A Preface to Clear Minds
PROLOGUE

According to the Biblical book of Genesis, human beings embody the image and likeness of their Creator. Yet wherever we look God-likeness (a.k.a. “godliness”) seems to be wanting. Nor is God-likeness ever truly seen “out there,” until it first is truly seen within. 

I see beyond me only that which I first have seen (however unconsciously) within me. No matter at whom I look, I see in him or her some projection of my own self-image (often un-owned as such). I cannot know another to be other than what I know myself to be. Accordingly, I can be no more true to others than I am true to my own being – and hence one of Shakespeare’s most familiar quotations: “To thine own self be true, and . . . thou canst not then be false to any man.” Nor likewise can any man then be false to you, as in Anthony De Mello’s corollary: “If you are not yourself deceitful, you will not be deceived.”
If I am to be neither deceitful nor deceived, I had best be mindful of my own doings and undoings, and be at least no less mindful of my own ways than of the ways of others. 

Since 1942 I have been compiling the thoughts of others that have contributed significantly to my own thinking, along with notations of the thinking thus inspired. My initial file for this compilation (actually a notebook) was labeled "Lovely Things", a title that I changed from time to time, until a decade ago I finally settled on "The Gospel of Not Yet Common Sense".

The first entry in my compilation was uttered by Thumper the Rabbit in the movie, Bambi: “If you can't say something nice, don't say nothing at all.” (Cited at http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0034492/quotes). That bit of wisdom (when I've honored it) has spared myself and others from considerable grief. I have also learned from my own experience that when I have no good news to share, it is almost always best that I remain mercifully quiet. (Exceptions include such warnings as, “Watch out for that car!” to someone who’s about to be run over.)
The first profound thought that I can remember coming from my own mind occurred the day before Christmas in 1941, after having recently turned five years old (on October 29), when it dawned on me that Santa Clause is a fictional character. Although I cannot recall either how or why this revelation came to me, I remember being quite pleased with my reckoning as I declared to my mother, “There isn’t really a Santa Claus.”

Perhaps assuming that her confirmation might upset me she replied with hesitant caution, “No, there’s not” – and then hastily assured me, “But there are some wonderful things about Christmas that are true!” She proceeded to tell me that in addition to the birth of Jesus that Christmas celebrates, there was once a man now known as St. Nicholas who celebrated Christmas by giving toys to little children, and that just as some people dress up as wise men and shepherds to honor Jesus’ birth, others dress up as Santa Clause to honor the memory of St. Nicholas. 

Finally – and best of all – she told me that my first name, “Noel”, means “good news.” I immediately concluded that I was born to be good news and to spread good news (today I think of it as paying good news forward). I accordingly exclaimed, “If I’m good news, I don’t need Santa Clause.” This was no casual disclaimer, being rather a whole-hearted affirmation. From that moment onward being named “Noel” has been the greatest Christmas (or any other) gift I’ve ever received, and I received it with a wholeheartedly hug exchanged with my mother.
It has reportedly been documented that when people get bad news they share it with an average of 13 persons, while when they get good news they share it with an average of only five. (And we wonder why the number 13 is presumed to be unlucky!) As for me, over the years I have ceased reporting bad news to other than one or two trusted persons (and often to no one), while I gladly report good news to hundreds assembled in “hi there” space or to thousands constellated in cyberspace (e.g. on Facebook just now).
My third long-remembered encounter of good news occurred was with an anecdote in the Readers’ Digest after World War 2, concerning an incident that took place as Eastern Europeans were immigrating to the United States as “displaced persons.” A little girl was sitting on a pile of suitcases at New York’s Ellis Island as her family was waiting to be processed by immigration officials. When a passing social worker remarked sympathetically, “It’s too bad you don’t have a home,” the little girl brightly replied, “Oh, we have a home, we just don’t have a house to put it in.” 

The good news of that story was my sudden and deep realization that home is not a place. Home is rather a state of being that (I would eventually discover) spiritual philosopher Ernest Holmes acknowledged in his statement, “There is no spot where God is not.” Forty years later this spot-on self-realization further emerged as the lyrics of the first of several “enchantments” I’ve composed:
Everywhere I go, here I am,

everywhere I go, here I am.

No matter where or when

I may go just then,

wherever I show up

here I am.


(Repeated several times)

“Everywhere I go, here I am” lays to rest Walt Whitman’s question, “Locations and times – what is it in me that meets them all, whenever and wherever, and makes me at home?” “Here-I-am” is an eternal balm for any what-, when- or how-I-am, and it gracefully balmed my own common sensibility at age ten. Ever since reading that anecdote I have realized in times of duress that there is no place I can go where (nor any time at which) I am separated from the eternal homestead of my being. 
The forever here-I-am of my being is a grace-full incarnation of the beneficent power and presence that many have nicknamed “God”. I AM home –and forever so - unto my otherwise unbounded self. My being is perennially staid in this grace regardless of how well, poorly, or long the homestead of my being is temporarily housed in a physical body and regardless of where and how this body’s household is (or is not) located in this world. No matter where I go, the good news of my being is that I am eternally positioned right here and right now to be a beneficial presence to all concerned. I am safe at home forever, and so it is for all other persons on this planet, whether or not they know this to be equally the truth of their own being. 
Hence my customary salutation to others as they leave my presence and to whom I send letters and e-mails, except when “luvya” is appropriate. Instead of routinely saying “so long”, “good-bye”, “sincerely”, etc., my standard parting salute is “Stay in the grace!”

Etc.
*************************

What You Seed Is What You Get ~ From The Gospel of Not Yet Common Sense

Etc.

The illustrious Japanese pocket philosopher, Pokemon, has proclaimed that “What you seed is what you get.”  This is a precautionary statement, because whatever we seed is seldom immediately apparent. For example, from a seed weighing only 6 thousandths of a gram that germinated over 2,000 years ago, the world’s largest giant redwood tree emerged – named “General Sherman” – which weighs more than six Boeing 747-400 jumbo jets. And even weightier matters were seeded at that same time by the spoken thoughts of a single person that were passed down by his apostles and other followers. 

In an extension of Pokemon’s precocity a Welsh proverb proclaims, “The seed in the heart of an apple is an orchard invisible.” (Unlike Welch proverbs, which tend to be straightforwardly sour grapes, Welsh proverbs are more subtly Dylanesque.) 

What we seed indeed is what we get, though every thought that is sown in deed is likely to have unforeseen consequences. This is just as well, for if we knew in advance the consequence of every thoughtful deed (let alone our thoughtless ones), few would ever choose to get married or have a child. 

The invisible orcharding (a.k.a. Johnny Appleseeding) nature of our thoughts is celebrated in Henry Adams’ statement that “A teacher effects eternity: he can never tell where his influence stops.” We likewise do well to heed this pronouncement, because our every deed is a teaching to others, and one can never be sure what has been taught. 

All learning from us by others is in the “I” of the beholder of our deeds, as in the case of two sons of an alcoholic father, one of whom likewise became an alcoholic while the other opened a clinic for the rehabilitation of alcoholics. When both were asked what led them to their current disposition, each gave the same answer: “If you knew my father, you wouldn’t have to ask that question.”

Since what we seed indeed is what we get, it behooves us all to tame our wilder oats and sow them wisely. 

Etc.

Rewriting Your Own Reality Check

Life is like a game of cards. The hand you are dealt is determinism; the way you play it is free will.
~Jawalharlal Nehru
It's not the blowing of the wind that determines the outcome, but the set of the sail.

