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Marriage Building Block #7: My true self and my false self 

 “Easier to be guilty and angry and feel hard done by than to live up to who you really are 
without fear and emptiness” ~ Fr Richard Rohr 

 
Throughout this course (and for many of you most of your lives) you have been seeking a happier 

way, a better way, free from fear, pain and emptiness. Well as much as you can see anyway. 

During the last 5-6 years I have been reading and studying (in a steady, not so obsessed for a change 

fashion) the work of Father Richard Rohr. His work around the false self, breathing under water and 

healing our violence has been brilliant in my own personal/internal journey, which obviously has a 

huge impact on my ability to love and support my wife, children and extended family (you guys). As 

some of you know I have attended a retreat recently which was designed and created by Richard 

Rohr. The underlying theme was the healing of the false self, our ego, our fear/pain and emptiness, 

all being the opposite to true self, love and the eternal/divine/the higher power. 

This module is intending to help you learn more about your false self, it supports all over the work 

you have done so far, but I dare say, it is simply an opportunity to observe it, heal it, work on it from 

a different perspective, you never know you might catch it unawares, under the radar so to speak 

and bring more light where there can be so much darkness for us at times. 

I also still have a false self and the statements below are not meant to make anyone feel less than, 

simply a road map of information to help you see where you are right now, then you can make some 

choices about what part(s) of your false self you would like to give up. 

Exercise One: Read the following story with your partner, highlight the parts that connect with or 

are sore for you or that sting. Discuss after the impact of that story and what you have learnt in the 

process – Share for no less than 10 minutes each. 

Into the Core 

 

Chapter one – Who 

Steve is a 40 something man, he has spent so many years in sin: the endless state of 

disconnectedness. He has done a lot of work on himself (he feels), has had good jobs, got a degree, 

has had many partners, two children who no longer want to speak with him; he did his best, but they 

just wouldn’t listen to him. Life has really been hard for him, as hard as it is for anyone else, but 



 
 

  
  Page 3 of 10 

recently he cannot seem to get his head above water long enough to breathe. He feels like he is 

fighting for air and it doesn’t seem to be getting any easier. It doesn’t matter how hard he tries, the 

tide seems to be getting stronger and his doggy paddle has lost its bite. Since his recent set of 

business ventures have once again failed, one afternoon he decides to pack a bag with water and 

just walk. He’s angry at life, angry at his ex, angry at his kids, angry that no one understands him, 

angry at Mum, Dad, siblings, basically angry at everything, although you wouldn’t know it from his 

demeanour, which has always been so pleasing.  

It begins to rain and he reroutes under the forest canopy, just another fine day to be out for a walk, 

thanks God, can’t I just get a break here?!?! Why don’t you answer me?!! He is angry as usual, but 

his anger gives way to some tears of frustration. As he is looking up to where he thinks God sits on 

his golden throne, he slips on a rock, tumbles forward and after a few good rolls he bangs his head 

on a thick bold dark grey rock, there is some blood in his hair from the wound, but its not serious 

and he is knocked unconsciousness, safe, but asleep. 

Chapter Two – The descent into the wound 

Steve opens his eyes, he is still wearing the same clothes but has the sense that he has been walking 

for some time. He is hot and thirsty, a thirst that has largely felt unquenchable. He has to get out of 

the sun, fortunately for him he is stood on the top of a very deep dark cave that will give him some 

shelter and he is sure he can hear some running water. So he starts the gentle descent into the 

darkness and begins to enjoy the already changing temperature. The cave is quite dark, he gets the 

sense that he knows this place but he has never been in the desert (“what the hell am I doing in a 

desert?), nor have I ever been caving”. He lets the thoughts go, which is something that is very, very 

new to him.  

