






















The following four pages contain excerpts from a discussion,  
on the e-mail discussion list for RC Community members, 

 about time, tasks, and technology.

A while back I was reflecting on how much busier 

we all are, especially in relation to the 1970s, ’80s, 

and ’90s. I remember having much more time to 

do things. The pace was slower. It was easy to set 

aside time for several Co-Counseling sessions a 

week and to be with friends. (I still do, but making 

the time seems more difficult.) I usually attribute 

the increased busyness to the tight economic times 

and the ongoing collapse of the economic system. 

These are factors, but not the only ones.

In a Co-Counseling session it occurred to me that 

there was more relaxed time before the “information 

age,” which now has us spending hours each day on 

the computer, on cell phones or iPhones, texting, 

and using all the other technological advances that 

weren’t available in previous decades. It may not 

seem obvious, but I think this has made a huge 

difference in our lives and helps to explain why so 

many people are under a lot of stress.

Reclaiming Time in the “Information Age”

I sit down at the computer to see what e-mail has 

come in. Often I get distracted two or three times 

and start one thing, respond to another, check a 

web page, and so on. At some point I realize that I 

haven’t yet finished the first task.

I’m now discharging and beginning to think about 

how to reorganize my time. I’m trying to make 

reading and organizing my e-mails more efficient. 

I’m prioritizing getting together with friends at the 

expense of maybe not getting everything done. I’m 

planning to start a log of each task I start at the 

computer so that I can keep track of what I’m doing. 

I’m also going to (try to) limit the amount of time I 

spend at the computer in one sitting.

I’d like to hear others’ thinking about this and what 

they’ve figured out about how to do things smarter 

and in a more relaxed and efficient way.

Pam Geyer
Bellaire, Texas, USA



I read a book that suggested that our time on the 
Internet is mostly wasted. The author suggested 
establishing policies of checking e-mail only once 
a day and going on the Internet only if there is 
information one absolutely needs.

I tried this and found that I suddenly had more time 
available than I knew what to do with. I was able to 
catch up on some long neglected projects. I had more 
time for leisure as well. It turned out1 that I could do 

Time on the Internet Mostly Wasted?

1 Turned out means resulted.

just fine without the information on the web sites and 
listserves I had been trying to keep up with.2

I know for me there is something addictive about 
using information technology. It probably goes back 
to a childhood in which television substituted for 
friends and family.

Glenn Johnson 
Greenfield, Massachusetts, USA

2 Keep up with means keep abreast of.



The Same Supply 
of Moments

 “You have exactly the same supply of 
moments each day that everyone else has, so 
there must be enough of them. You have all 
there is. There is nothing that needs to be 
done that can’t be done.”

Harvey Jackins
From The Rest of Our Lives, page 3









A Recent  
Introduction to RC 

(CD 13)

Every other month, Tim Jackins gives a 
public introduction to RC at Re-evaluation 
Counseling Community Resources, in 
Seattle, Washington, USA. One of his 
goals in giving these talks is to give them 
freshly each time, speaking directly to 
the audience. This is a CD of one of his 
introductory talks. 

$10 (U.S.), plus shipping and handling. 
To order, see page 109.

(This is one of the RC Teacher Updates, 
listed on page 104.)







He learned, among other things, that teaching was the most 

rigorous form of learning. He learned to learn more from his 

students than they did from him; like so many other things, it was 

the reverse of what it seemed to be, and colleges existed to bring 

together groups of young people to teach some chosen few of their 

elders the things that they knew about life, that the old teachers 

had been in danger of forgetting.

K.S. Robinson
From The Years of Rice and Salt, 2002



In my work with men I have 
found a useful tool that seems 
to allow them to discharge more 
easily on topics that would 
otherwise feel too difficult to 
work on. It also seems to allow 
them to admit to feelings and 
thoughts they feel are forbidden 
or shameful. 

It’s like this: The client has a 
friend who has some thoughts 
or feelings that the friend is 
unable to talk about, so the 
friend has asked the client to 
talk about them for him. Both the client and the 
counselor know that the client is really talking 
about himself, but neither of them say this directly. 
Instead, both client and counselor refer to the 
friend throughout. 

