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Each of us may be fairly well known and know ourselves if our life history is well known.  However, no one is really well understood until they are also understood in terms of the global and local structures that shaped them along the paths of their life.  Where one is and has been entails the conditions that existed in those places.  Topology in mathematics refers to geometric or abstract spatial relations.  Adapting the word to natural systems, it can mean the pattern of places within which a person exists and the habitual pattern of movements within those places.  This is particularly true of the typical or regular interactions with people and things in those places.  The history of a person’s life topology is another perspective on their life history.  For example the conditions of a person’s existence in early childhood will shape their mode of cognition and that usually, but not always, strongly influences subsequent cognitive evolution.  I say usually because radical changes in life topology can cause minor and even substantive changes in modes of cognition as well as all other aspects of the person, for example their interpersonal interactions.
I guess that it must be obvious that writing, rather than speaking, is my mode of expression.  Except for public speaking beginning in my middle teens, I was dumb or rarely spoke from early childhood on.  I was pretty much left out of conversations within my family.  While I did not speak much, neither did I listen much.  
Alone most of the time and minimally supervised, vigorous physical activity, observation of nature, and a vivid fantasy life occupied most of my time.  The one exception was that on the intermittent occasions I was with my grandmother.  On those occasions, she would talk with me, ask me questions, and teach me things.  Possibly because of this, I began thinking around age five or six.  Still, it was my fantasy life that was dominant.   Also at that age, I began to notice inconsistencies between what people said and what they did.  I began to be puzzled by what I thought were really strange reactions in upper-middle class, Anglo-American family and others in my small world.  The reactions of my father, mother, and sister to me were puzzling and disturbing.  My father’s extreme lack of interaction with me was particularly confusing.  The way our Negro mammy and my grandmother related to me contrasted greatly with the rest of my family and this heightened my confusion.  While it caused to think, it also caused me to be anxious around strangers and in public places.  
In this small, segregated, crime-free, peaceful little south Texas town of the early thirties, with little traffic, no one worried about a child meandering about unsupervised.  Wandering alone in the areas around my neighborhood, I not only satisfied my curiosity about the world but I also felt safer.  This freedom from supervision allowed me to experiment and explore which I greatly enjoyed.  It was thrilling to expand my perimeter.  In other words, my life space, not being programmed and without always being taught by adults, allowed me to set my own agenda and learn for myself.  I experienced security when alone, exploring, and being innovative.
I recall that the extremely negative reactions of my family to things sexual and to elimination were very puzzling.  Compatible reactions from male and female peers to exploring those same things was, while designated as taboo by adults, comfortable and intriguing, though tinged with secrecy and a mild degree of guilt and anxiety.  I was particularly bewildered by the way I was treated, especially with respect to chores, restrictions and punishment.  This was especially true since it was so different from the way my older sister was treated.  She received copious praise and impunity with respect to misbehavior, especially mistreatment of me.  These things perplexed me and gave me cause to ponder. 
Another thing that made me curious was that I noticed a striking difference in the way my family treated people of other races and people who were either wealthier or who were poorer than us.    
Other than these enigmas, my concentration focused on strange little creatures and their odd behaviors.  Plant sprouts breaking through the dew laden soil in the early morning, as the sun gradually warmed at dawn; worms that wrapped themselves in leaves or spun cocoons; the many kinds of ants, beetles, and doodle bugs and the strange ways they did their thing, all would capture my attention for long periods.  The different smells and tastes of flowers, their changes from buds to full bloom, and the different sounds that birds made, all these things of nature fascinated me.  They also raised a multitude of ‘whys’ and ‘hows’ about them all. At first, my focus on such things was fleeting, however, with age, my thinking began to be engaged in them with increasingly more concentration and I tended to fixate on a single topic or object for prolonged periods.  At the same time, my fantasies became more drawn-out, vivid, and intense.  All through public school, my fantasy life always preempted the teachers’ lectures.  Naturally, I made terrible grades.  
It was in my junior year in college that I finally began to listen to what people said, particularly what they said about other people.  But what was the biggest change with respect to listening was that, for the first time in my educational life, I began to listen very intently to what my college teachers were saying.  I not only listened with intensity throughout the lecture but I began to think about what they said, not just in class but afterwards.  Then I began to engage in heated debates with my fellow students on issues those lectures provoked in me.  I asked my teachers questions that seemed, all too often, to befuddle or distress them.  Yet, at the same time, I thought I detected that they respected my thought provoking questions.  Because of this new trait, I began to be asked to speak to groups.  It was as though people valued my thoughts, questions, and opinions.  
