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PROLOGUE

A Pique Experience of Forgiveness

We create our own causes,

and karma adjusts the effects with perfect balance.

​–Mary T. Browne
Forceful Reaction

Attention is the coin of the realm.

Whatever it is that you "pay" your attention to, you've bought.

–David Gordon
As my wife and I were meditating one morning, we were startled by the honking of a horn in front of the house next door. Each weekday morning thereafter at that same time, the horn blared to alert our neighbor that his ride to work had arrived. I became so distressed by this perceived relentless disruption of my daily meditation that one morning I concluded the session by exclaiming, "If I had powers, I’d give that guy four flat tires!"

To which my wife replied with a gentle smile, "That is why you don't have powers."

Though we both laughed at her good-humored assessment of my pique, I took what my wife said to heart. I recognized that, like the legendary sorcerer’s apprentice, I cannot wield “powers” responsibly until I am able to command them rather than be at their effect. I thanked her for her thoughtful response and revised my outburst: “If I actually did have powers, all I'd really do is bust his horn."

Again she spoke gently, "That's a bit better." And again I got her point: I was still in a state of forceful reaction to the honking of the horn.

Somewhat later I proclaimed what seemed to me the perfect resolution of the ongoing intrusion: "If I had powers, I'd keep his horn from working in our neighborhood." 

My wife repeated her previous assessment: "That's even a bit better yet."

This time her response increased my pique. I felt certain that selectively silencing the horn was the most effective use of the “powers” I yearned to exercise. 

So now what?

Powerful Response

To forgive is to set the prisoner free,

and then discover that the prisoner was you.

​–Author Unknown
Intrigued by my adversarial fasten-ation to the honking horn, I subjected my pique to introspective contemplation, and eventually recognized that I was perceiving its cause to be “out there” rather than within me. I was looking beyond myself for a forceful resolution of my inner distress, as if my pique resided in the horn rather than in my awareness of its sound. The horn was not distressed, I was. Yet by focusing on the horn I was ignoring the inner sorcerer of my turbulent feelings. By making the horn responsible for my upset, I was disclaiming my own creation of my distress.

As I have since come to realize, such is the self-negating trick of all my unforgiving blamefulness.

My re-cognition of the origin of my response-ability to the honking horn implicated far more than the horn itself, which was merely a current example of my frequent tendency to blame outer diversions of my attention for my inner forfeitures of self-command. Regardless of any occasion that results in a diversion of my attention, the diversion takes place within rather than beyond my own mind, and is accordingly within the oyrview of my conscious command. Even when I am unable to control the presence of unwanted impingements on my awareness, it is I, rather than the impingements themselves, who chooses my relationship to their happenstance. No matter what may come around to my attention, whether and how it goes around from me thereafter is both in-sighted and incited in my own mind.

Upon recognizing that the honking horn was merely the occasion of my pique, an invitation to distress rather than its cause, I saw the underlying truth of all my blameful moments: the “powers” that fuel my blaming outbursts are resident within me, and have no outer dwelling.

I reported to my wife accordingly: "If I had powers, I wouldn't be distracted by that horn."

“Yes,” she smiled.

As it turned out, I did have such “powers” after all. Though the untimely honking of the horn became a permanent feature of our weekday early morning neighborhood, it ceased to disturb my meditation with early mourning.

Self-forgiveness, I thus began to realize, is a no-fault divorce from whatever inner tension I allow to distract my attention from my self-generated powers of perception.

Choosing Self-Dominion

If it depends on something other than myself whether I should get angry or not, I am not master of myself . . . I have not yet found the ruler within myself.  I must develop the faculty of letting the impressions of the outer world approach me only in the way in which I myself determine. –Rudolph Steiner

Everything I know about forgiveness, whether of self or others, is implicit in my realization of what and where my “powers” are, and thus my perception of what psychologists call “locus of control.” Whenever I am unforgiving, it is because I perceive myself to be at the effect of an external force that nullifies my “powers” of inner command. My unforgiveness is grounded in perceptions of helplessness, while forgiveness proceeds from my inner powers of self-dominion, which include my ability to make over my perceptions. 

Accordingly, the report presented in this book is less about self-forgiveness per se than it is about what self-forgiveness is itself about: my powers of self-accountability, self-responsibility, and wholeness of being – hereafter called “whole-sum being” – and the perceptual makeover with which I am still reclaiming my earlier forfeiture of all of the above. In other words, this report is ultimately the autobiography of an aborning mode of perception and its corresponding outlook, and is only secondarily the autobiography of a person in whose consciousness this emerging outlook has been evolving during the past six decades. This is in keeping with Vladimir Nobokov’s intuition: “The following of thematic designs through one’s life should be, I think, the true purpose of autobiography.” In my case, it is the perceptual thematic designs of my conceptual evolution that I herein endeavor to trace.

Unforgiveness is an expression of the helplessness I associate with my inability to alter an unwanted circumstance or to make a desired circumstance come about. This expression tends to take the form of blame, a resented diversion of my attention that ennobles me to hold others responsible and accountable for my own helpless feelings. Yet no matter how unable I may be to alter a given circumstance, the inability to do so is entirely my own, not someone else’s, and how I relate to it is likewise entirely my own responsibility. Even when the target of my blaming is myself, this represents my unwillingness to responsibly accept what I feel unable to make be otherwise.