“What would your friend say about X?”

 “Oh, he would probably say . . . .”

I have a hunch that it works so well because 
the distress can be talked about as separate from 
the individual. The client does not need to “own” 
the distress.

I have used this tool as a way to help men talk 
about their lives, and their dreams and fantasies, 
more openly.

Client: “I have this friend who dreams about 
XYZ.”

Counselor: “XYZ? Would you ever dream of 
that?”

Client: “Me? No, I’d never dream of anything like 
that! But he does. Can you believe it?!”

Counselor: “Yeah, you’re too smart to go around 
dreaming XYZ. You’d never do that. So what 
happens in this dream of his?”

Client: “I have a friend who did _____. I can’t 
imagine how he could come up with1 an idea like 
that.”

“I Have a Friend Who . . .”

Counselor: “Just incredible!”

Client: “Well, I certainly 
wouldn’t do anything like that. 
But he did!”

Counselor: “No, you’d never 
dream of doing anything like 
that! Absolutely not. But tell 
me more about what your 
friend did.”

A light, playful, warm, and 
delighted tone from me as 
counselor, and agreeing how 

the client is too smart or too good to do or think 
such a thing—“thank goodness you’re not like 
that!”—seem to help the client not get lost in 
shame. If the client starts talking about himself, 
it has been useful to check whether it is really his 
friend he is talking about—“that was your friend 
who thought that, right?”

It’s led to lots of laughter, shaking, sweating, 
and bursts of sobbing. 

I have also used this approach to give 
appreciations to men who otherwise have 
difficulty in hearing direct appreciations. A light 
and understated tone has worked well.

“I have this friend. He’s a bit shy, so he asked 
me to tell you that he thinks you are the kind of 
man he admires. I think he likes you. A lot. But he 
wouldn’t tell that to your face, because it would be 
far too embarrassing. So I’m passing it on to you 
for him. He mentioned something about your warm 
smile and your humour, too. He was stumbling for 
words—he’s not very good at this sort of thing.”

As counselor it is challenging to find the right 
tone, the right angle, and the right amount of 
cheekiness.2 When I’ve used this tool in support 
groups, it’s also been important to make sure that 
the client tells the story for himself, so he gets to 
discharge, and not as a way to entertain the rest 
of the group. This is not about clowning3 or trying 
to be funny, but I’ve had a lot of fun with it.

Simon James-Eide
Oslo, Norway

1 Come up with means think of. 2 Cheekiness is insolent boldness, flaunted self-assurance.
3 Clowning means acting like a clown.
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Web* special . . .

A bundle of twelve CDs of talks given by  
Tim Jackins at workshops he led in 2006, 2007, 

and 2008 (four CDs for each year). 
ȋ�art of the �� �eacher �pdate seriesȌ

See page 104 for the titles of the talks.

ȗ �� web site

̈́Ͷ0 ȋ�.�.Ȍ plus shipping and handling 

�vailable only on the �� web site  

δhttpǣȀȀwww.rc.orgε















Two recent experiences have me leaning toward mixing 
people from different groups. I taught a short series of 
RC classes to staff members at a school where I was the 
retiring principal. They wanted to know more about RC and 
were game1 to try it. However, they were less interested 
in becoming RC Community members. The class went well. 
One person joined an RC class in the Community, and I 
strengthened my relationships with the other participants 
but they never seemed to step out of their pre-existing 
relationships into a full relationship as Co-Counselors. It was 
more difficult to get them to put aside old barriers, power 
dynamics, and their view of appropriate social distance 
than it has been with people in other fundamentals classes 
I’ve taught.

 I’m now teaching a fundamentals class that is a mix of 
personal friends and folks whom I’ve met only through RC. 
This is going much better. My relationship with my friends 
is enhanced by the presence of others with whom I have 
only RC relationships. Things also go to a new level more 
quickly and easily, and it’s easier to teach about the no-
socializing policy.2

I’d love to know how this might be different in different 
cultural contexts.

Russ Vernon-Jones
Amherst, Massachusetts, USA





Eleven years ago I started a 
second-hand store1 in a poor, 
mixed-race neighborhood. It’s 
shown me up close the details of 
classism that I and the other people 
in the neighborhood deal with on 
a daily basis.