Not long after, I switched to listening and thinking with intensity, I began to philosophize about the meaning of life and the nature of society and why it was the way it was.  I was deeply disturbed over discrimination between groups and organizations and the miserable and deplorable lot in life that so many people had to endure.  The privileges that wealthy male students enjoyed seemed so disproportionately inappropriate in light of their appalling haughty, dissolute, misogynistic attitudes and their wholesale scholastic cheating.  At the same time I was becoming incensed over the blatant racism people in general and officials in institutions exhibited toward Mexicans, Negros, Jews, and all other foreigners.  My awareness of injustice and inequity which so many people were experiencing was growing each year.  I was philosophizing more and more over the reasons for this and trying to discover the levels of causal explanations for what I saw as these societal ills.  
While I did not think of it in these terms, my life typology in my college years was like an informal classroom.  ‘Places’ like the fraternity I joined and left after the first year taught me about the sense of entitlement they had and their feeling of being untouchable by the law.  The sorority girls I dated early on taught me about their sense of superiority and the prerogatives and material benefits enjoyed by upper class girls.  I had a sense then that I now can give words to that these sorority girls knew they were going to be kept women, their natural state as wives.  Their destiny depended on how good a choice they made for a husband.  The university church I attended which had no awareness of their clean, classy, and refined existence they enjoyed.  They did not go to the churches on the ‘other side of town.’  They could not see how they were cordoned off from the rest of the disadvantaged, exploited, miserable people in the world.  At a black church I visited on the segregated side of town, the youth were so humble and exorbitantly appreciative of the fact that I would stoop to visit them.  The undernourished, undereducated, scraggly dressed, but eager children I did volunteer work with in the housing project taught me about the injustice of a culture where access to avenues for progress were closed to them by virtue of where they were born.  
Another life topology-type-classroom in this period was in encounters with the business world.  The private sector businesses where I sought part time employment instructed me in how to sell worthless products or otherwise cheat customers out of their money.  When I questioned this, I was told that I had to grow up and face reality or I would never survive and that was just the way the world was.  And then there were the wide variety of places where I lived and where I was exposed to such a variety of bizarre characters.  Observing each of them revealed to me how ‘fate’ indiscriminately dealt out a range of alternatives such as abuse and self-harmful behavior patterns, ignorance and educational superiority, unwarranted privilege along with a sense of entitlement and exemption from any semblance of morality, and lives destined to be handicapped, dissolute, debauched, or drug addicted.  Thus, my life topology was teaching me about how other people’s life topologies was shaping them.  I was not quite at the point of understanding how interconnected were the structures and systems shaping us, them, all.  However, the arena of my mind was expanding. 
As all of this was dawning on me toward the end my junior year in college, my first ventures into social activism began.  
I rarely read until around age seventeen and then mostly only theology and philosophy books.  I began reading psychology around age twenty, about the same time when I got a job working as an attendant in the Austin State Mental Hospital.  I read a wide range of psychology books at that time.  It was at that time that I also began to observe and mull over people’s behavior and speech behavior.  One disturbing observation was how brutally the psychiatrists and Ward staff treated the patients.  I saw this as totally counterproductive for the therapy.  Soon, I informally began to test hypotheses about how to help or alter the behavior and personalities of mental patients and later did the same with juvenile delinquents in Detention.  