He is startled to hear up ahead in the darkness some muttering, someone who  

seems to really like the sound of his own voice, the voice isn’t calm, there is an  

impatience to it, he doesn’t seem like the kind of guy you would want to meet  

in a dark cave, but Steve remembers he hasn’t got anything to lose anymore so  

goes and introduces himself, Steve is right he doesn’t have a lot to lose but he  

has much to let go of. “Hi I am Steve, do you live here?” Steve offers his hand  

for a shake, which the mysterious character returns. Steve is startled to realise the man looks exactly 

like him, tall, strong, attractive and wants to be sure he is heard, he responds in an incongruent way 

“Hi yes really pleased to meet you” Steve gets the sense that he is a dishonest fellow, Steve has been 

too so he has an ear for it. The character continues “my name is His false self, you can call me ‘HFS’”. 

Steve thinks that’s a very strange name but is distracted by a growing presence of something else 

close by, he’s not afraid of the presence, to the contrary, he likes it, he is hoping some hot looking 

gal lives down here and he can hoof HFS out and get jiggy with this new ‘presence’. He peers over in 

the direction of the growing presence, but he can’t really make out what he looks like “darn it, its 

definitely a he”, or he thinks so, he doesn’t know if it is just the darkness or that this person doesn’t 

really have a body. Steve is immediately aware of how much he thinks about life. HFS pipes up “Oh I 

see you are meeting His true self! Pah, he doesn’t say much, I have tried to live alongside him for 

years, either he hasn’t got much to say or he might be a bit stupid. “Or he doesn’t need to say much” 

replies Steve. Steve feels that HTS energy is calming though, he seems distant from Steve, kind of 

out of reach, but Steve gets the feeling he wants to be there. Despite how odd this whole situation 
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is, the three of them begin walking deeper into the cave. HTS is happy to go, HFS pretends he is ok 

with it, keeps looking at his phone, bringing up stories of the past and how it hasn’t worked out for 

other people that have made the journey etc, HFS really wants to turn back, it seems he is so 

uncertain, but words sound so sincere. 

Steve often shares the opinions and ramblings of HFS, they should go back, this is new, don’t go 

there, you don’t matter enough to take this journey, what are other people going to say when you 

fail? HFS doesn’t shut up, but HTS just quietly hangs back, in no rush to teach Steve anything or quiet 

the false self, apparently delighted that Steve is making all of these choices for himself.  

An hour into the walk Steve slips, falls backwards and damages his thumb as he puts his hands out to 

break his fall. “See I knew this was too dangerous, lets go back, there is so much more for you back 

there” says HFS “You must be hungry, who is going to be able to come and save you this far into a 

cave?”. Steve starts to feel some fear, although he has two companions with him, one he seems to 

already know the life story of and the other a total closed book that he can’t see – he still feels very 

alone, perhaps this is madness, where the hell are we going anyway? He stands himself back up, 

checks the movement of his thumb, its very painful, but decides its not enough to turn back, he 

knows what back there anyway and its never apparently got him anywhere. The trio march on 

deeper still into the cave. 

The dark is fierce now but up head is a small light that illuminates a doorway.  The three travellers 

approach the door, HFS immediately worries and starts vomiting fear, Steve gets a little sucked in, 

but he is encouraged by HTS to go inside, which he does. Inside the doorway he is met by a large 

stage with rows of seats, like a theatre, he walks to the second row from the front and oddly takes a 

seat. HFS is sat next to him, HFS just knows this is very bad. The master of ceremony comes to the 

front of the stage and tells Steve he is in for a rough ride the performance will take about 2 hrs, he 

can leave at anytime. He points to a big clock on the wall, its bright, very clear, just the sight of it 

makes Steve feel like he is wasting his time and needs to hurry and get things done. Although there 

is nothing for him to do. 

Scene One 

Steves Dad appears on the stage, and has that argument with his Mum that made him want to just 

runaway curl up in a ball and cry – he cries, feels alone, starts to believe he is the problem. 

Scene Two 

He sees himself. He has brought home his best piece of homework, he got second in the class, he 

can’t wait to show his Mum, she looks at it and says “If you wouldn’t have spent so much time 

thinking about football, you might have got first in the class”. Steve finds it hard not to cry, just 

shrugs like he doesn’t care, but there was just something about that criticism that cut him deep. 