None other than what Rudolph Steiner called my “the inner ruler within myself” – which I prefer to call my “inner sorcerer”  (meaning “source”-eror) – is responsible and accountable for how I choose to experience my own feelings of helplessness, for I am the sovereign and sole proprietor of my own response abilities. Only to the extent that I forgivingly accept the sometimes difficult sole proprietorship of my being am I truly free to exercise my inner sorcerer’s powers. When I choose instead to be unaccepting of my sovereign relationship to myself, and am therefore unforgiving of that relationship, I thereby make myself a prisoner of my circumstances. I incarcerate myself in the assumption that others have sovereignty over my disposition, and that they are therefore the ones who are responsible and accountable for how I think and feel and act, as well as for changing the way I think and feel and act.

I am my own inner sorcerer’s apprentice, and no one else’s. To whatever extent I apprentice the cause of my thoughts, feelings and experience to externalities, I thereby set myself up to perceive myself as helpless, and to blame my helplessness either on other persons and/or outer circumstances, or else upon some presumed deficiency of my inner sorcerer’s powers. When I choose instead to perceive that my thoughts, feelings, and all other relationships to my experience are caused from within, I re-source my power to deal constructively with whatever circumstances and outcomes I may face, including those over which I have no outer control.

Whenever I am unforgiving, I am in self-denial of the manner in which my own response abilities account for how I think, feel and experience my way through life. The alternative, choosing forgiveness, is available to me only as I take responsible and accountable self-dominion of my experiential course. Unforgiving self-denial assumes that my being’s locus of control is external, that my feelings are generated by my circumstances, and that my options are either to react with force or with helpless resignation. Self-dominion proceeds from my inner locus of control, which is where my feelings actually have their residence, and re-sources my inner powers to respond in ways that honor my whole-sum being as a feeling, thoughtful and inner-active inter-actor. In disrespect of my whole-sum being, my unforgiveness mobilizes outward react abilities. Choosing instead to forgive re-sources my inner response abilities.

A forgiving response is always at hand to the extent that I am willing to develop and employ the inner capacities that empower me to be minimally distracted by persons, circumstances, and conditions that I am unable to outwardly control. I am thereby liberated to take my experience of helplessness into account as I nonetheless find a way to accept and transcend my feelings of impotence by means of my undistracted exercise of whatever powers are, nonetheless, fully within my inner sorcerer’s command so long as I relate to them accordingly.

Experiencing Forgiveness

Experience is not what happens to a man;

it is what a man does with what happens to him.

–Aldous Huxley
The content of my life is not the cause of my experience, for if it were other persons would experience the same circumstances the way that I experience them. Such is clearly not the case, for even though the honking horn was an occasion (not cause) of my distress, it did not disturb my wife. She just “folded it in” as part of her meditative process.

No matter how horrible life’s content may sometimes be, there are persons who choose to forgive it. As a colleague in forgiveness, Emmie Tse, has written:

Many people from around the world have courageously and graciously forgiven others. They have found a place in their hearts to forgive. They have forgiven people in situations which most of us would consider unforgivable. They have forgiven the murderers of their own children and parents. They have forgiven a race of people or individuals that have oppressed them and abused them. They have forgiven fathers and mothers who have neglected and abandoned them. They have forgiven co-workers and friends who have betrayed them. They have forgiven spouses who were unfaithful to them. They have forgiven all manner of persons who have betrayed and/or tormented them, and have forgiven themselves for betraying and tormenting others. 
These people have come to terms with the past, and have given up the pretense that they can change the past.  

These people are our heroes. They have the strength, the courage, the generosity and the grace to forgive. And through their journey of forgiveness, they have transformed the home within their hearts, a home that is warm, secure, loving, gentle and peaceful. 

It is my inner relationship to the content of my experience, rather than my experiential content itself, that causes my particular expression of being alive. Every experience is peculiar to the inner relationship I have with it, because every experience is what happens as interpreted by me. My experience = what is happening + my awareness of what is happening + my interpretive perception of my awareness of what is happening. As Dr. Phil is fond of reminding his clients and audiences, “perception is all.” And as I am fond of reminding whoever may be tuned to my wavelength, interpretation is the mother of all perception. This compound realization is the foundation of all intra- and interpersonal genius.

From the perspective of such genius, forgiveness and unforgiveness are interpretive variations on a theme called “reward-and-punishment” – the interiority complex by which most human beings tend to manage their interrelationships with one another as well as with their planetary household. Though the reward-and-punishment complex exists only within the realm of human consciousness, we blamefully tend to project it respectively on the exploitable “resources” and unconquerable “forces” of nature overall. Yet as secular philosopher Robert Ingersoll observed, “In nature there are neither rewards nor punishments – there are consequences.” And as spiritual philosopher Ernest Holmes accordingly concluded, “There is no sin but a mistake, and no punishment but its consequence. . . . We are not punished for our sins, but by them. Sin is its own punishment and righteousness its own reward.” 

Neither sin nor virtue has a method. Instead, each of them is its method. In just this same way, I am innately my own method; the method via which “The highest reward for one's toil is not what one gets for it but what one becomes by it" (John Ruskin); the method via which I am held individually responsible and accountable for every action, as my consequences bear the accordant fruit of my choices. 