~Jim Rohn
As any shaman will testify, all of my reality checks are written by me and are cashed by me, being payable only to their author.  My reality checks can be drawn only upon the bank of my own consciousness.
This shape-shifting fact of life became fully apparent to me on day I came to the realization that although I don’t always get what I’m looking for, I do always get what I’m looking from. Reality always checks out as being what I see in accordance with the way that I am seeing it. Thus every time I see something differently, I am rewriting my reality check.
And so it is for everyone. Every time you recognize that you have been in error, your recognition of the error begins your rewriting your own reality check. 
As an example of rewriting one’s own reality check, take my erroneous assumption that I had an unhappy childhood. When I first heard the statement, “It’s never too late to have a happy childhood,” it made no sense to me. Not only was it impossible for me to go back in time to put a happy face on my childhood, I was convinced by my reading of Peter Ouspensky’s novel, The Strange Life of Ivan Osokin, that even if I could relive my life knowing what I now know, I would nonetheless still make the same decisions. Like Osokin, instead of doing a life makeover, I would merely recreate the same old same mold.
Intention organizes its own fulfillment.
The universe is safe, I am safe in it, and I am free to live accordingly – so long as I stand on principle. [re-membering] ~Rev. Roberta Winn
Sri Rama Krishna
Experiential premise:
Given the same stage setting, we will rewrite the same script unless we decide to rewrite it from the perspective of the same experiential premise.

Our reality checks are based on our experiential premises.

“Unhappy childhood” was not merely an idea among many ideas, or a thought-form among many thought-form, it was an ideated thought-form that I lived (i.e., thought from) as an experiential premise.

The hand you are dealt (what happens) is the world’s outer dominion.
The way that you play it (how you choose to happen) is your inner self-dominion.
[O]ur experience of the natural world is based in the end not directly on behavior that occurs in nature, but rather on the results of our perception and analysis of this behavior. -Stephan Wolfram, p. 547
Most of us live mostly in a world that our words have made. I am called to be within that for which there is no word. Erase/redraw the map. To see the map for what it is begins one’s redrawing thereof. 
our experience doesn’t happen to us as if we were sensory instruments that record internal imprints of reality as it actually is, independent of our awareness of it. Our “reality checks” are instead only partially summative and reflective of whatever our sensibilities are checking. Our sense of thing is made as well as born. To quote Belgian chemist and Nobel laureate Ilya Prigogine, “Whatever we call reality, it is revealed to us only through an active construction in which we participate.” Our resulting self-constructed interrelationship with reality-at-large evokes what systems scientist Stephen Wolfram has called “a new kind of science” that is in keeping with Heisenberg’s insight concerning nature’s compliance with the methods of our questioning, a science founded on the realization that “Our view of the natural world is based in the end not directly on behavior that occurs in nature, but rather on the results of our perception and analysis of this behavior.” X. [A- SOCO 12-26]
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From DHMS Agent Edition

In addition to Andre Gide’s prescription concerning those who have found the truth, another of my favored guidelines honors the Zen tradition of taking another look, as conveyed in the story of a farmer whose horses broke down a fence and ran away.
"That's too bad," his neighbor said upon hearing the news.
"Who knows what's bad?" replied the farmer.
The next day the farmer's son found the wayward animals amidst a band of wild horses.  When they were once again securely fenced at home, several of the wild horses were now among their number.
"That's good," said the neighbor, reflecting on the farmer's gain.
"Who knows what's good?" replied the farmer.
The following day, the farmer's son broke his leg while trying to tame one of the wild horses.
"That's too bad," the neighbor commiserated.
"Who knows what's bad?" replied the farmer.
Yet another day later, a group of soldiers visited the farm, to conscript the son into military service.  Seeing his condition, they rode on.
"That's good," the neighbor said when hearing of this latest turn of events.
"Who knows what's good?" replied the farmer.
The question, “Who knows?” is an infinitely forgiving trinity that graces all otherwise adversarial outlooks by ceasing to re-member them as such whenever I take another, longer look at the seeming duality of my experience.

Another of my guidelines for encountering life’s difficulties is presented in Carl Sandburg’s epic poem, The People, Yes:

Who was that early sodbuster in Kansas?  He leaned at the gatepost and studied the horizon and figured what corn might do next year and tried to calculate why God ever made the grasshopper and why two days of hot winds smother the life out of a stand of wheat and why there was such a spread between what he got for grain and the price quoted in Chicago and New York.  

Drove up a newcomer in a covered wagon: "What kind of folks live around here?" "Well, stranger, what kind of folks was there in the country you come from?" "Well, they was mostly a lowdown, lying, thieving, gossiping, back-biting lot of people." "Well, I guess, stranger, that's about the kind of folks you'll find around here." 

And the dusty gray stranger had just about blended into the dusty gray cottonwoods in a clump on the horizon when another newcomer drove up: "What kind of folks live around here?" "Well, stranger, what kind of folks was there in the country you come from?" "Well, they was mostly a decent, hard-working, law-abiding, friendly lot of people." "Well, I guess, stranger, that's about the kind of folks you'll find around here."

And the second wagon moved off and blended with the dusty gray cottonwoods on the horizon while the early sodbuster leaned at his gatepost and tried to figure out why two days of hot winds smother the life out of a nice stand of wheat.

It was upon hearing a recitation of Sandburg’s story of the Kansas sodbuster that I first clearly saw, no matter what difficulties life presents, how I am the one who sets the terms by which I experience life’s difficulties.

Sandburg’s concluding imagery also reminds me that it sometimes takes no more than a single insensitive look, oversight or statement from me to go against the grain of another, and thereby tend to wither his or her spirit. The more forgivingly I encounter life’s difficulties, the less likely I am to make further incidents of forgiveness necessary.

These guidelines empower me to perceive the way that all blameful unforgiveness of self and others becomes founded on arbitrary – and therefore ungrounded – certainties. Such certitude is the flipside of Ralph Waldo Emerson’s assessment of foolish inconsistency, for an ungrounded certainty is likewise the hobgoblin of small minds.

The Odors of Perception
If the doors of perception were cleansed,

 everything would appear to man as it is, infinite.
-William Blake
The real voyage of discovery consists

not in seeking new landscapes

but in having new eyes.

–Marcel Proust
Somewhere in my youth or childhood,

I must have done something good.

-Julie Andrews (in The Sound of Music)
See: Truth and Consequences:
I deliberately encountered the hobgoblins of foolish consistency and ungrounded certainty in my own mind during a yearlong exception to my more sedentary lifestyle before and since, when I intermittently hitchhiked about the country for 10,000 miles. This “thumbs-up” year (my fortieth, from mid-summer of 1977 to the end of the following summer) transpired when, with Aspen, Colorado as my temporary home base, I inserted within the semi-bondage of my more ordinary existence a parenthesis of deliberated vagabondage. The successive installments of my bizarre trek were motivated both by a mid-life crisis of loneliness that was haunting me between my first two wife-times, and by my intention to discern my own answer to what Einstein said is the most important question: Is the universe friendly?

My “thumbs-up” year concluded with a succession of rides from an educators’ seminar in Portland, Maine, via Aspen to Los Angeles, where I undertook formal study of the writer who had became my spiritual mentor during that year, Ernest Holmes and his “Science of Mind.” One midnight between pick-ups I was standing in a light fog and heavy drizzle on the Interstate south of Chicago. 

[I actually only rode once in a pick-up truck (and in the back thereof), between an ad hoc lounge-piano gig at a Harvard University fraternity party, in return for a night’s lodging, and the aforementioned education conference that had occasioned the longest of my thumb trips from Aspen. I was most often, and rather predictably, picked up by drivers of run-down Volkswagon vans.] 