As I mentioned above, my cognitive processes were transformed in stages.  My childhood processes included thinking, observing, and fantasizing but little listening, talking, or reading.  In early college years, I began listening and added debating with peers.  Then, I began reading a bit more.  Next, I added writing.  Gradually, my fantasizing was transformed into using this proclivity for imagining.  Thinking and imagining began to work together so that I could be thinking about an issue and would recall relevant situations and scenes to check hypotheses derived from thinking.  Next, I began to use imagination to imagine what could be which might evolve into prospective plans.  I would then imagine implementing plans in plausible future situations and conditions.  At some point, I began sustained periods of reading, punctuated with sessions of Imagining what I was reading.  When I was in a phase of intense thinking and imagining, as you might suppose, this greatly interfered with the reading process.  The same thing occurred with writing.  Writing would be punctuated with imagining and thinking.  I discovered that this switching of modes was extremely difficult to manage and therefore I set about to try to consciously manage the switching sense getting lost in one mode would usually mean that I would lose track in what I was reading or writing.  This mind management required a great deal of mental energy and discipline but I was eventually able to manage it.  I could get lost in one mode and then keep it relevant to what had been going on in the previous mode so that I could apply it there, keeping track in both modes.  I also found that writing was a helpful aid in keeping on track with multiple modes.  When I was thinking about structures and systems I began to try to take perspectives.  I would take the perspective the perspective of what I knew about an institution’s history and compare it to the results of my restructuring.  I would compare the current institution’s restructuring with those of the past.  I would even compare the styles of behavior of groups of staff and individuals within a group to the styles of behavior I recalled from other institutions.  I would compare an institution, for example, such as the prison with the juvenile correctional institution and those with mental hospitals.  I would keep switching perspectives and comparisons until I thought I had extracted principles that worked and where they worked and also do the same for what I thought did not work.  Finally, I would project my proposed image of an institution into the future and see if I could imagine whether those reforms would endure.  Gleaning from all of this a feeling for what did and did not work; I would try to plan for how I, that is to say my assumptions and strategies, must change with my next opportunity to reform and institution.
My post master’s degree professional career moved naturally into reforming institutions.  Thereafter, from 1966 on, there were many years of practicing psychotherapy and reforming institutions.  I saw the near miraculous changes in behavior that resulted when I was allowed to alter the structure of institutions.  After each instance of reforming a new institution, I spent many months, even years, thinking and writing about what had transpired and trying to divine explanations for these positive changes since they defied theories I had read in psychology textbooks.  From 1978 to 1982, I only worked part time or weekend jobs while the rest of the time I was sitting in a library thinking and writing about my many instances of reforming institutions for about ten hour a day.  I did a great deal of self-observation of my own mental processes.  Also, my many years as a psychotherapy client had shaped my mind to be an acute observer of my own inner mental processes and this greatly enhanced my thinking and writing.  Those institutions had been like a microcosm with a contained life topology, which had facilitated both observation and restructuring.
Sitting in the library, I went from intense introspection focusing on the way my mind worked to far ranging contemplation of the structures and systems of the many institutions with which I had been involved.  The new ability to manage switching modes greatly facilitated this new, far ranging contemplation.  I began so shape in great detail my theory of intentionality but at the same time developing my theory of how the systems within structures shaped not just behavior but almost every other aspect of this highly malleable human species.  In the beginning of the summer of 1980, I taught three courses, based on my developing theories, on how a person’s intentionality processes worked and how to manage them, intimate relationships, and how the structures and systems of our culture shape us and what to do about it.  The participants liked the lessons so much that we continued for an additional month after they were supposed to end.  This success increased my confidence that I was on the right track.
Those spates of thinking and writing became the basis for my dissertation on the processes of intentionality.  However, intentionality was only half of the equation.  Structure was the other half but it had to wait many years before I could resume writing on it.  My last reform effort was to be my best.  I put the combined theory of intentionality and structuralism to work with a juvenile correctional institution in Harris County.  In earlier reform efforts, I had made primitive attempts to use role assignments with success but had felt that something was missing.  I recalled my Master’s Degree thesis topic that had to do with measuring adolescent maturity.  It occurred to me that I could weave maturity goals into role assignments on graduated levels.  With each advance in level of maturity, a youth was required to coach a lower level youth to help him attain the next higher level.  This instilled the lessons they had learned and gave them a feeling of pride in being a coach and helping their protégé.  I added a method for ease of measurement of attainment of those goals so that the youth quantitatively observe their progress in maturity.  A part of those maturity goals was to learn and put into practice the principles of conflict resolution, or mediation.  As I saw maturity training, with attainable goals and observable measures, working so well with these delinquent youth who were from crime and drug infested families and neighborhoods making such wonderful progress, I thought “Why could this philosophy and method not be implemented in public schools across the nation?”
