The 1509 Who Named Himself

This the story of the happies‘c babg who came home to himself a
happg man. He was the happiest ]38139 anyone had ever seen. His
parents, his brothers and sisters, his relatives, the neighbors, and
many others, even those who onlg saw him on the street, remarked,
What a /7310105 baby/ and then asked, What’s his name?

His mother and his father had agreecl. We will name him whatever he
says with his first words. He will name himself. Theg were Proud of
their happg babg, and theg wanted him to have the honor of Picking
his own name. His father called him Little Man. He thought, if the
babg were to say Little Man, then he would be Blg Man. His mother
called him Mother’s Joy, thinking her fame would sPreac] far and wide,
to have such a happg babg called Mother’s Joy.

And so it began. Evergone wanted to be the one to coax the first
words from such a happg baby. Many People tried to influence him to
say their name, as his first words. Say my name, said one. Say Yabba
Yat’)[’)a, said another. I'm Archie Brown, said yet another. On and on it
went. But the happg babg didn't say a word. Not a single word.

The People who had a favorite cause tried their luck with the little
one. Our Country First, said one. May the R[g/n‘cous Prevail, said
another. Work Hard and Do Your Best, said another one.

Then the ones who believed in virtues of one kind or another tried
to get him to speak. Patience, Honor, Strcngtk and Wisdom were
suggested to the Puzzled little bog. The categories continued until
nearlg every word, Phrase} belieﬁ idea, or name had been tried and
failed.

But the happg baby was silcnt, and he was not so happg as before.

He lookecl in amazement at a” the faces who looked SO eager|9 into
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his face. He could not, and therefore he did not, understand what all
the fuss was about. He wasjust a happg babg. Evergthing had come
to him as a simplejog) Iong before he had any idea what it was all
about. Graclua”g, all the People attempting to Persuade him to sPeak
their favorite name, became too much for him.

One dag, he cried. He didrn’t even know wh9 he was crying. He
wasn’t hungrg. He wasn’t tired. He wasn’t in Pain) and he certainlg
wasn’t lonelg. It began all over again. Now evergbodg tried to cheer
him up, thinking that the right words would do it. And not onlg that,
theg thought that if the once happg babg cheered up and smilccl) he
might say their words, and thcg would have the double satisfaction of
making the happiest babg happ9 again and be the one whose words
he chose for his name.

Be Haloloy and Smf/c, many People said. A lot of People used
nonsense words, like Ogga Fogga and Noom Skoom Hoo. One man
tried that tlapping noise with the |iPs. Some whistled. Others grunted.
People tried making faces, in the hope that he might laugh and say
something about them, like, You’re funny) Mrs. Plunk. Nothing. It
didn’t work.

After a while, he stopped crying. He didn’t smile anymore, either.
He began to sit in his little chair with onlg a worried look on his face.
There had been so many People, so much talking so many words.
People began to pass him bg) without so much as a sidelong glance.
Occasiona“g, a person who thought one more trg might do it, would
gve it a weak effort. All tina”g gave up. Even his parents gave up.
Their fame was Heeting. People were talking. No Ionger where thcg
talkingto the babg, theg were talking about him.

The rumors started. It was whisperecl that he was backward) odd,

strange, not too bright, an idiot, a curse on the town, an evil chilcl, an



alien from another Planet, abandoned 139 strangers. Some People
were bold enough to tell him to his face that he was a 530’5@6@’, that
he was No Good, and that he was Stupial Pua’o’/hg He kind of liked
that last one. It had a certain ring to it.

In his first few years, he became witness to a long Parade of
opinions and judgments) hopes and desires, fears and dreams,
demands and accusations. For one so young, he’d seen a lot. He
hardlg had one spare moment to himself. He seemed to be the center
of attention, but it was his attention on them that everyone had
sought. Everyone around him tried to become the center of his
attention. He became a very confused little bog. After a while) he
didn’t even know how to be himself. He never seemed to be alone, and
it never seemed to be quiet, even when all the others turned away in
c[isgust.

