‘Hall of Mirrors’

My Metaphor for the Mind
What do our minds resemble? The use of models and metaphors are crucial to both the art and the science of understanding the brain. 

Western models of the mind have often focused on memory, using analogies of pictures and words - the mind as a canvas, museum, alphabet or encyclopaedia. Renaissance anatomical research, and the idea of linking physical structure with function, led to the influential idea of the mind as a ‘thinking machine’. In art, seeing the mind as a seat of the senses has proved extremely suggestive, while some argue that every artwork can be thought of as a model of the mind. Mind metaphors have sometimes come from nature and religion (a tree or a spirit), but more frequently they relate to cutting-edge technology. Early ideas of the brain as a book or blank slate gave way to the 19th-century steam engine, then to the telephone exchange. Most recently the brain has been likened to a computer or the World Wide Web. 

My metaphor for the mind is a Hall of Mirrors.
This choice of metaphor is probably not surprising when considered in light of my background as a reflective practitioner.  I constantly reflect both in and on practice, observing myself and others in the mirrors of my mind.  Coming from a psychodynamic background I accept that human beings come into the world without an ego - without an identity, without a sense of self separate from an other.  The general notion of mirroring has been suggested by Winnicott (1953), who saw mirroring occurring in the loving gaze of the mother. The gaze of the good-enough mother does not reflect her own defences but rather a confirmation of the varying moods that the baby is presenting to her, and it is through the mirroring between mother and baby that a sense of self is developed.  
In the mirror image, the child senses stability, unity, and stature -
a mastery it hopes to one day attain. As we gaze in a mirror, what do we see? The mirror shows us our reflection.  And therein lies wisdom, because as we learn to see ourselves, we begin to see our emotional reactions as signs indicating where to focus our awareness for growth. But within the mind there are many mirrors that we're reflected in simultaneously; past, present, future, private, public, professional, social, anatomical, physiological, cognitive, to name but a few. How we perceive, and what we do with that perception helps us interact with reality in a meaningful way.    It contemplates the unknown more than the known, the awe more than the ordinary, the mystery more than the mundane. It watches the intuition more than the intellect, the content more than the form, the message more than the medium. It feels the ecstasy more than the discipline, the compelling more than the control, the artistry more than the technique. Action and reaction, or rather, both at the same time; a multi-dimensional lightshow of sorts.  
I certainly feel my life in a new way when taking in this image, even if I can't quite articulate what the newness is. The events, the stuff of life, are as evanescent as smoke, and my passage through this hall of mirrors is all curiosity and wondering. Pause for a moment and consider this image for yourself, the feeling or the sensation it arouses in you, the associations it evokes from your own life's journey. Full-length gilded mirrors, and while the mirror-images are exchanging gazes each mirror holds not the reflection of the other, but an image maybe of the "ideal image" 
It is the ability of a complex system to include a mirror of itself inside it – yes, our brains can hold the image of a brain – that produce minds, selves, life.