The fog within me was much denser than the one around me, as I was feeling cold, lonely and paranoid. My paranoia was about being on the wrong side of the law. Hitchhiking directly on the Interstate was illegal, yet there was no hope of hitching a ride at that hour if I thumbed where I was legally allowed to stand, just before the on-ramp entrance. I stood instead on the fully lighted roadside just past where the on-ramp merged with the Interstate, so that I could be visible from a distance to oncoming motorists while fearfully anticipating that a state trooper might loom up before a decrepit Volkswagon van.

To calm my apprehensive state I took several deep breaths of the drizzle-cleansed air whose conditioning of my shivering body was leaving so much to be desired. The breathing exercise further shivered my timbre by making me feel rather giddily light-headed. Glancing dazedly across the nighttime Interstate, I saw in the near distance a well-lit fast-food poultry dispatchery and imagined the smell of fried chicken. Just then a sudden crescendo of euphoria reverberated from my chest throughout my body, as I recollected an ecstatic moment in my early childhood. [I now think of this incident as my award of a pullet surprise.]

My joyous remembrance was triggered when the imagined smell of fried chicken inexplicably coincided with my recall of a statement I had recently read: “It is never to late to have a happy childhood.” These recollections regressed me to a former-instant replay of my experience of a church picnic when I was quite young. I recalled the smells, the sounds and the sights of that occasion, and the other children with whom I joined in abandoned mutual chases around and underneath the food-laden tables. 

Most of all I recalled the feeling of ecstasy at being then and there alive just because. The picnic coincided with the time of my life when I was still wisely young enough in my self-dominion to respond to the question “why did you do (such-and-such)” with the best of all possible affirmations: be cause.

I was utterly astounded by this remembrance, for I had considered my childhood to be unhappy, á la my downer from motherly womb to worldly lower berth. It occurred to me that if I had one such delightful memory, there might be others. Upon conceding that possibility several more joyful remembrances came to mind as I continued to allow my childhood memories to have their way with me for a change.  

At one point while this succession of recalled exuberant occasions was unpolluting the mindset that I had conformed to quite contrary childhood experiences, I deeply questioned my established outlook: What if I had chosen to remember moments like these, rather than unhappy ones?  Is happiness no more than a choice of what I remember?

Within ten minutes or so I experienced a perceptual makeover. From being a person who, in addition to having an unhappy childhood was also feeling immediately paranoid at the prospect of yet another unhappifying experience, I became a person whose childhood was positive. I forgave my former perception of unhappiness by the simple act of relinquishing to pleasant memories my hold on disconsolate ones. In retrospective contemplation of that incident, I would eventually realize that the essence of forgiveness, whether of self or others, is a memory exchange that I may induce via a cerebral bypass of formerly treasured pain.

Whatever I Reign, it Pours (or Poor’s as the Case May Be)
Memory and creativity . . . 

do not by any means exclude one another. 

–Nicholas Peter Harvey
Though I was now no longer at the effect of negative childhood memories, I was soon comparably at the effect of my positive ones. Perceiving that my childhood was a positive one, I no longer had the unexamined comfort of my previous answer to the question, why am I unhappy now? To the extent that my happiness was still at issue in the present, I no longer had a convenient explanation for it in my past.

Fortunately, I had also gained the assurance born of realizing that perception of my childhood is an arbitrary choice of contrasting memories. Though I am forever inhabited by my memories of the past, I am the one who chooses to which of these inhabitants I give preferred lodging in my present presence of mind.

Accordingly, I now place no judgment on my childhood concerning whether it was either bad or good. I have substantially released the hold upon me of childhood memories. Though I will never be free of such memories, I am now much freer from them. I am presently forgiving of all remembrances of childhood, whether bad or good, on behalf of having one less arbitrary precedent by which to evaluate the present state of my communion.  Today I am content to recall that I once experienced childhood, some of which was happy, and some of which was not. 

To judge my childhood experience as either bad or good is to eclipse my view of something that nonetheless continues to shine no less brilliantly: that I forever live at cause, because. 

Who knows whether my childhood was unhappy? So long as the inner doors of perception that whether such assessments are as subject to cleansing by the reign of my self-dominion as is the air around me by rainy weather outside, who is capable of rendering a final analysis?

Is My You ‘n’ I Verse Friendly?
We either make ourselves miserable, or we make ourselves strong. The amount of work is the same. -Carlos Casteneda
A parable that is circulating the global e-mail network comes and goes around (in one of its versions) as follows:

An old Indian Grandfather said to his grandson, who came to him with anger at a friend who had done him an injustice, “Let me tell you a story. I too, at times, have felt a great hate for those that have taken so much, with no sorrow for what they do. But hate wears you down, and does not hurt your enemy. It is like taking poison and wishing your enemy would die. I have struggled with these feelings many times." 

He continued, "It is as if there are two wolves inside me. One is good and does no harm. He lives in harmony with all around him and does not take offense when no offense was intended. He will only fight when it is right to do so, and in the right way. He saves all his energy for the right fight. 

 “But the other wolf, ahhh! He is full of anger. The littlest thing will send him into a fit of temper. He fights everyone, all the time, for no reason. He cannot think because his anger and hate are so great. It is helpless anger, for his anger will change nothing. 

“Sometimes it is hard to live with these two wolves inside me, for both of them try to dominate my spirit." 

The boy looked intently into his Grandfather's eyes and asked, "Which one wins, Grandfather?" 

The Grandfather smiled and quietly said, "The one I feed."
Indulging in angry certainties that are based only on my persistent re-membering of things passed as if they can be only as I initially seamed them to be, is the essence of all my blameful unforgiveness. Re-membering them differently by taking another look is the grace of every redemptive experience of forgiveness. 

This distinction is what the following report is all about, complete (as well as replete) with my no longer re-membering the English language as I was initially taught to write it. The medium of my wordplay is my message, because like all perceptual makeovers, forgiveness derives as well from changing my verbal re-memberings of perceptions passed.

The answer that I have found to what Einstein considered the most important question is this: The universe is user-friendly to those who wholeheartedly intend to perceive it thus. Indeed, it is so user-friendly that if I intend to perceive it as not being so I get to experience the universe as being unfriendly to me. 

In any event, regardless of life’s difficulties, it is never too late to be my own happy you ‘n’ I verse.

From Truth & Consequences
Near the end of my Great Parentheses (see "Forewarning"), while thumbing rides from Portland, Maine to Los Angeles in late August of 1978, I stood in a drizzling midnight rain just south of Chicago, experiencing the common plight of any dripping hitch-hiker: few motorists care to accommodate a wet stranger.  My body was tired, my eyelids were heavy, and my mind was drowsily venturing into that ephemeral, sleepy stream of consciousness that I call "w(h)isper world."  Wisps of memory, phantom conversations, and random phrases and images were floating past my awareness, so insubstantially that any attempt to focus upon them only returned me to wakefulness.

One of the phrases that drifted past (I had recently read it somewhere) was, "It is never too late to have a happy childhood."  This was followed by a "re-run" of a childhood experience: a very delightful memory of a church picnic flooded my awareness as if it were recurring in the present moment.  My entire body replayed the elation of the original experience.

Assuming that one happy childhood memory could lead to others, I lingered in my ecstacy long enough to access several more of its treasures.  In what seemed like at least half an hour, though I suspect that it was only a few moments, I rewrote my past.  I went from being a person who had an unhappy childhood to being a person who had a happy one.  Dancing about in the rain with pure joy, I caught the attention of the driver of (as usual) a Volkswagon van, with whom I merrily rode on.

Prior to my dance of celebration, I had elected to dwell in my unhappy memories of growing up on a farm while desiring to live in town.  I had chosen to be at the effect of unhappy perceptions, to be stuck in the perceptions rather than free from and therefore in command of them. Yet it took only a few moments of dwelling in happy memories to alter my perception of my past so thoroughly that it also changed my present and future.  