As my choices are sown, so do I reap their corresponding results. Denying that such is life’s forever self-redeeming method is my self-demeaning method of presumably “cashing in” on its fruitfulness instead, which reaps the consequence that my life works ill-suitedly for all concerned. However freely I may make my choices, I am not free of their outcomes, because my freedom of choice methodically binds me to its natural consequences. Even the nature of its binding is correspondent to my choices. For example, choosing to perceive my consequences as rewards leads to additional consequences that differ from those that go with choosing to perceive them as punishments. And so it is that my choices of forgiveness and unforgiveness likewise bind me to their respective consequences. 

My only way out of the reward-and-punishment complex is to cease my inner bondage thereto, and instead to respond to every consequence non-judgmentally as the natural outcome of its corresponding choice, while upholding all concerned in whole-sumly experiencing whatever consequences they have set in motion.

Such is the responsibility/accountability correlate of free will: I have freedom of choice, not of consequence. For instance, the occasional presence of honking horns in places where I prefer them not to be is a consequence of my choice to live in a heavily populated urban environment. I can negotiate their presence via a physical makeover – by busting them, for instance, and thereby initiating further distressful consequences, or more laboriously by moving to a rural area. Alternatively, and with far less expenditure of effort, I can accommodate honking horns via a perceptual makeover: choosing not to be distressed by their unwanted presence. Furthermore, between these two alternatives there sometimes lies another, such as asking the one who is honking his/her horn to cease doing so. I dismissed this alternative in resolving the above scenario because of my poor track record in consequence of endeavoring to persuade people to do things that are contrary to their perceived interest – to say nothing of the similarly unsatisfactory track record of those who endeavor to get me to do what is contrary to my perceived interest.

When my choice of relationship to other persons and outer circumstances is an unforgiving one, I cause myself to experience condemnation, resentment, regret, grievances, grudges, hard feelings, and other sentiments that are detrimental first and foremost to my own wellbeing. Unforgiveness is emotionally cancerous of my feeling nature, and takes a toll on my mental and physical capacities as well, as documented by clinical evidence cited in Appendix 1 of this report (p. xxx).

Alternatively, when my relationship to the world’s impingements on me is forgiving, I cause myself to experience whole-sum being: overall coherence of perspective, innate character, and intention; overall alignment of feeling, thought and purpose; and the overall integral satisfaction of being a beneficial presence.

To tweak the message of L. Frank Baum’s The Wizard of Oz, once I am caught up in the self-fragmenting whirlwind of blame, I’m not in toto any more. This is why, when I am presented with the opportunity to choose between the employment of unforgiving, outwardly controlling force and the exercise of forgiving, inwardly commanding power, I much prefer the consequences of the latter choice. 

The evocation of forgiving inner choicefulness is simple: I learn forgiveness via my unlearning of blamefulness. I thereby cease to be distracted by opportunities to make others appear responsible for how I feel. No longer eclipsed by my blameful unforgiveness, my innately forgiving disposition naturally emerges. Forgiveness is the positive remainder of my being when I subtract my blameful self-negation from the far greater potential of my beneficial presence.

Forgiving My Experience 

We have long been [the] guests of creation.

We owe to our host the courtesy of questioning. 

–George Steiner

With occasional exceptions, my greatest experiences of learning are those in which the obvious becomes obvious. The exceptions – and sometimes even greater moments of learning – are those in which I question the obvious. 

By “questioning” the obvious I do not mean to call it into doubt. I rather mean to subject the obvious to inquiry. Every answer begs a question, and none more so than an answer that seems obvious. Whenever I am told that Someone (or Something) is the answer, I immediately reply, “What was the question?” I do this less to vex those who are religiously, politically or otherwise dogmatically fixated in their answers, than to glimpse whatever understanding their answer provides – or avoids – for them. When it comes to voting on answers, I keep calling for the question, because the only answers that I can mindfully own are those that endure my examination thereof. All unexamined ownership of answers is relatively mindless on my part.

M. Scott Peck, in his guide to a road less raveled with human misery than the one that is so often miss-taken, invites his readers to become more self-empowered by taking to heart his book-long examination of the blatantly obvious answer that serves as its opening paragraph: “Life is difficult.” According to Peck, when I mindfully understand and accept the “great truth” that in the answer that “life is difficult,” my own life ceases to feel that way because “once it is accepted, the fact that life is difficult no longer matters.” Greater than difficulty’s prevalence, Scott argues, is difficulty’s ultimate irrelevance to those who accept its self-transcending gifts. The alternative is to drive Peck’s opening answer home with the proclamation that “life is a bitch and then we die,” in which case I create my life sentence in dismal accordance with that pronouncement.

Life is difficult?

Continuing to preface my own life with that question, even as I accept the “great truth” of its declarative form, serves me far better than resigning myself to my difficulties. It is also more effective than endeavoring to figure out an alternative to such acceptance, for no matter how I otherwise figure out my life to be, I am the one who is correspondingly figured out of it. When it first became apparent to me that I have no desire to be a figurine, I composed the following enchantment (i.e., a song that is sung repeatedly for the purpose of anchoring a thought-form):

I don’t want to figure myself out,

I don’t want to figure myself out,

I don’t want to figure myself out,

‘cause there’s no doubt,

instead of out,

it’s a whole lot more fun to be in.

Acknowledging that things are what they actually are is one of my inner sorcerer’s powers that supports me in the process of facilitating a perceptual makeover. The most effective way for me to change my outlook on life is to begin by mindfully observing my present circumstances just as they are. I otherwise tend to perpetuate my existing circumstances by resisting them. Resistance breeds persistence, a causal relationship that is commonly symbolized in a popular metaphor for whatever I refuse to acknowledge as being so: “an elephant in the middle of the living room.” So long as “the way it is” remains unacknowledged by me, it faithfully persists in continuing to be the way it is, one hundred percent.