Scene Three 

Steve’s Sister is getting ready for an important date with her friends, they are double dating with 

their new boyfriends, her Mother shoots an arrow at her “You’re not wearing that are you? Brown is 

better, you can’t have your wobbly bits jangling around, what will people think”. The stage goes 

black and a spotlight appears on his sister, she begins to shrink, she doesn’t know what to say, she 

begins to sink lower and lower into herself, Steve can still hear his Mothers commentary, but his 

sister is no longer there. 

Scene Four 
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Little Steve is painting a wall in his bedroom, his Dad comes in and snatches the paintbrush from 

him, he tells him he isn’t doing it right, his Dad shakes his head and turns away. Inside Little Steve is 

so angry, so he kicks his door. “What do you think you’re doing?” says Dad, Steve doesn’t know what 

to say, words are just too much, “Look at me” he doesn’t want to look, too afraid he might cry. Dad 

demands it again “Look at me, don’t you ever, ever kick that door like that again you hear me?!” All 

Little Steve can do is runaway and hide his tears, he feels so ashamed, so powerless and just can’t 

describe how he feels. What he remembers is when Dad wants to do it instead, let him do it, let him 

feel like the man, he remembers not to kick the door, especially not when someone is watching. Yes, 

that’s it, if no one was watching they wouldn’t make me feel so bad. I wonder what else I can do 

when no one is watching.  

HFS has been totally sucked in by the performance, he can’t decipher what is real and what is 

imagined, he has now involved himself in the play, no one seems to be stopping him either, he 

appears to be bigger, stronger in some ways, like the events unfolding have fed him, although he 

seems more thirsty now, like a vampire who has a taste for the blood. He wants more, so he involves 

himself in the play. Innocently he actually wants to solve this problem, but is misguided in its 

interpretation. He walks over to little Steve and whispers in his ear, lets go outside where no one is 

watching, Dad never comes to the top of the garden, we can do all kinds of things there, no one will 

ever know. HFS takes little Steve by the hand and they both walk to the top of the garden, the 

screen light fades to black. 

Scene Five 

Steve is at University, in his halls of residence with his friends. He hasn’t long left his girlfriend at the 

train station and kisses her goodbye, tells her he loves her, is quite sure he loves her. He and his 

friends start drinking, they think they are having a lot of fun, especially Steve. He can already feel the 

desire and the burning feeling he gets for female attention. Despite having a girlfriend he has a habit 

of proving himself with women, which he then proceeds to do all night, not before a little splash of 

cocaine here and there. The night literally takes off and Steve gets lost in himself and other women, 

he occasionally catches a glance of himself in the mirror, he hates who he sees in the mirror, even 

after he has had his fill. That’s all he knows, inner hatred and self loathing. Spending all of his time 

making his false self, feel good about himself, “it’s the equivalent of rearranging the deckchairs on 

the titanic”. He feels sad, lonely, guilty, afraid, empty, deeply empty, but it’s all he knows to do. 

Steve can remember these events now, events that happened long ago. He wipes the tears from his 

eyes and looks around for someone to connect with, anyone, but not anything, he knows where that 

leads, a path of guilt, shame embarrassment and more pain. He looks over his shoulder to find HTS 

sat two rows back, and you know what, he does have a body and a face, but its still not crystal clear, 

he can see his eyes though, bright and looking adoringly right back at Steve, they are soft, gentle and 

kind, they make Steve feels warm inside, there is a sense of connection to him, but at the same time 

there is nothing there either, nothing to be added and nothing to be taken away. He was trying to 

think about the journey down and how it felt to look into the eyes of HFS, he can’t remember doing 

it now, not once, he seems to think that’s odd, either there was nothing there to see or Steve never 

made the time to look. 