Before my "conversion" to a happy childhood, I strongly related to a poem by James Keys: (6)

                  My love, would you not come to me if

                  I was wounded?

                  Would you not arrive to comfort me if

                  I had had a serious accident?

                  Well, I have had a serious accident.              

                  I have been born.

It does so happen that I am the consequence of an unanticipated pregnancy.  Yet today I do not perceive myself to be an accident of birth--a consequence of birth, yes, an accident, no.  I am amazed, however, at the numbers of people who share my earlier perception.  I once heard so many stories of unhappy childhood during a weekend workshop that each began to sound like a minor variation on an increasingly monotonous theme: my parents, my teachers, and others ruined my life.  As my summary statement of the workshop's meaning for me, I wrote the following blues song, which comprises several of the stories that were told:

        [I ain't responsible, someone's doin' it to me blues] 

Though being born does have consequences, the consequences are not immutable.  My past is always subject to revision.  Thus, when I recently heard a colleague assert (referring to himself) that "I cannot reweave the patterns of yesterday," I could not accredit his statement as the truth of my experience.  I have even rewoven the pattern of my childhood once more, so that today I am a person whose childhood was neither predominantly happy or unhappy.  It was a lot of both.  Far more satisfying to me now than the celebration of my childhood's happy portion is my ownership of all of it.

                         Being of Consequence

Because I was born, I am always dealing with consequences.  This is not, however, my purpose for living.  More important to me than creating, having and dealing with consequences is being my own consequence, rather than at the consequence of my circumstances or of other people.  To be my own consequence requires three knowings: 

o that my only possibility of eliminating the consequences of a choice is to deal with them; 

o that my only possibility of freeing myself from an enduring consequence is to establish my optimum relationship to it; 

o that my only possibility of establishing optimum relationship to my consequences--or to any circumstance--is to be aware of my options.

Any consequence may be dealt with on my terms, on someone else's terms, or on terms that are beneficial for all who share the consequence.  Among all of the options I have discovered so far, two are especially powerful:

o consistently assuring that my agenda is my own, that I am choosing my consequences, not someone else's; 

o living with my consequences in ways that work for all concerned, thereby minimizing resistance to my agenda from others.  

As I go about managing my consequences, I encounter two types of resistance from others.  Some people would like to keep me stuck in a consequence by preventing me from modifying it.  Some others would encourage me to believe that there is an easy way out of my consequences.  These interpersonal dynamics of consequence management are also apparent to me in the pro-choice/pro-life conundrum.  Abortion is the modification of a consequence, not its elimination, as anyone who has lived with the issue can testify.  And, as with every other modification of consequence, the choice of abortion only gives the prior consequence a different form.  Unfortunately, most of the headlines that arise from both sides of this issue seem to be made by persons who have no appreciation of these ambiguities.

                 The "Nobody Will Ever Know" Fallacy

The life-long implications of anything which, like pregnancy, endures in experience or conscious/unconscious memory, are illuminated in the Eastern wisdom story of a young monk who was appointed to gild a large statue of Buddha with a fresh layer of gold leaf.  The space between the rear of the statue and temple wall being only about 16 inches, and so dark that it obscured most of the statue's back from view, the monk omitted the difficult task of gold-leafing the unseen portion.

Upon announcing his completion of the project, the monk was asked, "Did you gild the entire statue?"

"All but the part that nobody can see," he replied.

"And why did you leave that part undone?"

"Because nobody will ever know," the monk explained.

"Do not deceive yourself," he was admonished.  "The Buddha will know!" 

It is impossible to succeed at fooling myself.  To repeat: the ostrich, by burying its head in the sand to ignore what it knows, does not thereby succeed in making what it knows go away.  Likewise, there is no escaping from an established consequence, only a variety of ways to face it or not to face it.  

              Being My Own Consequence: a Recapitulation 

Being my own consequence is possible only when I am at consequence from a foundation of self-ownership: 

                       I am the only one of me

                     the universe shall ever see, 

                        and at being who I am

                           I have no rival.

                       Yet whenever I try being 

                         other than who I am,

                      I am no one else's equal.

                Only when myself is all I choose to be 

                        is my life no contest.

The self-owned life is no contest.  The world does not, however, permit me to have a life in which there is no challenge, for the unchallenged life is actually the greatest challenge of all.  Such was the realization that led the Buddha to abandon his parents' cloister, and to learn the transcendence of suffering by living in its midst.

From FMS Booklet

During my roadside thumbs up from New England to Southern California I experienced another occasion of the higher sobriety of my expectancy of goodness. One midnight found me standing in a light fog and heavy drizzle under the glaring lights of the Interstate that passes south of Chicago. The fog inside was even heavier, as I felt cold, lonely and paranoid. The paranoia was about being on the wrong side of the law. Hitchhiking on the Interstate was illegal, yet there was scant hope of a ride at that hour if I thumbed at the entrance to an on-ramp.
Suddenly, again for no fathomable reason, I remembered a joyous moment in my childhood. I was astounded, for I had always considered my childhood to be unhappy. It next occurred to me that if there was one such memory, there might be others. And sure enough, once I had conceded the possibility, several more happy memories came to mind. At some point in the process arose a question: What if I had chosen to remember moments like these rather than unhappy ones? Is happiness no more than a choice of what I remember? 
Within half an hour I went from being a person who had an unhappy childhood to being one who had a happy childhood. I forgave my unhappy childhood by the simple act of choosing to replace unpleasant memories with pleasant ones. Sometimes forgiveness is a matter of memory exchange, a cerebral bypass of formerly treasured pain.
No longer at the effect of negative childhood memories, I soon was at the effect of my positive ones. Now perceiving my childhood to have been happy, I soon began to wonder: so why am I unhappy now? I no longer had the comfort of my previous answer, that my childhood had been so. 
Fortunately, I also had the comfort of realizing that either perception of my childhood was arbitrary – a choice of contrasting memories. I have since chosen to place no evaluation on my childhood, forgiving all memories thereof, and thus having one less arbitrary precedent by which to evaluate my present state of being. Today I remember only that I had a childhood. Some of it was happy, some of it was unhappy, and all of it is now perceived as clouds that temporarily obscured my view of something that nonetheless continues to shine brilliantly: my original expectancy of goodness.
From Forgiveness