Everything comes to pass when it is allowed to do so, just as the Buddha proclaimed: “All composite things must decompose, disappear.” Nothing is more allowing of such decomposition than a mindful understanding and acceptance that every arrangement comes eventually to go. My life is forever re-composing itself thus, and until I mindfully observe my life as the moment-to-moment expression of my passing form I tend to endlessly replay earlier experiences in frozen conformation to the perceptual snapshots that I then took of them. This instant-after-instant-after-instant replay blinds me to the near and how of what’s happening in the living room of my here and now. 

Such blinding replay was evidenced, for instance, by a teacher who complained about being passed over in consideration for a merit pay increase, citing as his defense, “You’re overlooking my 20 years of experience.” To which his principal replied, “No, in your case we have overlooked the fact that you’ve had one year of experience repeated 20 times.”

Life is for its giving thereof, and the well-forgiven lifetime is symbolized in Paul Stookey’s lyrics to “The House Song”:

This house goes on sale ev'ry Wednesday morning
And taken off the market in the afternoon.
You can buy a piece of it if you want to
It's been good to me if it's been good for you.
Take the grand look now the fire is burning
Is that your reflection on the wall?
I can show you this room and some others
If you came to see the house at all. 

Careful up the stairs, a few are missing
I haven't had the time to make repairs.
First step is the hardest one to master
Last one I'm not really sure is there. 

This room here once had childish laughter
And I come back to hear it now and again.
I can't say that I'm certain what you're after
But in this room, a part of you will remain. 

Second floor, the lady sleeps in waiting
Past the lantern, tiptoe in its glance.
In the room the soft brown arms of shadow
This room the hardest one to pass. 

How much will you pay to live in the attic?
The shavings off your mind are the only rent.
I left some would there if you thought you couldn't
Or if the shouldn't that you've bought has been spent. 

This house goes on sale ev'ry Wednesday morning

And taken off the market in the afternoon.

You can buy a piece of it if you want to

It's been good for me if it's been good for you.

The first time I heard “The House Song,” I was at that very moment busily refurbishing the front door to my own house as part of a basement-to-attic home-makeovering project. I paused to tearfully savor a deep and nameless quickening that the song stirred in the very core of me – in the household of my inner being, as it were. Only many years later was I able to discern the quality of what I then so silently self-realized within: the forbearing nature of forgiving personhood.

I have since realized that as a forgiving person, even though I cannot would another’s good amidst the uncertainties and ambiguities of whatever passing form any person’s goodness could/should take, it does me good to accept that whatever serves the whole-sum being of anyone is good for the whole-sum being of everyone.

Perspectives of Whole-Sum Being

Each of us is a walking universe. Our inner space spans huge differences, with unreachable horizons in all directions. We contain black holes of lost memory and white holes of erupting joy. A mysterious center of gravity keeps all our mental processes in delicate balance. To change this vast, intricate, ever-evolving system, you must know how to overturn worlds. The only person who can do this is the god who presides over this inner cosmos, and when I presume to break into a patient's mind, it is to implant the idea that he is that god. By thinking, feeling and acting, he is altering the universe that is himself. If a person can gain that insight, even in a brief glimpse, anything in his life can change.  -Deepak Chopra, Unconditional Life
Wholeness is a quality that exceeds the ability of any semantic or mathematical construct to exhaustively define or describe it. Words, numbers, formulas, and other symbols, whether individually or collectively, only approximate and never arrive at an all-inclusive statement of what omni-inclusive wholeness ultimately is. Nonetheless, perspectives of wholeness are more inclusive than mere perspectives on wholeness, because the latter are peculiar to local subsets of the whole, i.e., of wholeness as seen by a part thereof. Wholeness is more than all that appears, because it represents the even-more-ness that exceeds all of what appears. Wholeness is all that appears to be, and then some, both as evidenced in quantum strictures and as witnessed in inspired scriptures, e.g., “Things which are seen are not made of things which do appear.” (Hebrews 11:3)  
And so it likewise is with whole-sum being. Perspectives of wholeness seamlessly blend the beholding process with what is thereby beheld. They perceive what is universally integral to all things even while beholding all parts that are thereby integrated, including the very parts that are doing the beholding. While whole-sum perspectives are unitary, all others are fragmentary. Though beholding from wholeness is all-inclusive, looking at wholeness is necessarily from a less comprehensive perspective. Even so-called “holistic” perspectives are those of lesser assemblages that are part of a greater whole. Insofar as every such assemblage is born of some greater whole, that child is wise indeed (as Shakespeare noted) who knows the implications of its parentage.

Wholeness as perceived is always less inclusive than is wholeness’s own perceptivity. Accordingly, the term “whole-sum being” is less definable than the “goal-and-role-sum me-ing” with which I sometimes contrast it, i.e., the equation of my identity with the sum of whatever I have plus whatever I do. While the nature of goals and roles is well understood by mindsets conditioned to perceive things only as parts of other things, the nature of wholeness is such that it cannot be understood as a part of anything else, no matter how well the “understanding” part may have its perceptual act together.