When I think about classism, I 
think in terms of two aspects:

1) having to work too much and 
too hard to get less than what we 
really need in return, and

2) competing with one another 
over the things we need that 
are scarce because of our class 
position.

The first part, the institutional 
oppression, has been easier to 
understand and in some ways 
easier to deal with. I can get things 
that have been thrown away (or 
might be) in neighborhoods or 
suburbs that are better off,2 take 
them to a poorer neighborhood, 
fix and clean them up, and offer 
them to people at fair prices. Of 
course, making enough money at 
this is always difficult. I get paid 
four times as much to throw things 
in the landfill3 as I do to salvage 
them and get them to people for 
reuse. So I do both things, in order 
to make enough money to keep my 
store going. 

The city has a much lower 
standard for my neighborhood 
than for others. Services provided 
in other areas are generally not 
available here, or are available to a 
lesser extent. Trash pick-up, street 
maintenance, business loans, access 
to government representatives, all 

Persisting Against Classism

are below the standard of what is 
provided to other neighborhoods. 
It took me two years to get the city 
to put a garbage can on our corner.  
When they did, people treated me 
like a hero.

The good side is that officials 
pretty much4 leave me alone 
and let me do what I want. This 
works well for the neighborhood. 
Unfortunately, they also leave alone 
businesses that operate in harmful 
and illegal ways. 

I have struggled with people’s 
internalized oppression the ways 
they compete with and direct 
mistreatment at one another, both 
physically and verbally. Violence, 
stealing, vandalism, littering, 
and graffiti happen daily and are 
widespread. It’s a challenge to 
prevent (or limit the amount of) 
their happening to me, without 
my acting in oppressive ways. I’ve 
learned to accept that some of 
these things are going to happen 
to me, and to not react in extreme 
ways, not let them get me down.5

Verbal mistreatment seems less 
hurtful than physical mistreatment. 
However, when I realize it’s creating 
a constant state of disrespect, I can 
see how destructive it is. I realized 
several years ago that a major way 
I could support the community 
was to maintain an attitude of 
respect toward people who often 
get criticized and rejected.  During 
my first couple of years in the store, 
one of my regular customers was 
an old woman who would stop 
in6 and tell my helper and me the 
stories of how she had managed 
the challenges of her day. She’d tell 
us how she had dealt with riding 
the bus, going to the bank or the 

drug store, getting a free lunch 
at the church or some old bread 
at the bakery all with a sense of 
challenge and good spiritedness, 
and an underlying outrage. One 
day after she had left, my helper 
said, “I don’t know why you let 
her come in here. She’s dirty, she 
smells, she’s obnoxious, and she 
never stops talking. And not only 
that, she never buys anything for 
more than a quarter.”7 My response 
helped clarify for me part of why it 
is important for us to be doing what 
we are doing. I said, “Among all the 
things she does and the people she 
has to deal with during her day, 
this is probably the only place she 
goes where she gets treated like a 
human being.”

I’ve been at this8 for almost twelve 
years now. Often it seems like a lot 
of people are mad at me, but I have 
enough people who appreciate me 
that it keeps me going. Last year 
there was a period of time when 
somebody was breaking into cars 
at night, right in front of my store. 
For a few weeks, every time I came 
to the store I saw more broken 
glass in the street. One day I was 
sweeping up the glass, and one of 
the guys who is always wasted9 (on 
drugs) and hanging out10 on the 
street came by. I made a comment 
about all the break-ins and said 
that I had to remember not to 
park in that area over night. He 
said, “Oh, you don’t have to worry. 
You’re good to people. It won’t 
happen to you.”

Ken von Geldern
Albany, New York, USA

Reprinted from the RC e-mail discussion  
list for leaders of working-class people

1 A second-hand store is a store that sells 
used goods.
2 Better off means wealthier.
3 A landfill is a place where garbage is buried 
between layers of earth, to build up low-
lying land.

4 Pretty much means mostly.
5 Get me down means make me unhappy.
6 Stop in means come in.

7 A quarter is a quarter of a U.S. dollar, or 
twenty-five cents.
8 At this means doing this.
9 Wasted means intoxicated.
10 In this context , hanging out means 
spending unstructured time.































