and not doing well. I see you. I believe in you. You may be 
doing exactly what’s needed for this planet right now. Or for yourself. And you count, 
too. 
 
If and when lots of money flows to me, let me remember all the privileges and all the 
luck that cleared the path. And let it flow through me, from my heart to where it needs to 
go, because it was never mine to begin with. 
 
 
  



June 14, 2018 
 
When I met Hannah Harris Smith nine years ago, there was a deep familiarity, like we'd 
known each other for lifetimes. Our dynamic was hard to name. We dated briefly, 
separated, reconnected. It was a friendship, it was a romance, it was a friendship. 
Throughout my years of depression, Hannah’s was the only voice pointing to the 
possibility of greater meaning, the value of a spiritual approach to life, and the ultimate 
power of love no matter the circumstances. She opened up the door to the EMPATH 
work I'm doing now. But I never gave this beautiful woman credit for holding space for 
my potential. I was dismissive and detached and took her love for granted. A year ago, 
Hannah cut me completely out of her life, believing I was an incurable narcissist. I wrote 
her a letter, taking as much responsibility for my selfishness as I could. This week, she 
reluctantly welcomed me to her home in Seattle (and took me to a Mariners game). We 
talked through everything. And as another step in this healing, I feel I owe her this post 
(and more). Thank you, Hannah, for seeing me, and seeing who I could be, and putting 
your heart into the sacred work of bridging the two. I am sorry I didn't acknowledge this 
to you, or to my friends and family. I am sorry it took me so many years. The truth is, I 
love you, too. 
 
 
  



June 10, 2018 
 
My friend Pamela Johnston reminded me, in a beautiful post, that this suicide 
conversation points, inevitably, to the question of, “Why don’t people help more?” It is 
not enough to say to those wanting to die that they can or ought to ask for help. 
Sometimes asking for help generates MORE pain, because pleas are rejected or 
trivialized. During my most suicidal periods, the number one most common response I 
got, when I vocalized whatever aspect of my suffering I mustered the courage to share, 
was to get a job. Second to that was to get on anti-depressants. Both responses drove 
me further down the rabbit hole. I do believe, at bottom, people care: we care about our 
fellow humans. But we do not know how to listen to, appreciate or honestly engage with 
the emotional experiences of others. They scare the hell out of us. And that is because 
we don’t know how to do it for ourselves. Do you welcome and hold dear your own pain, 
or do you tell yourself to suck it up? Do you attend to your loneliness with compassion, 
or do you distract yourself with media? These habits run very deep, and they magnify 
themselves when we encounter people suffering even more deeply. I can hold space for 
others to the exact degree that I can hold space for myself. I can sit with someone who 
wants to die because I can sit with myself there, too. If you want to be present for 
another, be present for yourself, and it will follow naturally. 
 
 
  



June 10, 2018 
 
I’m doing really well now. But I had years of playing with, fantasizing about and 
occasionally planning suicide. What I think I needed to hear most, which no one told 
me, was that it was okay to want to die. That wanting to die was a natural symptom of 
deep suffering. That there was no easy solution. And that the pain I was in was real, 
serious and worthy of care, even if no one I knew could deal with it. Nowadays I am 
good, even happy. And those are the words I told myself that helped get me here. 
 
 
  



June 4, 2018 
 
I can feel the splitting up. And the breaking through. Truth, real truth, embodied truth, 
the truth of our bodies and the truth in our bones, the subtle vibrations and the 
pleasures and pains... We are learning from scratch, but for the millionth time, that lying 
to ourselves and each other about who we are, what is ours to do, and where we are in 
our own growth simply, so simply, does not work, and certainly does not work anymore. 
Instead can we say hi to each other? Hi. I’m here. You’re here. We’re here together. 
What wants to happen through us? 
 