This philosophy was combined with role assignments for staff to assist and coach the youth to reach their goals.  The whole institution was subjected to a similar philosophy of measurement.  All staff adopted management-by-objectives with measures of degree of attainment of institution-wide objectives.  This new combination worked fabulously.  Both the top management and staff loved it.  It has continued to work successfully for the last seventeen years.  
The ability to keep on track with multiple modes made it possible for me to develop those detailed plans for restructuring that entire institution.  For this project, I had added the new mode of measurement to this mental arsenal.  I had experimented and learned that when I would imagine and develop plans and strategies for implementation in this holistic fashion and then, finally, add performance measures to see if the implementation was successful, I had the feeling that I finally had met criteria for fulfillment that had been present in very hazy form from as early as 1968.  The way their potential fulfillment was foreshadowed kept becoming more and more elaborate and refined.  With the Harris County project, which I called “Stars and Stripes”, I now had that sense of fulfillment, which for thirty-eight years I hazily had longed.  The performance measures demonstrated that the results were truly spectacular and gave me the feeling that I must write down the entire theory and method.  I now knew that the theory and method had to include an integration of the processes of intentionality with an elaboration of many levels of structure and the many systems functioning at each of these levels.  A description of entire “Natural Systems” theory along with a description of the “Stars and Stripes” program and measures of its success can be found at http://TheNaturalSystemsInstitute.org with “Stars and Stripes” described in detail in Section XIII.
When I retired, I began to write extensively and in detail about what I had gleaned from this long career of restructuring institutions.  Around 1965, my theory of the relation between structure and intentionality had begun to be crystallized.  For the next thirty years my mind collected a massive amount of information about how structure and intentionality mutually influence each other.  For the next five years, in retirement, I spent all of my time writing it all out.  Then, around 2000, I branched out into thinking and writing about how my theory applied to the analysis of broader and then more global issues.  Along with that, I included my theories of how to reform larger, even global, systems like justice, politics, economy, physical and mental health, education, relationships, parenting, maturity, and the troubles involved in cultural differences, international relations, between different religious belief systems, and the difficult adjustments resulting from the relation between technological innovations and culture.
	This pattern of thinking and writing continues now even as I experience the inevitable, gradual decline in mental and physical vigor.  I think, while mine is a solipsistic kind of existence, this kind of cogitation that had evolved of the many years is helping to keep both my brain and body as alive as is possible for one my age.  It is well known that engaging in mental challenges staves off senility.  Therefore, I plan to keep it up as long as I can.
	Around nineteen-sixty-three, I had read a very small book entitled “The Meaning of Care”.  I think the author was Meyers or Myerson.  It was spawned by his reading of Heidegger.  This book made an enormous impression on me.  From that, I developed the habit of caring about everything and person I encountered.  This was quite invigorating and not only so but I found that I began to learn, remember, and interconnect everything I encountered.  This tendency was probably partly responsible for my shift to thinking about interrelated structures, systems, and their interrelation with inner intentional processes.  I found that, by altering perspectives on these interconnected systems and processes, I could productively apply this method analysis to a wide variety of sectors within multiple cultures.  It was dawning on me that ‟No single problematical issue in a society can be solved satisfactorily without addressing the multiple systems within which it is embedded.”  
	This discovery, this awareness, was then and still is very exciting.  Viewing the world in this way almost immediately opens broader and deeper understandings of everything I encounter.  This makes my world perpetually fascinating.  It alters the way I relate and serves to promote a very satisfying kind of inner serenity and peace as well.  When the impact of the concept of “Care” came together with the understanding of the role that structures play in shaping complex inner intentional processes, which are ultimately expressed in behavior, I became aware of something astounding.  I began to find myself loving every human I encounter and the whole human species, even with eyes wide open to their individual flaws.  
	After reviewing this very pared-down account of my own life topology and charting the history of changes in my demography along the way, I am thoroughly convinced that demography is destiny, not just for me, but also for everyone.  Only when accepting and examining this fact can one gain some measure of freedom from determinism and escape the constraints of narrow provincialism.  This may allow one to learn to understand and accept the vast variety of differences among the peoples of earth.	
I just felt like sharing this cognitive and social activism journey of mine with you all.  I hope you will grant me forbearance.  If it causes you to examine your own history from the perspective ‘Natural Systems’ and your own life topology, then I will feel immensely gratified.  You can find descriptions of “Natural Systems” at http://TheNaturalSystemsInstitute.org .
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