The room goes dark. It’s the final act, Steve see’s himself in his living room some years ago, he is 

crying, his then wife walks away from another argument with him. Some time passes, she is well 

dressed, made up, she appears strong and powerful (although she isn’t) and he appears so weak. 

Steve cries out “Please don’t go, I can change, I know we can make this work, please tell me what I 

have to do to make this work” he begins to sob and covers his face with his hands, powerless to 
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change what is currently happening to him. His wife takes a final look at him, grabs her suitcase, 

takes off her ring and puts it on the table. “I am sorry” they make fleeting eye contact “You’re just 

not enough for me”. Steve bursts into tears, ashamed, weak, powerless, afraid and now alone. 

The stage begins to shake, it feels like an earthquake, the ground underneath Steve’s seat begins to 

fall away, “fall away into what?” Steve exclaims, what the hell is happening, Steve is very afraid and 

he can’t stop it, he can’t leave either, as he can’t remember which way he came in, the cave must be 

collapsing. The ground continues to fall away and the row of seats in front of Steve falls into the 

abyss, he looks across onto the stage and HFS is running around in a blind panic not knowing what to 

do, he yells to Steve, “Don’t jump, don’t jump you need me, who would you be without me. I can 

keep you safe. Steve stands up, afraid but no longer willing to run. He swallows to remove the lump 

in his throat and begins to cry, he cannot explain what is happening, but begins to get a sense of 

knowing what needs to happen.  

He sees the wedding ring appear in the darkness and blood begins to drip over it, he hears again 

“you’re not good enough Steve” Steve cries, its accompanied by pain, by loss, by his grief, for never 

getting the love he really knew he wanted and needed, he feels sad, so sad. “It’s not my fault!!!!” he 

cries out with courage, “None of this is my fault!”. With tears streaming down his face he 

remembers to breathe and looks over to HTS, who is silently,  

patiently, waiting he can see his face more clearly now,  

its expressionless, calm, like he knows everything is going to be OK.  

HTS nonchalantly looks into the abyss and casts a glance at Steve, its gives  

Steve a feeling of “You can do this”. The ticking clock seems louder now and  

flames have started to appear, the theatre is burning down and the roof is beginning to fall, Steves 

heart is pounding, “No no nooooo” screams HFS from the stage, HFS is intoxicated by it all, by all the 

drama and all of the noise. The ticking clock is now deafening, Steves senses are overwhelmed with 

the smell of the fire, the sounds, the taste of smoke in his mouth, the sweat of his palms and yet HTS 

is unshakable, like he’s been here before and knows its all part of the process, the healing. “Yes, this 

death is the healing”, Steve hears it as clear as day, the ground beneath his feet breaks away and 

carries Steve with it, then silence………… and the fall. 

Chapter Three – He is awake 

Steve opens his eyes he is sat in the middle of the stage, staring at a candle light, he feels still, so still 

and thoughtless. He can’t hear anything, no thoughts, no worry, no voices, just clear crystal clear. 

The silence is as deafening as it is alive. Steve looks at the clock, the hands are missing, there is no 

ticking, he can’t tell the time, he just knows that the time is right now and he is here right now, he 

knows its no longer all about him, there is no more me, no more ‘Steve’ but the essence of 

something even greater, something even more wonderful than could ever have been imagined. 

Everything is silent.  

Through the silence he hears his name called by the most beautiful whisper of a voice, the sound 

sends tingles through his spine, he feels completely enveloped in love, like he has never been 

without it, but knows it really for the very first time, he weeps, overcome with the joy of true 

connection. Some time passes, Steve enjoys being right here, right now, this entire moment being 

perfect. He stands up and begins to walk, each footstep is guided, he has to make the effort to walk 

but he is very clear about what direction to move in. Each footstep brings him closer to the light, 
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climbing back out of the cave now the light is pouring into the cave, pouring into and through him, 

he feels a lightness that he never has before, his ascent is effortless, he is glowing. Finally seemingly 

not even out of breathe he makes it back to the top of the cave and peers down into the wound, he 

knows it’s still there, it will perhaps always be there, but he doesn’t need to live there anymore. 