Recently we Melbourne (Victoria, Australia) RCers, both men and 

women, have been working hard to “reclaim” our mothers. At our 

Community workshop last year, Louisa1 spent the Saturday evening 

class encouraging us to discharge about our mums, recognizing their 

full humanity. She spoke eloquently and at length of  how, because of  

the sexist society, each of  our mothers had given up on a part of  her 

life to become a wife and a mother. It was not a free decision, as society 

offers few rational choices for women. That was a turning point for me 

in working on my sexism. I have spent many sessions since, talking and 

discharging about my mum and how much I love her. I have learned 

much about myself, men, and the nature of  sexism.

I had always found it difficult to see how my mum was oppressed. I 

had thought the difficulty was because of  our owning-class heritage, 

but Louisa suggested it had everything to do with sexism. We men, 

she pointed out, no matter what class we come from, have real 

difficulty seeing our mothers as being oppressed. This is because we 

are so dependent for survival on our mums. We start out so close to 

them, so inextricably linked—for warmth, nourishment, and human 

contact—that we cannot bear to think of  them suffering as a result. 

To contemplate that the woman we loved the most was suffering at 

the hands of  sexism can call into question our very existence. It can 

restimulate profound early feelings of  dread, loss, grief, horror, anger, 

guilt, longing, regret, separation, anxiety, abandonment, neglect, 

hunger, perhaps even death. No wonder we men don’t want to look at 

it. No wonder we don’t want to look at sexism!

Now that I understand this dynamic a little and have begun to 

discharge, old memories keep flooding back of  my mum being caught 

in unbearable and intolerable situations. Recently I was clienting about 

a derogatory comment my dad used to make from time to time about 

my mum’s physical appearance. He used to tease her in front of  my 

brother and me; not often, not obviously, but enough for me to learn 

what was going on.2 My mum would laugh in an embarrassed way. We 

would laugh in an oppressive way. The jokes were at someone else’s 

expense. My memories of  these times are of  warmth, togetherness, 

laughing, and fun, even though someone was being humiliated and 

ridiculed. Realizing this has taught me that happy memories and good 

feelings can also contain oppressive behaviour and are therefore worth 

fully discharging about, just as much as painful ones.

Bruce Clezy
Northcote, Victoria, Australia

Reprinted from the newsletter of  the 

Melbourne, Victoria, RC Community

Men and Their Mums:  

Undoing Sexism

1 Louisa Flander, the Area Reference Person for Melbourne, Victoria, Australia

2 Going on means happening.









The light from the sun 
travels to earth every day 
soaks into the ground, 
 the dirt, 
 the water, 
 the rocks,

and the plants burst upwards 
in a multitude of colors

and the animals grow 
and change 
and evolve, 
wandering over the land 
and in the sea

and the people 
are simply starlight 
with brains and hands

they create marvelous art and music

they solve incredible problems 
with knowledge, ingenuity 
and vast imaginations

they invent technology 
to communicate with each other 
and transform the lives 
of billions

and though they 
don’t always know it, 
they are 
 striving striving striving 
to be good, 
and kind 
to one another.

Jim DuBois 
Northampton, Massachusetts, USA

Ordinary Days  

on Planet Earth



摈弃不切实
际的期待与 失望

对再评价咨询
的介绍



The ideas and developments of RC as written about by Harvey Jackins  

from 1995 until his death in 1999. 







I have been in RC for the past five years. I grew up in an 
informal settlement where youth face many challenges, 
and I am grateful I got to know about RC when I was in the 
process of making decisions about my life.

Re-evaluation Counseling helped me realize that people 
take advantage of young people who have not had a chance 
at education, and exploit and oppress them in every way 
possible. I made a personal commitment to reach out to 
young people by means of RC fundamentals classes every 
Sunday, support groups, and my interaction with them at my 
workplace. I am seeing the impact of this on my community. 
The young people are re-emerging with confidence, self-
esteem, and self-appreciation, and they are able to make 
better decisions about their futures. 

My main motivation is how RC has changed my life. I have 
been able to make sound decisions about my future, and I 
am now reaching out to people in my community. 

