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“We must be willing to get rid of the life we’ve planned, so as to have the life that is waiting for us. The old skin has to be shed before the new one can come.”
                         
                                          —Joseph Campbell

Shedding Skin: A Worldview

Human beings’ physical attributes are relatively similar, so what really makes us different is dependent on our perspectives and model of reality.  People have various views of the world not necessarily because of genetic makeup, but due to their accumulative experiences.  The way I perceive the world has changed dramatically throughout my life.  Many of the changes are due to new information I have received through discussion, experience, and personal studies.  Having left behind the rigid worldview I held early on in my youth, I would like to think the tailoring of my previous views has been for the best, bringing me closer to becoming an independent critical thinker and one step closer to truth (whatever that might be).  I have come to terms that living solely to advance the interests of one’s self, makes existence relatively futile.  In a way, this change in perspective has caused me to develop new political stances and a new career path.  I also see the need to constantly be filtering through different perspectives in the quest for that slippery thing called “truth.”  My core worldview is to understand people and live life empathetically.  My intent is to keep my personal reality dynamic, and to allow myself to stay aware of opportunities where I can positively contribute.

To understand how I arrived at my present worldview, it is important to look at the road (AKA influences) that brought me to it. My father is Catholic and my mother a Protestant; both are conservative Republicans.  They settled my religious upbringing by sending me to Catholic classes to receive my first communion and I was to attend mass at a Catholic church called St. Theresa on Sundays.  To make my mother happy, I was sent to a Christian private school from kindergarten to 8th grade.  I resented the school, and made sure my actions displayed that to the faculty.  At the end of my eighth grade year my vice principal called me to her office and told me “their school probably wasn’t the best fit for me”, and basically insinuated they did not want me to attend their high school.  This allowed me to make the transition to Patrick Henry, a public high school in my local area, where most of my friends attended.  This transition was one of the many turning points in my life that helped mold my worldview to what it is today.    

Early on in life, my worldview was actually handed down to me. It was inherited rather than informed, as I suspect most worldviews begin. My world was small and my parents were large: end of story. My parents have strong beliefs regarding their personal views of truth, morality, and what is right, so it only makes sense they would try to raise me in a way that I would adopt their beliefs.  As I matured, I could no longer accept their model of reality as my own.  
In college, I found philosophy classes fascinating and transformative.  I particularly enjoyed topics such as existentialism, metaphysics, ethics, and logic.  I had a great philosophy professor that mentored me in my exploration for finding truth, and some of my views on existence and morality stemmed from discussions or books he recommended.  Unlike most philosophers, I haven’t completely written off the idea of a higher power, but I certainly don’t believe it fits neatly into any of the religions man has created through the course of history.  I can’t bring myself to accept that simply believing in a particular god, which no one can provide empirical evidence exists, will save me a place in a particular heaven.  It does not morally or logically make sense to me or fit my worldview.  Throughout the ages, religious certainty and people’s desire to force others to accept their personal perspectives of truth has caused much pain and suffering.  Another problem with Christianity and most religions is if a god put everyone on earth for a reason, and that reason was to believe in him/her; why did that god put people in distant regions that would never hear the message?  Do these people simply go to Hell for not believing, or do they just decay and turn to dust when they pass?  Few would argue that much of the United States embraces Christian fundamentalism and there are probably few cities that lack at least one building with a steeple and cross jetting into the sky, but what about the other countries where Christian fundamentalism is nonexistent? Countries with different cultures, different religious doctrines they passionately hold as truth, just as passionately or more so as many Christians hold to theirs?  Are they going to be condemned to Hell for not accepting our western culture, religion, and God?   