He hears some whimpering behind him “Oh no, oh no, ho noooo, what are we going to do”, he turns 

around, no longer impatient, confident he can deal with whatever has shown up. Its HFS, but he 

looks so different than before, he is so small now, like a little child, even the size of a baby, he is 

animated and says “We have to go back, we don’t know what do now”. Steve takes a deep breath, 

smiles the kind of smile that warms your own heart, he looks down at HFS adoringly “Hey you, its 

going to be OK, I’ve got this now” Steve takes him by the hand, HFS feels instantly calm, he too 

knows he doesn’t need to worry, it feels so nice to be led. The two of them walk into the distance  

and all that can be heard is the sweet song of the slate coloured solitaire.  

 

The singing birds are all that Steve can hear as he opens his eyes slumped against a rock, his head 

hurts, but that doesn’t seem to matter, he smiles as he feels the damp dirt and grass against his back 

and neck and takes a huge deep breathe of the country air. He is startled by the amount of colour 

and beauty that surrounds him, he has never seen these colours before, never felt so part of it all 

before, never felt so alive before and takes another deep breath. His excitement disrupted his deep 

sense of calm and connectedness. He sits up with his back against the rock and simply enjoys the 

being him. He reaches into his pocket and pulls out two poems, both seemingly been left there by 

someone who loves you. One poem for those who are comfortable to name God and one who are 

comfortable not keep the higher power nameless: 

Tripping over joy - Hafiz 
 

The Sun never says - Hafiz 
 

What is the difference 
Between your experience of Existence 
And that of a saint? 
 
The saint knows 
That the spiritual path 
Is a sublime chess game with God 
 
And that the Beloved 
Has just made such a Fantastic Move 
That the saint is now continually 
Tripping over Joy 
And bursting out in Laughter 
And saying, “I Surrender!” 
 
Whereas, my dear, 
I am afraid you still think 
You have a thousand serious moves 

Even 
After 

All this time 
The sun never says to the earth, 

“You owe me”. 
Look 

What happens 
With a love like that. 

It lights the 
Whole 

Sky 
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Exercise Two: See the beautiful pictures below and spend some time highlighting where you see 

yourself on both sides of the true self and false self 

Exercise Three: Share your findings with your partner. Ask your partner to help you come up with 

some suggestions about what you could do differently in order to give up the things that keep your 

true self out of sight. 

 

 

Judgemental Accepting of others 
Victim – Blames others Takes responsibility creating one’s experience 

Keeps conflict and drama alive   Forgiveness 
Complains Grateful 

Focused on past and future Lives in the present 
Feels superior or inferior to others Knows that everything matters 

Complex Makes things simple 
Stressed and worried Trusting in the divine 

Feels alone in the world Knows that there is permanent connection 
Needs to prove worth through work and service Feels loved and accepted for being oneself 

Feels small and never good enough Feels the innocence and greatness of ones soul 
Gives ones authority over to others Trusts intuition 

Ruled by time Trusts in the flow of life 
Does things for the approval of others Does things to please the higher good 

Needs constant attention and validation Secure in ones ability to truly listen to others 
Uncomfortable to be alone unless distracted Comfortable passing time without distraction 

Holds back tears Cries without shame 
Takes oneself very seriously Able to laugh at oneself 

 

 

Where is your core wound?  

There are parts of Steve’s story that will connect with everyone in different ways and some none at 

all. The overall takeaway I hope for you is that: 

A) We all have a core or primary wound that needs healing  

B) The wound is often something simple in nature, but almost always well hidden and appears 

in various disguises in day to day life 

C) That almost all of your current challenges and problems are a manifestation of this wound 

D) The wound wasn’t necessarily made in childhood, you were most likely born with it and your 

parents/carers exacerbated the wound 

E) You have gone and married someone who also irritates the wound, but they can be a very 

powerful source of helping you heal the wound too 

So how do we identify our core wound?  