Wholeness is integral to all things, yet impartial to every thing. Accordingly, while goal-and-role-sum me-ing tends toward self-fragmentation, whole-sum being is an impartial mode of self-expression that transcends all fragmentary distinction. Some define whole-sum being as “being all you can be,” yet the integrity of this or any other definition is easily co-opted. For instance, those very words have been uniformly goal-and-role-summed-up by the U.S. Army on behalf of its self-fragmenting and far from impartial purpose of standardizing its members’ thoughts, feelings and being. 

The so-called “building” of a person’s character by conforming it to a one-fits-all standard of character is far from being the whole-sum process that facilitates emergence of the character that is innately unique to each individual. Whole-sum being emerges from the composure of inner guidance that is inimitable by others. Goal-and-role-sum me-ing converges from exposure to outer stridence that is imitative of others.

Though I may hypothesize that there is such a thing as the whole-sum perspective, which exists independently of human perceptivity, my own whole-sum perspective – assuming that I even have one – is the only one I can ever know and articulate. Nothing that is stated in this report, therefore, is the word on its subject. No matter how whole-sum being is defined, described, explained, formulated, simulated, synthesized, or symbolized, the resulting representation is always and only an approximation. I thus behold even my own beholding as a way to perceive, rather than the way to perceive.
Definitions are to whole-sum being what fingers are to the objects at which they point. I am therefore content to point to whole-sum being with words I have already employed to characterize its mode: overall coherence of perspective, innate character, and intention; overall alignment of feeling, thought and purpose; and the overall integral satisfaction of being a beneficial presence. Though more can be said in definition of whole-sum being, never can all be said. I accordingly share the following perspectives of whole-sum being as approximate rather than final. In the final analysis of wholeness, there is no final analysis, for wholeness is forever in the realm of the more I know than I am able to say. 

A Prefatory Perspective: On Being a Forgiving Person

Forgiveness is not an occasional act; it is a permanent attitude.
-Martin Luther King, Jr.
Each occasion of forgiveness requires a change in the way that I perceive what is forgiven, and the required shift of my perception from an unforgiving perspective to a forgiving one tends to be a challenge. In the meantime, people and incidents that I experience unforgivingly tend to show up more rapidly than do my instances of forgiving them, so that I accumulate a growing backlog in my forgiveness caseload.

I have, therefore, adopted an alternative to thus piece-mealing my forgivingness: a perceptual makeover that empowers me to grant harmless passage in my mind to all that occupies it, and especially to all of its preoccupations. I enroll myself in this perceptual makeover by persistent commitment to the consistent remission of all my grievances, thereby putting forgiveness first. Rather than be an unforgiving person who makes case-by-case exceptions as my caseload piles up, I instead can be a generically forgiving person whose caseload is always reasonably current.

This is not so-called “batch processing,” because each call for my forgiveness presents itself as an individual claim on my intention to relent. Forgiving personhood therefore requires me to be singularly responsive in timely, specific forgiveness of each blameful sentiment that arises in my thoughts and feelings.

As an unforgiving person, I tend to make forgiving exceptions only for what I perceive as forgettable offenses. Only as a forgiving person, who generically puts forgiveness first, am I likely to forgive what I experience as unforgettable.

As an unforgiving person I am inclined to relent from blaming others only until it hurts me to do so. As a forgiving person, I continue to relent until such hurting stops. 

An unforgiving person becomes a forgiving one only via a committed heart-felt intention to do so. This report, accordingly, testifies to the sometimes seemingly slow yet steadying course of my committed heartfelt intention to be a person who puts forgiveness first. 

Germane to anyone’s intention to cultivate forgiving personhood, is a story told about St. Francis of Assisi. During his pre-saintly incarnation as a not-yet Franciscan monk, he was observed hoeing in his monastery’s garden by a neighboring disbeliever who baited Francis with a presumably disconcerting question: “Hey, monk, what would you do if you knew the world was coming to an end at midnight?”

“I would finish hoeing my garden,” Francis replied.

The fruits of whole-sum being require life-long cultivation, whatever actual or prospective challenges may beset me, for such eternally perennial fruits do not admit to finality of harvest. Germane to this evidential and existential to-be-continued story, is another incident from my own life.

I have been told by more than one psychic whose intuitive track record commands my respect that I am a so-called “old soul.” Fortunately, the first one to tell me this was wisely moved to couch his potentially ego-inflating diagnosis in a powerfully ego-deflating prognosis: “And you know what an old soul is, don’t you?”

As I sought to formulate a satisfactory response to his query he said, “And so it is – an old soul is a slow learner!”

Whatever may be the debatable longevity of my soul, I am clear that its fruits eternally require my cultivation. I am likewise clear that I am best served in such cultivation by honoring the Latin motto, festina lente, which means to “make haste slowly.” For in contrast to my ego’s urgent longing for quick hothouse fruitions, my soul is a simmering slow yearner.

An Evidential Perspective: Honoring My Interiority

A human being is a single being – unique and unrepeatable.
–Pope John Paul II

If you bring out what is within you, what you bring out will save you; if you do not bring out what is within you, what you do not bring out will destroy you. –The Gospel of Thomas 

Only by the fruits of my whole-sum being may I know wholly who I am. This is as true from a cosmic perspective – 

Like the [planet’s] meridians as they approach the poles, science, philosophy and religion are bound to converge as they draw nearer to the whole....  The time has come to realize that an interpretation of the universe – even a positivist one – remains unsatisfying unless it covers the interior as well as the exterior of things; mind as well as matter. The true physics is that which will, one day, achieve the inclusion of man in his wholeness in a coherent picture of the world. –Teilhard de Chardin
– as it is likewise true from an individual perspective:

There is a vitality, a life-force, an energy, a quickening that is translated through you...and because there is only one of you in all time, this expression is unique. And if you block it, it will never exist through any other medium, and will be lost.  It is not your business to determine how good it is, nor how valuable, nor how it compares with other expressions.  It is your business to keep it yours clearly and directly, to keep the channel open. You do not even have to believe in yourself or your work. You have to keep open and aware directly to the urges that activate you.