Politics and values are something I have always been passionate about, but just like my religious upbringing, my beliefs have been drastically altered by my experiences.  A year or two after graduating from high school, I studied and received my real estate license and went into the lending industry working as a loan officer for a local broker. The owners were diehard conservative Republicans that fit the stereotypical image portrayed by some of the media: fat, grey-haired, rich, and lacking human compassion. My politics and values, for the sake of my job and quest for the all-mighty dollar, mirrored those of my bosses. The owners had many of the luxuries much of the world idolizes, and at that immature point in my life I wanted a piece of what they had.  I endorsed their worldview and standard of living; however, it was not without a cost. Real estate is a cutthroat business, and as long as you are making a profit and staying out of jail it doesn’t really matter whom you screw over in the process.  I made a lot of money, bought an investment property, and a new car.  When I went out with friends, I would pick up huge bar tabs; I ate what I wanted, and I partied hard.  Then one day driving down the fifty-two highway on my way to work, I had a revelation.  I remember thinking that one third of my life is probably over and what do I have to show for it?  My income paid for my lifestyle, but I had run up a huge amount of debt as a patriotic consumer: the right home, the right car, the right flat screen TV, the right clothes—all on my Visa card. Questions started going through my head, questions like: What kind of person am I? Who would remember me if I died today?  I haven’t created or done anything with my life except accumulate material and have had shallow experiences.  I’ve conducted business unethically and have lived only for myself.  I went home sick that day, planned a trip to Europe with the money I had saved, and promised myself I would be ethical in future business.  I also got together with an old high school friend that week to work on creating a short film, since my original high school dream was to be a writer or film director.  A dream I unfortunately had tossed aside to make money.    

  
I backpacked across Europe for a month that summer, and it was truly a life changing adventure.  It was amazing to experience in-person all the cities, people, and culture you spend your whole life seeing in magazines and movies.  I had never really ventured out of the U.S, and finally I was getting to experience different cultures firsthand, a time in my life I will never forget.  As a result, my worldview began to take an informed shape.  I realized how petty and useless so many of the things I put such value on were.  I grew a great appreciation for other cultures other than the very American one I had been sheltered to my whole life.  The consumerist lifestyle I had been living seemed so ridiculous in hindsight.  I couldn’t believe all the money I was wasting on relatively useless material.  I couldn’t believe how empty my American dreams were.

Like my inherited worldview, the mortgage industry began to crash while I was in Europe.  I tried to stay afloat when I came back, but it was no use.  I lost the rest of my savings. I could no longer make payments on my investment property, and everything hit me so fast I couldn’t financially manage it.  I eventually lost my job and had no choice but to move back home with my parents.  But the funniest thing was that although I was losing everything I had worked so hard for, I had never been happier in my life.  It was the opportunity I needed to start over; it was like a snake shedding its old skin in order to take on a new one.  I got a simple sales job at a call center making just enough to pay bills and living expenses.  I enrolled back into school fulltime, and I completely began to see life from a new perspective.  I became more confident than ever about pursuing writing, creating films, and documentaries for my livelihood.  I adopted more of a minimalist lifestyle, one I could never have imagined myself living.  But through all these changes, my personal happiness and quality of life is greater than it has ever previously been.   


Finally, my worldview will always be a work-in-progress, but at this point in my life, I can say it is mostly informed, adopted by my choosing. As a result, it causes me to be a conscientious, but optimistic, critical thinker, a flawed but confident human being who is open to other worldviews. There are few absolute truths in life, and it seems truth many times is relative, situational, and contextual. Also, something you may see as truth one day may change as new experiences and information arises.  Most of the perspectives I currently hold I have given much thought and critical analysis.  I no longer accept someone’s views solely on the grounds that their argument sounds compelling.  I genuinely try to find opposing sides and objective research surrounding the argument.  I have also stopped only searching for information that only advances my arguments or perspectives.  Instead, I now have a desire for authentic truth, as I work everyday to understand and define it. Through new experiences and new information I hope to constantly be broadening my horizons and growing a better understanding of others, the universe, and myself.  I believe people need to be free to express their spirituality in whatever ways bring them fulfillment, as long as it does not impede on another’s rights.  I don’t believe there is one path to heaven or that heaven even necessarily exists outside of our earth, or this life.  I want to experience life and live to the fullest extent of my being, and whenever the opportunity presents itself, help others fulfill their own passions along the way.  I hope to leave the world better off than when I entered it by making a positive impact on at least a handful of lives or the cultural environment.  My goal is to leave behind a few original thoughts and creations, which others may find value in or bring them some happiness, or understanding.  And whatever the reason may be for my existence, I wish to find it and continue to shed skins in order to fulfill it.  