What Forgiveness Is: The Release of Negative Attachments
My "original sin" was the first negative thought or feeling that I chose to hold on to. The forgiveness of my original sin was my letting go of holding on to it. I know this to be true from personal experience that dates back to my childhood.
I was once a person who had an unhappy childhood, and no apparent means to compensate for it. I couldn't even envy and resent people who did have a happy childhood because I never seemed to meet such people.
In my mind, unhappy childhood was a universal birth defect that everyone got inflicted with. This hypothesis was supported by something I once read: that being born is when they drag you out of a wonderfully dark, warm, quiet and cozy place into a harshly lighted, cold and noisy room where your share of the national debt is already $1400 and you’re unemployed . . . and they spank you for it. 
Today, a newborn child’s share of the national debt is several million dollars . . . and while conditions have changed in many delivery rooms, the improvement is far from commensurate with the increase in the tab.
Because I knew so many others who enjoyed what seemed to me a far better childhood than mine, I always wondered why they were also unhappy. I eventually realized that unhappiness IS a birth defect. My unhappiness was born with the first negative thought or feeling that I held onto. That was the initial deposit in the banking account of my original sin. My mental and emotional banking account grew with every additional negative thought and feeling that I held on to.
I clung to my memories of unhappy childhood until I was 40 years old, then lost them quite suddenly under the most unlikely of circumstances. I was hitchhiking from Portland, Maine to Los Angeles, California, to begin my ministerial studies at what is now the Ernest Holmes Institute. It was midnight as I stood in a light fog and heavy drizzle under the glaring lights of the Interstate that passes through the south side of Chicago. The fog inside was even heavier. I was feeling cold, lonely and paranoid. 
My paranoia was about being on the wrong side of the law, since hitchhiking on the Interstate (other than at the on-ramp) is against the law. At midnight there was so little on-ramp traffic that my only hope of catching a ride was by thumbing along the Interstate itself, hoping to discern an approaching state trooper in time to disappear over the embankment.
As I stood there, dripping in the drizzle, I was greatly tempted to emulate Job, whocursed the day he was born. For no fathomable reason, while thus contemplating my own birth and wondering how Job was so precociously conversant with foul language at his, I remembered a happy moment in my childhood. I was astounded to discover that there actually was one! Next it occurred to me that if one such memory existed, there might be others. And sure enough, as soon as I had conceded the possibility, several more surfaced. At one point a question came to mind: What if I had chosen to remember moments like these rather than unhappy ones? Is childhood happiness a choice of what I remember? 
Within half an hour I converted from being a person who had an unhappy childhood to being a person who had a happy one. I forgave my unhappy childhood by the simple act of choosing to replace unhappy memories with happy ones.
Sometimes forgiveness is a memory exchange.
Today, however, I am no longer a person who had a happy childhood. I had to forgive myself for that self-assessment as well, because it turned out to be another negative attachment. Though my change of thinking about my childhood profoundly changed my life, the alteration was less than a perfect fit. Now that I remembered a happy childhood, I was faced with a question: if my childhood was happy, why am I unhappy now? 
I was reasonably reconciled with my unhappiness before, because I thought I had an explanation for it, i.e., that I was unhappy for the same reason that other people are unhappy: We all had unhappy childhoods . . such is life!
No longer having a ready-made explanation for my present unhappiness, I lost some peace of mind that my former memory of unhappy childhood had given me. I was now facing my real problem, the fact that I was an unhappy grown-up. (And I still knew no one who was otherwise, so that I could compensate for my condition by resenting and envying their joy.)
I soon recognized that I was an unhappy grown-up for the same reason that I had formerly perceived my childhood to be unhappy: I was still holding on to negative memories, though now more recent ones. As I contemplated how to release these, it occurred to me that if there were no point of positive past reference against which to contrast my situation right now, I might be less unhappy in the present. So I forgave (released myself from) my happy childhood as well.
Today I am a person who had a childhood. Some of my childhood moments were happy, some of them were not. I now realize that happiness and unhappiness are like the weather. If you don’t care for the weather at the moment, be patient, because it will change. If you do like the weather at the moment, be grateful, because it will change.
From Being Your Own Person

I began to forgive my past when I recognized where it exists. My past exists only as a story in my head, and nowhere else. Nowhere other than in my own mind may I find my past. I can’t find my past somewhere in the world out there and fix it. There is only one place I can fix my past, and that is in the only place that my past exists: in my own mind. My past makes me a legend in my own mind. 
For the first 45 years of my life the legend in my mind told me - and therefore others – that I had an unhappy childhood. Since the details of that legend are no longer meaningful to me, I no longer recount them. What I do enjoy recounting is the moment of recognition in which I let go of those details…
From FGM Original

Reconditioning My Past
Happiness follows sorrow, sorrow follows happiness, but when one no longer discriminates happiness and sorrow, a good deed and a bad deed, one is able to realize freedom. -Buddha 
During my roadside thumbs up from New England to Southern California I experienced another occasion of the higher sobriety of my expectancy of goodness. One midnight found me standing in a light fog and heavy drizzle under the glaring lights of the Interstate that passes south of Chicago. The fog inside was even heavier, as I felt cold, lonely and paranoid. The paranoia was about being on the wrong side of the law. Hitchhiking on the Interstate was illegal, yet there was scant hope of a ride at that hour if I thumbed at the entrance to an on-ramp.
Suddenly, again for no fathomable reason, I remembered a joyous moment in my childhood. I was astounded, for I had always considered my childhood to be unhappy. It next occurred to me that if there was one such memory, there might be others. And sure enough, once I had conceded the possibility, several more happy memories came to mind. At some point in the process arose a question: What if I had chosen to remember moments like these rather than unhappy ones? Is happiness no more than a choice of what I remember? 
Within half an hour I went from being a person who had an unhappy childhood to being one who had a happy childhood. I forgave my unhappy childhood by the simple act of choosing to replace unpleasant memories with pleasant ones. Sometimes forgiveness is a matter of memory exchange, a cerebral bypass of formerly treasured pain.
No longer at the effect of negative childhood memories, I soon was at the effect of my positive ones. Now perceiving my childhood to have been happy, I soon began to wonder: so why am I unhappy now? I no longer had the comfort of my previous answer, that my childhood had been so. 
Fortunately, I also had the comfort of realizing that either perception of my childhood was arbitrary – a choice of contrasting memories. I have since chosen to place no evaluation on my childhood, forgiving all memories thereof, and thus having one less arbitrary precedent by which to evaluate my present state of being. Today I remember only that I had a childhood. Some of it was happy, some of it was unhappy, and all of it is now perceived as clouds that temporarily obscured my view of something that nonetheless continues to shine brilliantly: my original expectancy of goodness.
From FGM Final