Samuel Kiriro Wairimu
Nairobi, Kenya

Better Decisions About the Future









Esta noche mi barrio, Larapa (en Cusco, Peru), 
está tranquilo y hace un poco de frío. Los perros no 
ladran tan bulliciosa y agresivamente como a veces lo 
hacen, y la temperatura ha bajado bastante (aunque 
estamos entrando supuestamente al “verano”), pero 
mi corazón y mente estan llenos del calor humano, 
emoción, alegría y gratitud. ¡Tuvimos nuestro primer 
taller de Co-Escucha en Cusco el fin de semana 
pasado, tal vez fue el primer taller de co-escuchas 
activos/as en todo Peru!

Tonight my neighborhood, Larapa (in Cusco, Peru), 
is chilly and quiet. The dogs aren’t barking as loudly 
and aggressively as they sometimes do, and the 
temperature has dropped substantially (although we 
are supposedly entering “summer”); but my heart 
and mind are filled with warmth and excitement, 
joy and gratitude. We had our first RC workshop in 
Cusco this past weekend, perhaps the first workshop 
of active RCers in Peru ever!

Liderado por Yolanda Provoste-Fuentes, quien 
vino de Argentina vía Chile en camino a Santa 
Cruz, California, EEUU, el taller empezó el sábado 
en la mañana y terminó el domingo en la tarde. El 
sábado fue para “mi” grupo, una clase combinada de 
fundamentales y continuación, más un par de personas 
que habían hecho una clase de fundamentales 
conmigo hace años, y el domingo fue una introducción 
para gente nueva que había sido invitada por los y las 
participantes del sábado. Catorce nuevas personas 
llegaron: hermanas, primas, amigos, alumnos y 
alumnas, etcétera.

Led by Yolanda Provoste-Fuentes, who came 
through Cusco on her way back from Argentina 
via Chile to Santa Cruz, California, USA, the 
workshop began on Saturday morning and went until 
Sunday afternoon. Saturday was for “my” group, a 
fundamentals/ongoing class plus a couple of other 
people who had been in one of my fundamentals 
classes years ago. Sunday was an introduction for 
new people invited by the Saturday group. Fourteen 
new people showed up1—sisters, cousins, friends, 
students, and so on.

Nuestro pequeño e íntimo grupo tenía la química 
y el número perfecto para el local hermosísimo, 
Monte Aguila en Saylla, ubicado a cuarenta y cinco 

Un taller de Co-Escucha en Cusco, Perú 
An RC Workshop in Cusco, Peru

minutos del centro de Cusco. Incluso la mesa donde 
compartímos nuestros alimentos tenía espacio 
precisamente para doce personas. ¡Con Oliver, mi hijo 
de tres años, eramos exactamente una docena!

Our small, intimate group was the perfect size for 
both the stunningly beautiful location, Monte Aguila 
in Saylla, located forty-five minutes from the center 
of Cusco, and our group’s dynamics. Even the table 
where we shared our meals fit exactly twelve people. 
With my three-year-old son, Oliver, we were exactly 
a dozen!

Todo el fin de semana fluyó de la misma manera. 
No importaba para nada que a las 3:00 de la tarde 
estuviéramos ya tres horas atrasados en el horario 
que habíamos planeado. Yolanda estuvo relajada, 
graciosa, juguetona, cariñosa, y brillante. Su obvio 
deleite con cada persona era claro y penetrante, e 
hizo posible que todas ellas desahogaran fuertemente. 
Aprendimos tanto a cada nivel: teóricamente, 
prácticamente, emocionalmente, y al nivel de 
“reevaluación.” Yo estuve muy orgullosa de mi grupo, 
chiquito pero fuerte y comprometido, nuevo (la 
mayoría con menos de un año de experiencia) pero 
brillante y apasionado.

The entire weekend flowed in the same way. It 
didn’t matter that by 3:00 PM we were three hours 
behind the schedule we had set out to follow. Yolanda 
was relaxed, funny, brilliant, caring, and playful. Her 
delight in every person was clear and unwavering 
and made it possible for everyone to discharge hard. 
We learned so much on every level: theoretically, 
practically, emotionally, and on the “re-evaluating” 
level. I was proud of my group—small but strong and 

1 Showed up means came, attended.



committed, mostly new to RC (less than a year of 
experience) but brilliant and passionate.