 
  



June 3, 2018 
 
Whatever it is, it appears to be happening — at least in the worlds I know. We are 
finding it harder and harder to kid ourselves that just because something makes money 
it’s good; or just because someone will pay us to do it, it’s fine; or just because 
everyone else is doing it, no worries. The universal, semi-conscious conscience is 
asserting itself more and more. Feel it yourself as a pull toward purpose or toward the 
heart, not in some cheesy just-talk-about-it but do nothing kind of way, but as in: wait a 
second, I’m alive on a burning planet, I’ve got gifts or wealth or time or radiance to 
spare, and I need to use it, for real, right now. Or even more powerfully: I’m broken, or 
hurting, or anxious or depressed and it’s blocking me from my full expression. It’s time 
to heal. Yes, yes, now. 
 
 
  



May 25, 2018 
 
Recently I've been playing with the idea that I don't have to do anything that doesn't feel 
true to me, even if it appears logical that I have to do it. As I describe this radical 
approach, I've noticed it upsets a lot of people, who are prone to call me anything from 
entitled to lazy to naive to self-destructive. We are so brainwashed into the idea that 
success comes from suffering, that work has to be hard, that we just have to will 
ourselves to greatness through discipline and focus -- when I'm discovering the exact 
opposite. My success is coming from what is most joyful; my greatest work is often my 
easiest; and I have absolutely had it with the notion that the realization of my dreams is 
hiding on the other side of tons and tons of effort. Consider that our system is so broken 
(and so clever), it tricks us into believing that we have to fix ourselves when we ought to 
be banding together and declaring enough. What might happen if we resisted -- merely 
by allowing ourselves to be as we are? And what if enough of us did it together? 
 
 
  



May 19, 2018 
 
Headed toward my 20-year high school reunion, it occurs to me that I’ve achieved 
nothing of what I’d hoped: I haven’t made a feature film let alone succeeded as a 
filmmaker, haven’t made a bunch of money, haven’t gotten married or had kids. And yet 
I’ve achieved so much more than I imagined: I went to my darkest parts, opened them 
up and moved through them; I survived years of suicidal thoughts to emerge whole and 
present; and I have expressed my deepest sense of self and the world honestly on 
stage and page and screen. I have risked my body for causes I knew were right, and I 
have maintained, through it all, an openness to change. So I have these feelings of 
inadequacy, of failing, but then again, I remind myself, I’ve done a lot. 
 
 
  



May 7, 2018 
 
Over ten days in my silent retreat, one of the issues that kept coming up for me was 
money. It has been a major source of pain over my last 15 years. When I followed my 
heart, I rarely earned enough to cover a basic lifestyle. When I tried, sometimes 
desperately, to do what would make money, no matter my heart, I found life grey and 
hopeless — and could neither make money nor find any joy. Debt resulted, on top of 
student loans, and so much shame and embarrassment. I asked friends for help. Most 
of them gave a cold assessment of my skills and got to work trying to plug me into the 
matrix. Suck it up, they said. My heart closed and my energy evaporated. Others 
encouraged me to keep going and promised it would be fine. It was not fine. Only a few 
days ago, in pure silence, did it occur to me: I had never tried being kind to myself in 
this struggle. Never acknowledged this struggle to myself as legitimate and 
overwhelming, never held my own pain through years of credit card debt and couch 
surfing and crushing rejections from financiers saying that while what I’m selling is 
great, it’s not commercial enough. No one ever sat with me in my desperation and 
showed real compassion for it. And finally I realized I needed to sit with myself there 
first. Or to put it more plainly, I need to sit with myself in the here and now. I am in 
difficult financial straits. But I have a pure heart, the courage to stand in my truth and 
talents that blow people away. I am okay as I am. And it’s okay that it hurts, too. 
 