My Reality Isn’t All That It Used to Be
Reality is not that external scene
but the life that is lived in it.
-Wallace Stevens
“Reality is a collective hunch,” Lily Tomlin mused in The Search for Intelligent Life in the Universe. Her quip suggests that reality is user-friendly, that reality accommodates collective perception. Does it accommodate individual perception as well? My own life history has confirmed that it does so.
Sometimes my experience of forgiveness results from my choice of an alternative reality. For example, my reality once included an unhappy childhood, yet no longer does so. My choice of an alternative childhood reality was triggered by a memory, at the age of 40, of a joyous childhood moment. I was astounded by the memory’s stark contrast to my overall remembrance of being an unhappy child. It then occurred to me that if there was one joyous occasion in my childhood, there might have been others as well. Sure enough, as soon as I conceded this possibility, several more joyful memories came to mind.
Amidst these recollections, I wondered: What if I had chosen to remember moments like these rather than unhappy ones? Is happiness a choice of what I remember? Within half an hour I converted from being a person who had an unhappy childhood to being one whose childhood was happy. Though I still remembered what had moved me to perceive my childhood as unhappy, the negative charge on those memories had been released. As a consequence, I understood a statement that until then had made no sense to me: “It’s never to late to have a happy childhood.” By the simple act of choosing to subordinate unpleasant memories to pleasant ones, I had forgiven my unhappy childhood a quarter century after the fact. 
Sometimes forgiveness is a matter of reassessing my memories, and thereby performing a cerebral bypass of formerly treasured pain.
My adoption of a happy childhood turned out to be a mixed blessing. No longer bothered by negative childhood memories, I became bothered instead by my newly chosen positive ones. If my childhood was happy, then why was I unhappy now? I was no longer comforted by the “obvious” answer to that question, that I was unhappy as an adult because my childhood had been so. Now that my childhood was perceived as a happy one, my adulthood seemed more unhappy than ever.
Since both assessments of my childhood represented an arbitrary choice between contrasting sets of memories, I decided to place no evaluation on my childhood whatsoever. By forgiving all memories thereof, whether negative or positive, I released an arbitrary precedent by which to evaluate my present state of being. Today I remember only that I had a childhood. Some of it was happy, some of it was unhappy. No further assessment of my childhood is necessary.
Upon choosing an alternative reality concerning my childhood overall, I discovered my power to alter the reality of specific past experiences. For example, when I was three years old I stayed briefly in the home of a woman who I thereafter remembered as being quite mean to me. While I was in her home, I found a harmonica, and discovered that I could play the tunes that I heard on the radio. I was fascinated by this ability, which I exercised incessantly until she slapped me in the mouth and told me to stop showing off. The harmonica, still in my mouth, cut painfully into my gums when she did so. 
Nearly 30 years passed until I had the occasion to visit her again. She was then in the terminal stages of a painfully crippling disease, and I felt great compassion for her. As I was driving away from her home I realized that I had forgiven her earlier meanness. The memories still existed, but without negative charge. So I went back to hug her and tell her that I was very grateful to have seen her again. I could tell by her tearful, yielding response that she grasped the deeper intent of my gesture.
While recently recalling the harmonica incident to my wife, I voiced an afterthought: “Well, perhaps I was showing off.” This blamelessly matter-of-fact realization was accompanied by a great feeling of relief. I had released the remaining charge on an event that I had been carrying in my memory for 60 years. Though I had earlier forgiven the woman for her ill treatment of me, I had not forgiven her for her perception of me in the situation.
Though I continue to remember the incident as abusive, I have accepted my own accountability in the situation. And from the consequent experience of release I have deduced a principle of non-insistence. When I cease to insist that something in my past was the way I remember it to be, and concede the possibility that it may have been otherwise, forgiveness of all concerned becomes possible.
The Cosmetology of Experience
We are all students at M.S.U. – making stuff up.
-Marilyn Ferguson
Like cosmetologists who are expert at making up a super facial appearance, I am a fabricator of my superficial, tangible reality, making it appear differently to me than it does to anyone else, from a perspective that is uniquely my own. I experience my own likeness of the “real thing” rather than its equivalent. However tangible the world may be to my senses, my experience of the world is never more than a virtual representation thereof.
Neither can I experience anyone else’s likeness of reality. The experience that others have is no more transplantable to my being than is mine to theirs. The map of my own experience will never correspond to anyone else’s territory, nor will anyone else’s map correspond to mine.
We can see other people's behavior, but not their experience.... The other person's behavior is an experience of mine. My behavior is an experience of the other.... I see you and you see me. I experience you and you experience me. I see your behavior. But I do not and never have and never will see your experience of me. Just as you cannot see my experience of you... Your experience of me is invisible to me and my experience of you is invisible to you.
I cannot experience your experience. You cannot experience my experience. We are both invisible beings. All beings are invisible to one another. Experience is being's invisibility to being. Experience used to be called the Soul. Experience as invisibility of being to being is at the same time more evident than anything. Only experience is evident. Experience is the only evidence. –Ronald D. Laing
My experience of another person is never the equivalent of the other person. Even the best of all possible assessments of another’s experience is no more than informed guesswork. I can never know the experience of others well enough to understand their ways, just as they likewise can never fathom my own. We owe one another much forgiveness merely for assuming otherwise.
The only reality I can experience is a virtual reality, a representation of the “real thing” rather than the thing itself. If reality – the way things actually are – were identical to reality as it is experienced, there would be no disagreement among persons and thus no requirement for forgiveness. Yet the way things are is far from uniform to everyone’s experience of the way things are. All people do not respond identically to the same honking horn, or to anything else that they are aware of.
Every experience represents a set of sensory data plus an interpretation of that data. As John Lennon observed, “Reality leaves a lot to the imagination.” Reality, as experienced by me, is something that I make up via my interpretive assessment of it. 
I “make stuff up” by circuitously fabricating the evidence of my experience: I construct my experience by deciding that things are such and so, and by continuing to believe that they are thus. My decisions and beliefs about what’s so determine what I think, and my thoughts shape my perceptions accordingly. My perceptions then reinforce the way that I have shaped them, determining the what, the how and the consequence of all further thinking and experience.
As long as I am caught up in this circularity of thinking>perceiving>thinking, my thoughts about what’s so are as dependent upon what I perceive as are my perceptions reliant on my thoughts. I never experience reality as it actually is, only as my assessment of what it is. My experience of reality is a closed loop.
When experience is the only evidence, and new evidence is continually forthcoming, all judgments of my self and others are based on evidence that will forever remain incomplete. Even my best assessments of myself are informed guesswork. Accordingly, all unforgiveness is a verdict based on incomplete evidence, and precludes any awareness of new evidence so long as I remain within the closed loop of my past assessments. 
The eternal incompleteness of experiential evidence is among those things I cannot change. Nobody knows for sure what’s really happening or has happened in the past. This is why legal justice is based entirely on what can be proven to have happened, not on what may have truly happened. 
What I can change, however, is my relationship to any evidence that I experience as stressful. The closed loop of my experience may be opened as I choose to govern myself mindfully rather than by default to a fixated mindset. In those moments when I am making a new choice, modifying a former one, or am thoughtfully reaffirming a previous choice, I have free will with reference to my otherwise automated perceptions and projections. Solely in such moments do I have free will. At all other times I am robotically subservient to habitually repeated choices that I allow to run my life. So long as I am living by such default, the virtual reality of my experience is a lingering virtual past, rather than a chosen virtual present.
As a student at M.S.U. , I occasionally make stuff up that requires forgiveness, either by myself, by others, or by both. “Making up” for this kind of stuff requires that I choose an alternative perspective on stuff that I’ve made up, forgiving an earlier decision or conclusion in order to modify it or to make a new one.
Getting Really Real About What’s Really Real
[U]ltimate reality is encountered neither in our minds nor in the physical cosmos,
but at the point where these meet . . . 
-Alan Smithson, The Kairos Point
It's all irrelative anywho!! 
-Swami Atmeshugenanda
The flavor of a peach originates neither in the peach or my taste buds. It originates in the interaction of peach and taste buds. All of my experience is thus originated. Thus is all experience transcendental of its particulars.
My relationship to reality is like a blind man's attempt to determine the nature of a snowflake by touching it. The “real thing” always melts into forms that correspond to the consequences of my attempts to perceive it. As a consequence of my own interconnectivity with the cosmic whole, whatever my thoughts or deeds may touch upon is altered by my touch. 
“Getting real” is also a matter of what I do not touch. I am unable to experience anything prior to my becoming aware of it. I cannot say “hello” to someone I have not noticed. I must first detect something’s existence before I can perceive and experience it. Yet the qualities of my perception govern which realities I may or may not detect, as well as how I interpret them, because rather than experiencing reality the way it is, I experience reality the way I am in relationship to it.
Since M.S.U. is built into the experiential design, exact knowledge of what and how things actually are will forever elude me. Realities are optional. Creatively imaging and altering them is not. My very perception of reality creates my own unique experience thereof, and every shift of my perception further alters my creation. Consequently, my experience of reality is irrevocably ambiguous. 
As St. Augustine observed about all experience, "the thing that I am looking for is the thing I am looking with." Making stuff up is the inevitable consequence of having my own perspective built into my every examination of what’s real. Ambiguity is "built in" to all experience of reality, which invariably accommodates the assumptions and design limitations inherent in my examining apparatus, be it sensory, extrasensory, mechanical or electronic. Given the irreducible ambiguity built into my relationship to reality, I am without a means of knowing what a particular reality is like when I am not interacting with it, or what it is like from the perspective of another’s interaction with it.
Experiential ambiguity is further reinforced by the variety of my circumstances. To the extent that I accommodate my perceptions to different circumstances (home, work, travel, etc.) and thus respond differently from circumstance to circumstance, I essentially create multiple alternative reality experiences.
Such acknowledgement of experiential ambiguity may seem so obvious that it doesn't bear mentioning. Yet its persistence is the occasion of much puzzlement, uncertainty and sometimes confusion when others persist in seeing as I do not. 
I best accommodate the experiential ambiguity factor by remaining constantly mindful of its implications:
· My evidence of “what’s so” is immeasurably incomplete. Whatever may be reality’s actual nature independent of my detection of it, that nature cannot be known explicitly by me. Only that of which I am aware can be explicitly perceived and experienced by me. 
· An uncountable number of ways exist for me to perceive reality, and each of these ways shapes and limits what I can and cannot detect. My experience of reality is always confined to the limits of my chosen perceptual and conceptual frames of reference.
· My relationship with reality is a participatory one. I experience reality only in accord with my choices of what and how to perceive. Nothing truly exists for me, however much it may exist for others, until it shows up in my own experience. Prior to my experiential confirmation of its existence, it is hearsay that I have accepted on faith.
· I experience consistency only as I continue to make the same choices from moment to moment.
· My experience of reality changes only when and as I choose new and different ways to perceive it.
The quest for experiential confirmation is the foundation of all legitimate science. The experience of such confirmation is the foundation of all solid agreement. As far as the “real thing” is concerned, this is as real as the real thing gets for me.
My constant mindfulness of these implications serves as a powerful incentive to choose my realities wisely, and to forgive earlier choices made when I was less wise.
From A-SOCO 12-26:
As an example of reclaiming one’s defaulted self-dominion, prior to my (McInnis) realization that neither I nor my parents could live up to one another’s expectations, I perceived that I had had an unhappy childhood. Subsequent to that realization I experienced myself vividly recalling a joyous childhood moment, and immediately wondered if I had had other happy childhood experiences as well. Upon my thus conceding to this possibility, several more happy childhood memories came to me, and I further wondered, “What if I had chosen to remember moments like these rather than unhappy ones? Is retrospective childhood happiness a choice of what I remember?” 
In less than half an hour I underwent a perceptual makeover that converted me from being a person who had an unhappy childhood to being a person whose childhood was happy. I released my history of unhappy childhood by the simple act of choosing to give less importance to my negative recollections of thereof than to my newer positive ones. Yet I soon experienced my newly enlightened view of childhood as a mixed blessing, because I could no longer blame unhappy childhood as the cause of my current unhappiness. Perceiving my childhood as happy also tended to accentuate my current unhappiness. 
Thus deprived of a suitable rationale for my present unhappiness, I sought a replacement with which to establish a new history of “what went wrong.” It eventually occurred to me that if I were to perceive my childhood as being neither preponderantly happy nor unhappy, it would cease to be a point of reference to which my present could be contrasted. I therefore opted to be a person who had a childhood, some of whose moments were happy and some of whose moments were not. From the foundation of this perspective, I have further learned to view happiness and unhappiness as contrasting emotional weather patterns. If I don’t care for my present emotional weather, I can be grateful in my knowing that the weather will change. And if I do like my present emotional weather, I can be grateful for the way it is. 
Even more to the point, I can be grateful that I am both the author of my emotional weather and the editor of my responses thereto. For instance, when I my emotional weather is dreary (from being blah to being angry), I can always ask myself “What would I most likely be doing right now if my emotional weather instead was cheery (from being content to being excited)?” Whenever I stop to ask that question, I get an appropriate answer, and whenever I choose to do what the answer suggests my emotional weather changes for the better.
Destiny by Choice: Writing Our Own Reality Checks
A good intention clothes itself with power.
Ralph Waldo Emerson
So-called “good” intentions most often tend to mean well, yet far less often do well. A truly “good” intention is clothed with the power of non-divertibility, a commitment to stay on the course of one’s anticipated outcome by getting back on course whenever one is diverted therefrom. A classic example of non-divertible intention is that of an airplane pilot whose job is essentially one of course correction. Buffeted by constantly changing shifting wind patterns, airplanes tend to be off course as much as 98% of the time. The pilot, whether human or automatic, functions from an internalized equivalent of being at the plane’s destination, and is thereby committed to remaining or getting back on course.
The Power of Non-divertible Intention
From Forgiveness Encouragements