KEEP THE CHANNEL OPEN! –Martha Graham 
I am the ultimate inner sorcerer and thus author of my own interiority, and as such I am also the ultimate authority on my experience. The prefix “ex-“ means “from” and whatever my “perience” may be exists within, because my existence is the issuance of my is-ance. Therefore, as expressed (pressed out from within), actualized whole-sum being proceeds from a unitary inner outlook and perceives its own existence accordingly. No one else is authorized to fully be and do what my unitary whole-sum being ordains me to fully be and do.

The foundation of forgiving personhood is the realization that no one else can do my best, nor can I do anyone else’s best, because none of us is ordained – and thereby authorized – to be someone other than who s/he is. Hence Judy Garland’s prescription: “Always be a first-rate version of yourself instead of a second-rate version of somebody else.” 

All imitation is, at best, second rate, which is why I suspect that each of us is ordained to be in command of his/her own experience only, and of no one else’s. When whatever I would that others be fails to override the limits of their perceived coulds and shouldn’ts, their shortfall of my expectations is a function of whether they, not I, in accordance with Bob Dylan’s metaphor, are busier being born or busy dying in accordance with whatever inner ordination they are, or are not, endeavoring to bring out. Just as it is no one else’s business to be busy with the bottom line of my being who I am, as if it were in their safekeeping, so it is not for me to conduct others’ busyness as though I were the safe-keeper of their being who they are. 

An Existential Perspective: Transcending My Perversity

Forgiveness is the release of all hope for a better past.

-A saying on its way to being a cliché
How I know I have forgiven someone is that he or she has harmless passage in my mind.

-Karyl Huntley
My way to forgiveness is difficult until forgiveness is my way. What’s more, my only way to forgiveness is the way of self-forgiveness. Since nothing can be forgiven for or of me that is not first forgiven by and through me, there is ultimately only one species of forgiveness: self-forgiveness.  
The release of my hope for a better past takes place in no one else’s mind. Nor can anyone else have safer passage in my mind than that which I grant myself. The faith I keep with others is identical to the faith I keep with myself:

I have a true companion whose company I will never be without.

This companion, not quite sure of its relationship to me,

wavers back and forth between acceptance and rejection.

Sometimes my companion is a friend, sometimes an adversary.

Sometimes my companion treats me lovingly, sometimes hurtfully.

And sometimes my companion treats me with indifference.

Why do I consider this companion to be true?

Who do I treasure such fickle company?

Because there is one way that my companion never ceases to be faithful:

everywhere I go, here I am. 

Whatever I unforgivingly perceive to be “out there,” the unforgiveness is always and only in here. Therefore:

I need not seek to know for whom my unforgiveness tolls. It takes its toll on me.

The only mind that is harmless to all concerned is a mind in which the one who is minding serves as his or her own best friend. In accordance with this primordial and universal first-person relationship of self and inner sorcerer, cultivating a harmless mind is the biggest difference I can make that in turn can make a difference in the world. Forgiveness of myself makes the biggest difference in whatever ability I may have to cultivate others’ self-recognition, by its weeding of the garden of my own consciousness.

My mind is harmless when I take blame-free responsibility and accountability for all consequences of my own feelings, thoughts, and actions. Any ignorance or negligence of my consequences discounts an integral factor of my overall being, having, and doing. Accordingly, no one is assured of safe passage in my mind until all concerned are beheld by me as responsible and accountable owners of their individual feelings, thoughts, and deeds, and are upheld by me accordingly. 

It has been my consistent experience that responsibility and accountability are the bedrock of all that works for me, while blame is the quicksand of all that is not workable. I note, accordingly, that the concept of blame is absent from all dictionary definitions of “responsibility” and “accountability,” because whenever I resort to blamefulness I disclaim and thereby diminish my own response ability and account ability. Upholding all concerned in encountering their consequences is integral to any thorough realization of forgiveness.

Blameless living is the ultimate foundation of my civility, in the absence of which I have little else with which to effectively uphold the civilizing process. The prerequisite of blameless living on my part is a thorough-going perceptual makeover of my forfeiture of responsibility and accountability to my own self-dominion.  When it comes to so-called “extreme” makeovers, perceptual makeovers are the most extreme, because changing my perceptual relationship to any one or thing changes my overall relationship to everyone and everything. 

According to a well-known scorekeeper of perceptual makeovers, the thoroughness of makeovering that gestates forgiving personhood is the product of seventy times seven. (Matthew 18:22)

A Perceptual Perspective: Accommodating Diversity

The way I see things is the way I have and do them.

-All of us, all of the time
Perception is the process by which my sensory inputs are translated into my experience, and most of my perceptions have long since been translated the very same way for the seventy-times-seventh time – a long-ago experience repeated in umpty-umpteenth recursion. I cannot choose to be perception-free, because perceptivity is the “hard-wired” function of my consciousness that empowers me to behold.  I can, however, determine what I choose to behold, how I choose to behold it, and to what I extent I allow what I behold to shape its beholder. 