Algunos momentos destacados: trabajar sobre 
la opresión de jóvenes durante la primera hora del 
taller, jugar al “quitamedias,” ver a mi hijo saltando 
feliz encima de una montaña de cojines donde abajo 
había varias personas, jugar a las sillas musicales, y 
ver todo el desahogo intenso en todos los momentos 
de comer.

Some highlights: Working on young people’s 
oppression within the first hour of the workshop, sock 
wrestling, seeing my son delightedly jumping on top 
of the mountain of pillows that had various people 
underneath, playing musical chairs, seeing all the 
intense discharge going on2 at meals.

La noche de “cultura compartida” fue muy 
conmevedora para mí, y también fue muy espontánea. 
Cuando expliqué qué era “cultura compartida” 
dije simplemente que era una oportunidad para 
compartir algo personal de ellos y ellas mismos/as, 
una oportunidad de arriesgarse en un ambiente 
completamente seguro y de apoyo. Resultó una 
noche de emociones tan profundas para mí. Estuve 
tan conmovida por la confianza que mostraron todos 
con el grupo y me sentí verdaderamente bendecida 
de ser parte de eso. Compartimos canciones de cuna 
y otras canciones; poemas, partes de un diario, y 
danza improvisacional.

The culture sharing was moving and spontaneous. 
I explained that it was an opportunity for people 
to share something personal, to take a risk in a 
supportive environment. The resulting evening was 
one of powerful emotions for me. I was moved and 
touched by each person’s trust in the group and felt 
blessed to be part of it. We shared lullabies and other 
songs; poems, diary entries, and improvisational 
dance.

 Yo desahogué mucho aquella noche en mi última 
sesión del día, pensando en cómo mi sueño de crear 
una Comunidad de RC en Cusco está aparentamente 
realizándose. Gracias a Yolanda, Diane,3 Tim,4 y Mike5 
por su apoyo para hacer el taller possible. Gracias 
a mi hermana, Hao Li Tai Loh, y a mi mamá, Tai, 
las dos co-escuchas, por su apoyo constante a mí, 
especialmente como madre. A pesar de estar miles 
de kilómetros lejos, su apoyo y amor para mí me 
hace sentir que están a mi lado siempre.

I discharged hard on how my dream of creating an 
RC Community here in Cusco seems to be coming 
true. Thank you to Yolanda, Diane,3 Tim,4 and Mike5 
for helping to make the workshop possible. Thank 
you to my sister, Hao Li Tai Loh, and my mother, Tai, 
also Co-Counselors, for their constant support of me, 
especially as a mother. Despite being thousands of 
miles away, their love and support always make me 
feel as if they are right next to me.

Gracias a mi grupo aquí en Cusco, que ahora siento 
que tengo una “base de hogar” que está apoyándome 
bajo todas las circunstancias. Cusco es una ciudad 
pequeña e íntima. Yo sé que ya estamos cambiando 
un poquito el montón de opresión que existe junto 
con las montañas magnificas de los Andes.

Thanks to my group here in Cusco. I feel like I 
have a real home base now that is backing6 me under 
all circumstances. Cusco is a small, intimate city. I 
know that all of us are already making a difference in 
beginning to chip away at the mountain of oppression 
that coexists alongside the magnificent mountains 
of the Andes.

Amy Tai 
Cusco, Peru 

Traducido del inglés al castellano por Amy Tai 
Translated from English to Spanish by Amy Tai

2 Going on means happening.

3 Diane Shisk, Persona de referencia alternativa internacional 
para las comunidades de RC
3 Diane Shisk, the Alternate International Reference Person 
for the RC Communities
4 Tim Jackins, Persona de referencia internacional para las 
comunidades de RC
4 Tim Jackins, the International Reference Person for the RC 
Communities
5 Mike Markovits, el presidente de la fundación de Re-
evaluación
5 Mike Markovits, the president of the Re-evaluation 
Foundation
6 Backing means supporting.














