In a Hall of Mirrors we are looking at one thing but notice many things. A collage of incongruous images, and if one moves, they all move there is no good or bad, no right or wrong, there is only the reflection of what is. . . Distortions, generalizations and deletions readily accepted.  Generating a variety of emotions, all accepted without a second thought, feeling at home with their paradox. If you walk away, your reflection walks away. Internal becomes external becomes involution. The loop of perception is a relentless 
hall of mirrors in the mind. So long as you stay connected to direct experience, the immediate feedback you get as you act will help guide you as you make changes and fine tuning adjustments along the way. So, each single mirror in the set is a category or detector of some kind -- clustering information in the light of its orientation. Whilst the complete set of mirrors capture and focus a complete spectrum of insights, any message loosed between mirrors facing each other creates a fun-house hall that ricochet an image back and forth until it vanishes into an infinite regress.  But in the Hall of Mirrors of the mind, just as a chameleon is, in part reflecting, in part generating, so the mirrors of the mind are responsive. The very act of accommodating itself to its own reflection disturbs it anew.  It is as if the filters of distance and time were subverted by the complex connecting of everything to everything. An event is not triggered by a chain of being, but by a field of causes reflecting, bending, and mirroring each other in a kaleidoscopic array. Rather than cause and control being dispensed in a straight line from its origin, it spreads like creeping tide, influencing in roundabout, diffuse ways. Small blips can make big splashes and big blips no splashes. But the more we polish our mirrors, and remove the blocks to our awareness, the clearer our perceptions become and so the clearer the distinction between truth and illusion. That distinction is not a matter of knowledge, but simple observation of the reality of the thing.  This way of thinking is like seeing our self see. We stand to one side and reflect on something totally outside our self. We stand present to this world, yet not at home in it. Half-seeing, half-blind, we follow things probably as precise as math, yet as elusive as spirit. We watch for something to catch fire. We listen for the "aha" moment. We see the familiar turning strange, or capture the ordinary fusing with grace.  Insight is the illumination to be achieved by penetrating inner depths with oceans of information pouring endlessly into the model. One phrase I have come across in the past states "an image is worth one thousand words"; I finish with a few images from the reflected world of my Hall of Mirrors, and an indication of the thousands of words and meaning that they represent in my mind.
There is the art of metaphor to assist in truly seeing oneself clearly. Nature displays this so readily if we only observe. And in my Hall of Mirrors, I can reflect on the multitude of natures metaphors that means my world view is enriched 
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Caterpillar/Butterfly
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The caterpillar has a whole life to live in its form.  But when one life cycle ends, another begins. It accordingly builds a cocoon when it's ready and needs to transform.  Re-birth always requires this. This cocoon is not a hiding from the world, but what is necessary for the completion of all transformation.  You have to go within or be alone for awhile. But, the best is yet to come. It emerges from its cocoon completely changed, identified with a new self. And, it can fly!
The Sun
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The Berry 

Cactus
[image: image6.jpg]



Honeycomb

Mountains/Sky
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Carrot
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[image: image10.jpg]



Trees
[image: image11.jpg]




[image: image12.jpg]
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All of the Ocean is the wave, and the wave contains all of the Ocean. The individual wave's movement comes from the Ocean behind it. The individual exists because the Ocean exists.
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Volcanoes sing to expression, and if true expression has been long since stuffed, then it will have to bubble up from deep effecting everything in it's path. Volcanoes stand as an omen for change being forced if you will not flow, to a difference in perspective or shift in awareness that results when what you see in your life isn't supporting the essence of what is really true.








The sun's rays shine out but you can't separate rays from the sun. This is the truth of existence,


rays emanating from the One.











Wholeness is the berry. Each tiny seed that makes up the berry is necessary for it to be. Each particle containing a seed of the berry holds a piece of the whole. Even if each particle is ripped off, no matter how separate each piece is, they still contain within them the trace of the whole, the essence of the Essence. Each piece can stand on its own, but longs for the oneness of union. And when it's all together, it is then the ultimate purpose.  At that point each petal is contributing to the whole flower so to speak. Each part of ourselves is imperative to contribute to our wholeness and Self.
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The cactus is the Truth.  It protects against, and pricks what approaches it unconsciously.  But when you become one with it, you know its secret water source.








What has the trappings of ‘sweetness’ can sometimes get you stuck
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The mountain doesn't move its trees do.  The sky doesn't move its clouds do.  Stability in the midst of all movement.








The carrot is safe within, underground, even if its plant above is ripped and torn.  Sometimes, what is seen on the surface gives no indication of what is living within.








In a snowfall each snow flake is unique. Looking at it from afar however, it looks like a uniformed sheet of white.  You must be the individual and lose the individual to know your true identity.








Just as a huge cloud formation changes gradually, almost imperceptibly into another formation, that's how gradual the process of human transformation is.  For awhile you may not be able to detect anything different.  The changes are so small that the overall formation looks the same.  But gradually the shift will happen, until suddenly, the cloud is entirely different--- the person is entirely different.








The skin hides the fruit.  So far, you've identified and known yourself only as 


the skin.  Now you are beginning to 


peel it.  The time is now to know the 


fruit of yourself.

















A gigantic tree doesn't become that by knowing it's a tree while still a seed. It only knows growth.  Constantly changing while still remaining the same. Being not at all concerned with end results, it is content just to grow and not know where it is going.  The seedling, shoot and mature tree aren't the goal, but the process-- the journey.








Banana








The skin hides the fruit.  So far, you’ve identified and known yourself only as the skin.  Now you are beginning to peel it.  The time is now to know the fruit of yourself.





Midnight is the centre. It touches both night, and a new day at once. It touches both dark and light. It exists between past and future. The point that transcends time. Neither of two opposites, but a centre between them. The centre beyond duality that is real freedom.
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