One dag, while he was sitting alone in his chair, with his father and
mother close to him, with his brothers and sisters nearbg, and with all
the others Passing at a distance, a crack opened in his mind, and all
the voices stoppec] for a second. For the first time in his life, there
was silence. Complete silence. In that blessed moment, he spoke. Who
am 17 he said.

What a’ia’you say” his father asked his mother) Iooking up from his
newspaper. | didn’t say anything, said his motherj |oo‘<ing up from her
book. Who am 17 said the little bog, In an even stronger voice. And
that became his name.

It was a very Popular name. Evergone loved to tell the story of the
little bog named Whoami. He became a source of happg conversation,
once again. However, he didn’t become a happ9 }309, once again. It
didn’t matter. The town was happg. The neighbors were happg. His
relatives were happg. His brothers and sisters were happg. His



Parents were extremelg happg. The little bog had a name, at last.
Whoami.

An enterprising and unoccupiecl citizen of the town suggested a
game, to see who could answer Whoami’s question. It became a
Popular Pastime. What's your name? one would ask another. Whoams?
the other would answer. Then the first would have to tell the second

Wl"lO l"lC was.

What’s your name ?
Whoami.

You’re a fool.

What’s your name ?
Whoami.

You’re f/’IC smartest man in an emngg room.

What’s your name ?
Whoami.
| don’t know. Who am 17

You can see how entertaining such simple games can be. But what
about the bog? Even those who 5incerelg tried to answer his ques’cion
gave him no happiness. There were many who seriouslg offered their
help. Theg said, You’re a human being. You're a gooc/ person. You’re
a future leader. You’re a friend. Ancl, You’re the child of your
Parcnts. Even the statements that were true did not help him go back
to being the happies’c bog.

After a few years, he shortened his name to Who. Since that
sounded close to other names, like Hugk or Hoot, or Hu, it was
almost acceptecl as a normal name. The onlg Problem was with People

Wl"lO COﬂSiClCY‘CCl themselves humorous. When }16 was asked hlS name,
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he would say, Who. And the Funng ones would say, You, that’s Wno,
or | don’t know W/70, or Who to you, too, or any one of a Varietg of
jokes that grew oldina hurry.

When Whoams was a young man, he decided that his name was a
sign. He decided to become a seeker of truth. He decided that who
am |?was a gooci ques’cion to be asked. He tnougnt he should ask it
of the wisest People he could find. He began a search; in school, in
books, in the minds and experiences of everyone he encountered,
who might be able to tell him who he truig was. It couldn’t hurt, he
tnougnt, because, so far, his experience had given him very little self-
knowlec[ge and onlg a cgnical knowiedge of others.

Whoami didn’t want to be cgnical. He loved People, in spite of the
way he’d been treated. It was Part of his nature, or so it seemed.
After a”, he he’d been the happiest babg. He began a diiigent search
for the true answer to his question. He embarked on ajourneg of
c[iscoverg. He read the great Phiiosoplﬁers. He read the Poets. He
read the teachings of the great religions. He heard many answers to
the age~olc1 question, Who am I?

Sti”, an emptiness was always there, at the end of every answer.
Every answer he found, even the ones he liked, failed to satis@ the
Feeling he had of not knowing who he was. Whoam/ tnougnt the
answer mig]ﬁt be hidden somewhere in the back streets, countr9 Ianes,
or mountain trails of distant lands. He decided to travel. Over the
years that Fo”oweci, he saw many lancis) and he met many interesting
People. Sti”, he felt weary and unfulfilled.

Along the way, he heard about an old man who lived in a small
vi”age in a country not far from his home. He heard, in a neighboring
vi”age, that a wise man lived nearbg. He sought out the old man. He

found him sitting on a wooden bench next to a simple house.



Whoam?s heart was Pounding. He felt sure that this old man could
answer his ques‘cion. He walked up to the old man, respechcu”g, but
eagerlg.

A strange Feeling, of being in the right Place, came over him. He
could barelg contain himself. He felt overwhelmed with anticiPation
and relief. He was afraid he would either shout out his name, or it
wouldn’t come out at all.