Each of my perceptions is a translation of sensory input that corresponds to how I have chosen to perceive what I behold. Once I have chosen how to translate a particular sensory input into what then becomes my experience, I tend thereafter to identically translate all apparently similar inputs into the same familiar outcomes. As a consequence of this habitual consistency, it is the way I perceive, not what I perceive, that determines my experience of what I have, of what I do, and of how I have and do it – my experience, in other words, of goal-and-role-sum me-ing.

There are presently more than six and a half billion human perceptual translations taking place on planet Earth, no two of which are identical. By the year 2050 this number is expected to total 10 billion experiential scenarios, in which there still will be no two or more alike. Since there are always as many different experiential translations as there are translators, presuming to make any single translation the version that is binding on other translators does ultimate violence to the integrity of the inner sorcerer of everyone concerned. Yet I perpetrate just such violence whenever I am unforgiving of others for not translating their experience to accord with my rendition. I likewise do violence to myself whenever I am unforgiving of my own translation.

If human civilization is to endure the presence of so many individual renditions of what’s so, our violent tendency to unforgive the world to pieces must be balanced by a mutual willingness to forgive the world together by accommodating our disagreements with civility. In the meantime, whenever two persons take their differences of rendition literally, they adversarially court mutual warfare in a one-on-one battlefield. 

There is an alternative to the endemic adversariality that is inherent in taking our experiential translations literally: humane agreement to disagree. The highest form of forgiveness is the agreement to disagree when the absence of such agreement is doing violence to all concerned. Humane agreement to disagree, that is then humanely honored by all concerned, is the evolutionary step that follows upon our species’ transit thus far from uncivil to semi-civil forms of disputation. 

We are now rapidly globalizing the dissonance of our disparate perceptual translations. In doing so, we are exceeding our ability to manage human affairs organizationally. Our only effective option for accommodating our individual dissonances is to self-manage them perceptually. Perceptual self-management of civility, not organizational imposition thereof, is the prerequisite of all sincere co-operation. Mere “getting along” falls far short of what it takes to operate co-effectively. True co-operation within the human species, and between humankind and all of lifekind’s other species, awaits an extreme makeover of the ecology of our perceptions.

An Ecological Perspective: Healing Adversity

Every failure brings with it the seed of an equivalent success.

Every adversity carries with it the seeds of a greater benefit.

–Napoleon Hill

It is widely known throughout the world's indigenous cultures that within the vicinity of every poisonous plant there is another nearby plant or other creature that produces the poison's antidote.  Thus does nature facilitate the healing of adversity by its profusion of diversity.

The ecology of diversity in human affairs is well understood by those who are spiritually awakened. For instance, when a fifteen-year-old girl asked the Dalai Lama who was his most powerful teacher, he replied with a grin, "My answer may surprise you. Although I have had many brilliant and inspiring influences in my life, I have to say that my very strongest teacher, without a doubt, was Chairman Mao. Because of our opposing views on the future of Tibet, many hardships have been experienced over a period of many years. If it wasn't for Mao, I would not have had the opportunity to truly learn about tolerance and forgiveness." 

The Dalai Lama’s testimony supports the general principle that my adversaries can be my greatest teachers when I choose to perceive them as such. Paradoxically – and ecologically – it is differences that make co-operative relationships possible. It is our attitude toward our differences that fuels our refusal to co-operate, not our differences themselves. It is therefore far less our collective individual differences that wreak the havoc presently plaguing the human condition, which reflects instead our collective individual dissonances of perspective. 

The consequence of my own individual dissonance is that any terrorism I behold as being beyond me is the perceptual off-spring of terrorism that I uphold within me. Only as I disharm myself from my inner terrorists do I succeed in disarming my outer ones. This, I sense, is what the sage Sun Tzu meant by his assertion in The Art of War that “To win one hundred victories in battle is not the summit of skill. To subdue the enemy without fighting him is the summit of skill.”

There is no greater exercise of “powers” than of those abilities that authorize my non-combative inner self-dominion.
Co-operative accommodation of the perceptual and conceptual discord that presently tends to rend my world to pieces cannot be realized via unforgiving inclinations to control, eliminate or otherwise diminish persons with whom I strongly disagree. I effectively resolve my discordance with other persons only as I genuinely resolve my own discord within. It therefore ever behooves me to diminish others not, lest I be the first thereby diminished, for the way I perceive the “other” governs the way I present myself. When I make the “other” my enemy, I thereby become my own enemy first and most of all. This is the primal law of perceptual ecology: whatever I make of others, I have first made of myself.
My experience of my own experiencing has shown me that all of my inner dissonance is occasioned by my blameful unforgiveness of self and others. I have also learned that my only effective recourse to a forgiving remedy – the summit of all my skills – is a perceptual makeover that resolves my inner discord. 

Only as a critical mass of individuals worldwide succeeds in accomplishing a perceptual makeover of their unforgiving tendencies, can a workable global accommodation of humankind’s discordant perspectives prevail. It is on behalf of my own workable accommodation of lifekind’s diversity overall that my perspectives on perceptivity and my perceptions of perspectivity are examined in this report.

A Semantic Perspective: Minding My Words

Experience cannot precede the state of consciousness that gives rise to the experience itself.  The son does not father his father. –from The Gospel of Yet-to-Be Common Sense
 [I]t is the experience of the object, and only the experience of the object, that decides.