I was once a person who had an unhappy childhood. There was only thing that kept me from envying and resenting people who did have a happy childhood . . . I never met one of them. In my mind, unhappy childhood was a birth defect that everyone got inflicted with. My support of this universal birth defect hypothesis was supported by something I once read: that being born is when they drag you out of a wonderful dark, warm, quiet and cozy room into a harshly lit, cold and noisy room where your share of the national debt is already $1400 and you’re unemployed . . . and they spank you for it. Today, a newborn child’s share of the national debt is several million dollars . . . and while conditions have changed in many delivery rooms, the improvement is far from commensurate with the increase in the tab. 
I knew all kinds of kids who I figured had it far easier than I did, and could only wonder why they weren’t happy either. I eventually discovered that unhappiness IS a birth defect. My unhappiness was born with the first negative thought or feeling that I held onto – the initial deposit in the banking account of my original sin. My mental and emotional banking account grew with every additional negative thought and feeling that I added to it. 
I held onto my unhappy childhood until I was 40 years old, when I quite suddenly lost it under the most unlikely circumstances you can imagine. I was hitchhiking from Portland, Maine to Los Angeles, California, to begin my ministerial studies at what is now known as the Ernest Holmes Institute. It was midnight. I was standing in a light fog and heavy drizzle under the glaring lights of the Interstate that passes through the south side of Chicago. The fog inside was even heavier. I was feeling cold, lonely and paranoid. The paranoia was about being on the wrong side of the law. Hitchhiking on the Interstate is against the law . . .

I was emulating Job, who cursed the day he was born (which is pretty precocious if you think about it). Suddenly, for no fathomable reason, I remembered a happy moment in my childhood. I was astounded!! There actually was one. It occurred to me that if there was one such memory, there might be others. And sure enough, once I had conceded the possibility, several more came to mind. At some point in the process a question came to mind: What if I had chosen to remember moments like these rather than unhappy ones? Is happiness no more than a choice of what I remember? 
Within half an hour I went from being a person who had had an unhappy childhood to being a person who had had a happy childhood. I forgave my unhappy childhood by the simple act of choosing to release unhappy memories and replace them with happy ones. Forgiveness is a memory exchange: like the exchange of new lamps that shine for old ones that don’t.
Today I am happy to report that I am also no longer a person who had a happy childhood. I had to forgive myself for that self-assessment as well, because that also turned out to be a negative attachment. I didn’t enjoy being a person who had a happy childhood for long, because it soon enough set me to wondering: so why am I unhappy now? Before, I never wondered, because I knew why I was unhappy, just as I knew why everybody was unhappy. We all had unhappy childhoods. 
I didn’t like wondering why I was unhappy. It was more comfortable when I had a ready-made answer to that question. Now that I remembered having a happy childhood, I had lost the peace of mind that this answer had given me. I was fully awakening to the fact that I was an unhappy grown-up, and I still knew no one who was otherwise, so that I compensate by resenting and envying their happiness.
I quickly cut to the chase on this one. I recognized that I was unhappy now for the same reason that I had had an unhappy childhood. I was still holding on to negative memories. Perhaps if I let go of a positive point of reference in the past with which to contrast my situation right now, I would cease to be unhappy in the present. 
Today, I am a person who had a childhood. Some childhood moments were happy, some moments weren’t. 
Happiness and unhappiness are a lot like the weather. If you don’t care for the weather at the moment, be patient. It will change. If you do like the weather at the moment, be grateful. It will change.
From 10 SECTION ONE:

Whatever we call reality, it is revealed to us

only through an active construction in which we participate.