 
  



April 17, 2018 
 
This past Friday, Saturday and Sunday, at a beautiful little theater in NYC called 
Theaterlab, I got in front of about 50 people each night and enacted the story of my 
psychic and spiritual development. I embodied characters, shared about my depression, 
writhed on the floor from Ayahuasca, and danced on stage. I took volunteers from the 
audience, people I'd never met before, sat them across from me, and read them -- all 
the way down to their core. Catie Davis directed me masterfully with just the right 
combination of ease and discipline; Jake DeGroot made it come alive with playful sound 
effects and spectacular lighting; and Alannah O'Hagan, our stage manager, held the 
whole production together. An angel named David Solie financed the play after a few 
phone calls -- then flew to NYC to see it with his family. It was, in short, a blast, maybe 
even a miracle. I can honestly say we held everyone's attention the whole time, and 
though there was much to improve, there was so much more to celebrate. I gave my all 
to something. And I loved it. (And thanks, Jake, for taking these photos!) 
 
 
  



April 4, 2018 
 
Imagine for one moment. You weren’t doing it for money. Or to get ahead. Or to make 
sure someone important noticed. Or because you felt guilty like you should do it. Or 
because it’s what you’ve done so you’re used to it. Or because you have to do it, 
because obviously. Imagine for one moment you did it because it was you, just you, 
doing. 
 
 
  



March 28, 2018 
 
I am awakening to the power of boundaries and the clear assertion that certain 
behaviors are not cool. There is a fine line between what conscious folks call 
“surrendering” and what emotionally healthy folks call “being a doormat.” It is true that 
on a higher plane, assholes do not exist; everyone is trying the best they can; all 
judgments are projections; and love is the answer. But it is also true that violating 
people’s space is unacceptable; saying you’re going to do something and not doing it is 
lame; and avoiding responsibility for your actions is childish. Love may ultimately be the 
answer, but in the meanwhile, a well timed fuck you can work wonders. 
 
 
  



March 1, 2018 
 
I’m working on my show, EMPATH, with my awesome director Catie Davis— coming 
April 13, 14, 15 in NYC — and I am struck by how little I ever shared of my sadness, 
depression, and suicidal urges which consumed so much of my twenties and early 
thirties. Now that I am no longer depressed, now that I feel direction and moments (or 
days!) of joy, it feels safe to talk about it, even publicize it. That is our culture: we 
celebrate success, celebrate growth, celebrate coming out on the other side, but we 
abandon and problematize the millions and billions of people suffering deeply right now, 
trapped between the big lie that they ought to figure it out on their own and the belief 
that they are helpless. To all the depressives contemplating suicide, to the neurotics 
suffocating with anxiety, to the victims lost in the story of their own victimhood, let me 
tell you this: it’s not about hoping for a better future, it’s not about transcending your 
circumstances or remaking yourself or doing deep healing and emerging whole one 
day, it’s not about getting over yourself or doing something with your life or helping 
others or finding god or getting a job or eating better or meditating consistently. Allow 
yourself to take all the condescending “We know what’s wrong” advice and dump it into 
the black hole. And instead play with this idea, if you want (and if you don’t want, don’t: 
who the hell am I?): you are a human being right now, you are having an experience of 
life right now, and your experience is true and real and raw and deep. And we — all the 
people doing well enough to post happy moments on Instagram — owe you an 
acknowledgement. Your story is true, too. Share it if you want to. 
 
 
  



October 18, 2017 
 
Three nights in a row, Saturday through Monday, I sat in a chair, at the ABXY gallery on 
the Lower East, and did intuitive readings as a kind of performance art. I called the 
show EMPATH. Whoever wanted could sit in the chair across from me. I closed my 
eyes, felt what I felt they were feeling, and expressed their feelings through my body, in 
front of an audience that ranged from 0 to 100 people. Sometimes I nailed it; sometimes 
I fumbled; sometimes it was exquisite and sometimes it was exquisitely awkward. I felt 
every emotion in others -- familiar ones with names we know, like sadness and anger 
and joy and wonder. And less familiar ones and harder to name ones, like "a vulnerable 
kind of feminine bliss" or "the kind of distaste that can turn to resentment" or "a blanket 
that seems to cover you." My art was to express the part of me that doesn't even exist, 
to express the emptiness that is at my center, emerging through the thin veneer of my 
personality, this newly light-hearted but generally ironic man that is me. And I feel like 
saying, I did it, I actually did it. It's hard to go all the way with something, until the 
moment you're all the way with it. Then it's fun. 
 