It doesn’t necessarily have to be something specific that was said to you, it can be implied by 

peoples choices and actions or imply a case of you making a conclusion about who you are (who 

your false self is) because nobody was around to tell you otherwise. Below is a short list of what your 

core wound might sound like: 
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• You’re stupid • I’m bad 

• You’re not good enough • I always fuck everything up 

• You can’t do this • In the end its all going to go wrong for me 

• You’re/I’m a failure • You are the problem 

• You’re/I’m unlovable • You’re disgusting 

• You have small (blank) • No one cares about you 

• You have large (blank) • I can’t do it 

• You’re always ill • You’re soft/weak 

• You’re ugly • I don’t matter 

• I don’t have time for you • You’re terrible with money 

• Wednesday child works hard for a living!  

 

You might find from the list above that you have multiple statements that you say to yourself. You 

also might find that there is no one off statement, just a sense or feeling of I wasn’t enough for so 

and so or my opinions never matter, my preferences aren’t important. 

Exercise Four: Some questions for you to answer then share with your partner and then share with 

Ben on a call: 

1) Which of the above most sound like my core wound? 

2) Who is mainly responsible for communicating that to me? (Name the person/people). Again 

this isn’t a blame game, merely getting clear on what damage was done so you can see it, 

separate yourself from it and then heal it 

3) How does my core wound show up in my day to day life? 

4) How has my core wound hurt the people I care about the most? (List the names of those 

people) 

5) How has not taking responsibility for healing this wound or denying its existence affected by 

ability to be happy, loving and be of service to others? 

When we live inside of the cave of our wounds, our false self seems to have the maximum 

permissible power over us, it is in control of us. This unhealed pain continues to be unhealed and we 

can’t help but transmit it to those around us. 

 “Pain that we don’t transform, we transmit” ~ Fr Richard Rohr 

“False self is a state of disconnectedness, sin is actually a state of disconnectedness” - but it's 

through these mistakes and screw ups and ivory towers being built that we have the chance to 

return to acceptance and love - but modern religion has turned sin into something that is disgusting 

and worthy of being ashamed of.  The word sin used to make my blood curdle, it was repulsive to 

me, remembering all the pretend do-gooders, that would scream at my sin and be completely 

unaware of their own. Hypocrisy is something that none of us seem to handle very easily. 

“When you are in your head, off on your dramas in your victim stories, feeding yourself lies you are 

living in sin because you are entirely disconnected from your heart self” and the people around you 

and the higher power ~ Fr Richard Rohr  

Exercise five: Again listed below are the attributes of your true self. What specific commitments are 

you going to make to live more fully in any of them, pick some, be very specific about what you are 

going to do, for example “Trusts in the flow of life” is somewhat intangible, but “I will trust that 

when I let my daughter climb the tree in the local park she isn’t going to fall and break her 

neck…even if I do have to look away” or “I am going to give away this blank (sex, money, my left 
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kidney….) I have been holding onto and trust better things are going to fill my life to replace it, I am 

going to give it willingly and freely”.  

Ask your partner to have a review with you in 2 weeks time and ask them to specifically ask how 

have you been doing with regards to your commitments and ask them to give you some feedback 

regarding their observations too (If this is too hard to do, lets do it on a call together). 

My true self 
 
Accepting of others 
 
Takes responsibility creating one’s experience 
 
Forgiveness 
 
Grateful 
 
Lives in the present 
 
Knows that everything matters 
 
Makes things simple 
 
Trusting in the divine 
 
Knows that there is permanent connection 
 
Feels loved and accepted for being oneself 
 
Feels the innocence and greatness of ones soul 
 
Trusts intuition 
 
Trusts in the flow of life 
 
Does things to please the higher good 
 
Secure in ones ability to truly listen to others 
 
Comfortable passing time without distraction 
 
Cries without shame 
 
Able to laugh at oneself 
 

 

 

 

 

 