Ilya Prigogine

Reality as known by our experiencing thereof – and there is no other way to know it than experientially – is formed by, and emerges from, the co-operative, synchronous, and overlapping interactions of participant-observer selves “in here” with their surrounding world “out there.” Each person’s experiencing of reality is the uniquely ongoing outcome of his or her individually custom-tailored  engagement with the fundamental order of reality overall. In the course of our engagement with both non-local reality-at-large and local reality-at-hand, reality’s order becomes self-evidential to us only in forms that mirror what we choose to make of its evidence. 

Like a bank account that we may either increase or decrease, reality is a life account whose increases and decreases are determined by the way we individually and collectively choose to experience our lives. We write our very own experiential reality check with every choice we make, and it is the choices to which we are non-divertibly committed that serve as the equivalent of certified reality checks. Our committed choices are always redeemable by our life account because their reality checks are fully self-certified. 

From 13 Experience:

EXPERIENCE: The Reality-Check Challenge
Xxxxxx
It should be self-evident that reality is infinitely moldable to the life that animates it.
Cynthia Stringer
Human intelligence – scale chauvinism3
Although the myth is about bumble bees it is really about human beings, who frequently do things that others have declared to be impossible. For instance, it was once “known” that we, too, could never fly.
The ultimate challenge facing those who examine the composition of reality is the experiential nature of our knowledgeability. Since we cannot know what we have not experienced, nor can we communicate to others what we know experientially without words or behaviors that represent what we know, all of our reality checks are written by, certified by and negotiable by ourselves. 
Of the two communication modes, words and behavior, the latter is the most effective, for as Ralph Waldo Emerson observed, “What you are speaks so loud I cannot hear what you say.” Our experiencing of other persons communicates more of their essence than does our mere experiencing of their words. For instance, the words “We’re finished!” mean two different things when spoken by a spouse with whom you’ve just completed a project or by a spouse with whom your relationship has reached the breaking point. And in the latter case, “We’re finished!” can mean quite different things to a partner who feels the same way (“At last!”) and to a partner who does not (“No way!”).
Reality is known to us only by the forms that we give to our experiencing thereof, and only as those forms. Whatever reality may be independent of our experiencing can never be known. Our known reality is always experientially conditioned. Thus not only is experience the proverbial “best teacher,” experience is the only teacher, even for realities our knowing of which are limited to our experiencing of written, spoken or visually documented accounts.3 In shirt: all known reality is experientially molded to the infinitely differing perspectives of its respective beholders, and there are ultimately as many versions of reality as there are persons living, dead and yet to be born.
· See http://physicsworld.com/cws/article/news/3410 (October 16, 2001).
· Primack, p. x
· Ibid., p. x
· The earliest known version of this proverb is Julius Caesar’s written statement in 52 B.C.E: “Experience is the teacher of all things.” Over a century later (77 C.E.), the Roman author Pliny the Elder wrote, “Experience is the most efficient teacher of all things.” The exact form, “Experience is the best teacher,” first appeared in an 1856 publication. See http://www.phrases.org.uk/bulletin_board/21/messages/1174.html for further information on this phrase and many others.
From DHMS Agent Edition:

The Selfhood Paradox Up Close
The cosmic joke is that the soul is made of that which the soul is searching for, immortal consciousness.
-Eli Jaxson-Bear
I am my own reality check. 
-Stephen Wolfram
I find it difficult at times to avoid the conclusion that I have come to a silly planet. In my quest for an understanding of the purpose that is served by my being among its inhabitants, I underwent a hypnotic regression to the state of consciousness that immediately preceded my present incarnation. In the course of a pre-incarnational briefing, I learned that not only am I my own reality check, the resulting check is invariably rendered payable to me.
Changing one’s outlook is a process of changing the one who is looking out.
–The Gospel of Yet To Be Common Sense
From DIT workshop

The value of persons is constant. It is only my valuation of persons that fluctuates. My valuation of persons is relative to my own perceptual process. I don’t perceive other persons from their perspective, I perceive them from my own perspective. I don’t experience other persons as they be, I experience them as reflections of the way I be. And this is just a subset of my experience overall: I don’t experience reality as it is, I experience reality as I perceive it to be. 
In other words, I am my own reality check.
Checkout Encounter

The degree to which a person can grow

is directly proportional to the amount of truth about himself

that he can accept without running away.

-Leland Val Vandewall
From DHMS WSB:

Since so much of what I have to tell concerns the “I” that is “We”, and is thus the common ground of all I-dentity, those who are ready to hear their own inner “Wizard of Is” will tend to do so as I genuinely discourse from mine. Those who are not at least somewhat tuned in to the deep ecology of shared perception will tend instead to be insensitive even to so-called “objective” discourse on the correspondence between experience and inner perspective. I am quite aware, therefore, that this report will reach only a selective audience – those who elect to similarly fathom the underlying reality of their own particular way of choosing to be or not to be.

It was in the context of my ongoing contemplation of the philosophy-class encounter that I first read Ernest Holmes’ pronouncement about the internal (because self-referential) nature of all discourse: “Talk to yourself, not to the world . . . for all experience takes place within.” Only then did I fully recognize the extent to which self-referential discourse is my operational modality, whether I am speaking, reading, listening, teaching, or imaging. I speak, read, and listen to my own speaking, reading, and listening, and I succeed in teaching others no more effectively than I succeed in teaching myself. Nor can I conceive an image that is not a reflection of my own self-imagination. It therefore follows that I am being most “real” when I am sufficiently conscious of this operational modality to keep its operations internally consistent. It is thus and only thus that I maintain my integrity. 

In reality, therefore, “reality” is itself always self-referentially defined to accord with the state of integrity (or of dis-integrity) that in-here’s my perceived and interpreted experience. Nothing that is real becomes real for me until it is realized (made real) in my own experience. And since this is the inherent nature of all experience, so it is as well with everyone else’s experience. Given this universal quality of experience in general, all of my discourse with others consists of our mutual eavesdropping on each other’s talking-to-ourselves. We eavesdrop thus in the prospect of better hearing our own understanding in its echoing by another, to thereby validate our own sensibilities of reality or to subject our own perceptions to a reality check. So long as validation rather than verification is my primary intent, I tend to remain oblivious to any revelations of inconsistency in my “real”-izations. I am impervious to any perception of inconsistency so long my perception fails to cache its reality check. It is thus that I am able to maintain myself in a state of dis-integrity.

I trust that it is by now quite clear to my readers that the method of my discourse in this report, as elsewhere, is to be mindful of the self-referential reality that informs it. My self is never absent from the equations of my discourse, and mindfulness of this reality consists of being operationally conscious of the ever-shifting, multi-leveled matrix of dynamic inter- and intrapersonal exchange that informs all awareness of self and others. It is in keeping with such mindfulness that, rather than write about my outward experience of self-forgivingness in assumption that I am telling its story “objectively,” I choose instead to write from my inward experience of becoming an ever-more self-forgiving person. 

By adapting my communication strategy to my literary style as well, writing primarily from the perspective of my inner experience and only secondarily from my perspective on outward facts, I likewise tend to evoke relatively little resistance to my self-representation. For example, the philosophy professor’s outburst relative to my perceived dangerousness was not an instance of resistance, it was a response to my neutralization of his own resistance to a discomforting truth. His pique show was an implosion of his own self-realization, rather than an explosion aimed at mine.

When I speak and write from my perception of what is existentially so for myself, rather than from what I presume to be so for everyone in general, I thereby invite my readers to be open to what I say. Since I refrain from inviting their accreditation of my experience, any argument it may engender may be based primarily on an internal disagreement of their own.