Grandfather, he said. The old man looked up from his silent sitting
and said, Yes, who is this?

W/wami, said the young man who had once been the happiest babg.

The old man laughed and said, ves, vcrygooa’.

What? said Whoami,

This is a very gooa’ question, said the old man, smiling. Whoami’s
heart seemed to fill his chest. His eyes were wide. His breathing was
slow and deep.

Yes, said Whoami. But what is the answer?

You must ask the r{g/7t one this question, said the old man, and he
grinned.

/ tﬁought you were the r{g/n‘ one, said Whoami, Feeling frustrated.

Who is this | who asks this question? said the old man, lcaning
forward with curiosity.

| am, said Whoam. My name 15 W/?Oéim/; and I have been scarch/hg
for the answer to my name.

This is a gooa’ name for someone who is scarc/w'ng, but Yyou are
scarck/hg for sometfzing you've never /ost, said the old man.

But I've lost mysc/f, said Whoami. He was Feeling lost, and he was
Feeling found, at the same time.

How can you Jose your selfz said the old man. Your self is a/ways

/76/”6, st it?



/ suppose it 1s, said Whoam. Espccfa// r/g/nL now. He was Feeling
better, clespite his confusion.

When your search is finisflcc/, there is no need to qucstion further.
Isn’t this so?

Yes, this is so, said Wkoamf, not knowing what was S0, but trusting
what the old man was saging.

Good. Now. Your name is Whoam. First, you must ask yoursc/f this
qucstion. You have spent many years asking everyone else, and tkcy
have all failed to gfvc you the r{'gfzt answer. lsn’t that so?

Yes, but how do 1 ask mysc/f’? said Whoami.

Go inside. Turn toward your self. Ask your self Who am 17 OK?

OK, but....

No buts. Do it. Say Who am 17 and then don’t think. Ask on{g, and
see.

Who am 17 said Whoami.

Silently, P/case, said the old man. No wordls. No t/7inking You have
had cnougk words. You have had cnough tk/hklhg. Just ask. Keep
still. Keep quict.

How will 1 know if there is an answer?

If a friend of yours is stana’/hg in the shaa'ows, and you are /ooking
for him, and he sees you /ooking tor him, and your friend steps out
into the //g/n‘, you will know him without asking. Won't you”

Yes.

Then ask and kcep quict.

Whoami sat quietl& for a moment, on the bench next to the old
man, and he stopped searching. He s’coPPecl thinking. He felt a cieep
silence open up within him. It felt like liquicl light, and it filled him.

After a while) the old man said, So, who is this | you are bcing?



Whoami was smiling, like the first smile he’d ever smiled. He could
not speak. He could onlg be. Something had clroPPec] away, and
there was no desire within him to speak.

The old man laughed. Thisis a very gooa’ answer. This is your true
nature. This is who Yyou are.

Whoamiwas Peace?ul, but he said, / feel wondertul, but when I think
about it, I'm confused.

Yes, said the old man, You must a’ro/o this tk/hklhg Don’t think.
Don’t do anyt/w’ng.

But what will 1 do i 1 don’t do anyth/hg

In this moment, now, do you have this qucstion) What will | do?

No. | just am, said Whoami.

Very gooa’, said the old man, /1 this moment, no past, no future, Just
Yyou are.

| came all this way, all these years, and | a/reac/y am what | was
scarck/hg for, said Whoam.

You are a/ways evcrytklhg you are /ooking for. No more search.
Just bc, said the old man.

Whoami was grinning ke the happiest babg who became the
happiest man. He felt nameless love for the old man. That was inside
him, outside him, all around him, within him, nowhere, evergwhere.

Not for a /ong time has such a /wppy man come to see me. From
now on, Just be still chp quict. Don’t do anyt/w’ng. Be as Yyou are. Be
/76/"6, in this moment. No more qucstions? Excellent. | am very /7310105
with goul.

And the two of them sat, at peace, in the sunlight, as nameless as

the sun that shown down on them.