 
  



October 1, 2017 
 
The shift will be upon us when hundreds of millions of dollars start flowing toward 
transformational change (rather than merely alleviating the problems of the current 
system) without any consideration of returns. I know so many artists, activists, 
visionaries who are giving 100% of themselves to this new world, but I have yet to hear 
a story of a philanthropist going all in to create what we all sense we need. To my 
friends blessed with wealth, the world is calling for you. It's calling for you to give from 
your heart, for the creation of something deeply true to you -- a creation not born of 
guilt, not extracted from you by fundraisers, not proven to you through spreadsheets. It 
is beyond the measurement of impact, and well beyond impact investing. It is the art of 
your soul, made real through money, by a force that moves through you, and that you 
are ready, now, to heed. Thank you in advance from the future. We are all grateful. 
 
 
  



November 12, 2016 
 
Trump is our country's shadow, the darkest part of ourselves. The only way to mature 
past the shadow is to acknowledge and integrate it. Clinton represented the lie that we 
could meet suffering and rage with centrism and superiority. No, -- we have to go 
deeper, take the long walk down into our own truth, and start again, with an honest 
engagement with reality, the horrors we have been perpetrating on the world and each 
other, the smugness, the derision... And on the other side, we become our better self, 
i.e. our true self. 
 
 
  



September 8, 2015 
 
Trekking back from Burning Man with my hair all dusty and my throat all scratchy I feel 
sad. I hand over five bucks for a falafel and the exchange is pleasant but flat. For a 
week, there was not a dollar exchanged. The only currencies were gifts and gratitude. 
For a few years now I've been aware of, though sometimes afraid to acknowledge, my 
empathic abilities: I can feel people's feelings at will, not just their feelings right now, but 
their state generally, their anxieties, joys, hopes and fears, sometimes to surreal 
specificity. It took Burning Man and its culture of giving (not to mention Jodi Philippson) 
to give me the courage to walk a green cardboard rectangle over to the airbrush booth 
and ask the artist to write PSYCHIC READINGS in bold, flowing black. On the corner of 
9'30 and E, I stopped my bike at a wooden carriage dubbed by its caretakers as "The 
Psychic Taxi" and introduced myself as the new resident psychic. Over the next three 
days, thirty or forty people sat down in front of me. I took their wrists, closed my eyes, 
and spoke what I felt and saw. I knew I had this ability, but here was the first time I 
could give it, to one person after another, in a way that felt a part of me, rather than a 
gimmick, a response to a dare, or as evidence against a skeptic. The gift you have, 
which might otherwise go by the name of a hobby, or an interest, or an idle passion, is 
as real at Burning Man as your bike and your LED lights. It's awesome. 
 
 
  



March 21, 2014 ·  
 
There is a human story all of us live. There is also an economic one. They will inevitably 
come into conflict. One major test of our character, in this age and time, is whether we 
serve others and try to make money in the meanwhile, or whether we serve money and 
try merely not to hurt people. We can't have been put on earth for the money. But we 
may very well have been put on earth for each other. 
 
 
  



January 4, 2014 
 
Fifty years from now, assuming you and I survive, will we say we were just too busy? 
 
 
  



October 2, 2013 
 
This past Monday night, on the subway platform, a young man sat down on the edge, 
his legs dangling over the side, just five feet from me. "You probably don't want to do 
that," I said. He pivoted around, tears in his eyes. "I don't know... my resume..." he said. 
"I'm sure you can fix the resume problem in another way," I said. He got up, stumbled 
over to me, drunk, and sat down. We chatted for the next twenty minutes about suicide, 
what it means to struggle, and why it was better to wait things out, especially when 
you're 26. I offered to see him home but he shook his head. Then he thanked me and 
got on the train. I hope he's okay. 
 
 