​–Alain, The Gods
The only world I shall ever know is the world as I experience it, the world that I myself interpretively construct within the unique dominion of my psyche-space, in accordance with my experiential translations. How and with what I furnish my psyche-space, both perceptually and conceptually, correspondingly furnishes my experience of the world.

The world as I experience it is the only world I know, and I know it only in accordance with the shape that is given to it by my psyche. No matter what input befalls my psyche-space, I see only the shape of its output. Thus, for instance, when I furnish my psyche-space with blame I experience the world as wrongful. Prerequisite, therefore, to my setting things aright in the world as I experience it, is my setting things aright in my own mind. I do this by making over my perceptivity. 

As the general contractor of my psyche-space’s interpretive construction, I am the overseer of its reconstruction as well, and such re-righting is the only righteousness that I am empowered to exercise. It is by resetting wrongfulness aright within my own psyche-space that I likewise experience the world being aright accordingly. 

My reset button for making things aright is self-forgiveness. To cite a Latin prescription for setting all things straight, “the end depends on the beginning” (finis origine pendant). Accordingly, in the end my self-forgiveness begins with blameless perceptivity.

Forgiveness, first of myself and correspondingly of others, is the perceptual fall-out from my endeavors to develop a blameless psyche-space that nonetheless holds both myself and others responsible and accountable for our consequences. Only as I cultivate the psyche-space of responsible and accountable blamelessness do I free myself from the condemnation of my own unforgiving sentiments, whether they are aimed at other people, circumstances or myself. To uphold anything less than the exercise of full responsibility and accountability for their consequences by all concerned, is to invite further consequences that will beg for someone’s forgiveness.

In the process of resetting my mind from blamefully unforgiving perceptivity to blamelessly forgiving perceptivity, I re-choose my words accordingly. In so doing I furnish my conceptivity with fresh language that accords my psyche-space’s new territorial imperative, as evidenced in my frequent deviations from conventional semantic constructs.

Language does, after all, follow rather than precede the experience to which it points. New experience and perspective that does not beget new language is reduced to former experience via habitual semantic conventions. Hence my inability to experience anything whose existence is an answer to a question I have never asked. There can be no benefit for me in what I have not yet learned, and there can be no further learning for me in what I do not continue to thoughtfully re-examine. 

Hence also my consistent experience of getting results from thoughtful action, rather than from mere thought alone. “We have to understand that the world can only be grasped by action, not by contemplation,” wrote Jacob Bronowski, who continued: “The hand is more important than the eye. The hand is the cutting edge of the mind.” The sharpness of this cutting edge is in part determined by the handiness of my language, i.e., of the effectiveness of the thought that directs my hand.

As W.H. Auden described the ecology of thought and consequences:

Those who will not reason

Perish in the act:

Those who will not act

Perish for that reason. 

G. K. Chesterton similarly asserted, “I do not believe in a fate that falls on men however they act; but I do believe in a fate that falls on men unless they act.” 

Those who do not flourish in acting anew are thereby likely to perish in their re-acting of the old. And nowhere is re-acting of the old more apparent than in the umpteenth same old use of same old words.

Language formation is the art of afterthought, of the new thinking that springs to mind in the wake of fresh experience and re-examined former experience. The antics of new and renewed experience elicit corresponding semantic antics on behalf of their conveyance. Accordingly, I herein grant ample leeway to that call. Readers who are initially piqued by my unconventional word-play are urged to remedy their distress by taking a closer peek. Only in so doing may they come to realize that my semantic permutations bare, repeating. My word-play is mindfully designed to bear the brunt of the self-forgiving fall-out from the blameless perceptual makeover of my psyche-space. It will be especially borne to those who choose to be in mindful regard of their own perceptual process rather than be in mere habitual beholdment of their perception’s content.

Just as the recombinant activity of biological DNA evolves new life forms, so does the recombinant activity of the semiotic sound-bites (so-called “phonemes”) of meaningful communication evolve new forms of thought. At the foundation of all word-play is phoneme-play, as illustrated in George Bernard Shaw’s playful exercises of recombinant phonemic mayhem. He illustrated our existing sound-bite mayhem by contriving the fanciful sentence, “A rough cough ploughs me through,” to be repeated four times while successively pronouncing all “ough’s” as “uff,” “off,” “ow,” and “oo” as in “too”). Shaw furthered his demonstration of phonemic recombinance by spelling ”fish” anomalously as “ghoti,” phonetically borrowing the “gh” from “laugh,” the “o” from “women,” and the “ti” from “nation.” 

The semantic bottom line of my own recombinant word-play is that what some readers may initially be inclined to perceive as courting literary malignment of the messenger is rather an invitation to be open to fresh learning, via freshly-tapped semantic potentials to convey newness of experience and perspective. Therefore, readers of this report are encouraged to be resilient, for example, to my affinity for the words “accordingly,” “accordance,” and “discordance,” with which I always connote as well – sometimes literally – “a-chording-ly,” “a chord dance,” and “discord dance.” Readers will also observe my preference for alternate spellings such as “ongrowing,” “co-operation,” “dis-ease” and “miss-takes”; my use of the word “ennoblement” where others would use “enablement”; my neologism, “lifekind,” which represents what is ultimately served by Earth’s ecological all-win balancing act; and my definition of “whole-sum” individuality as “self-dominion,” whose ever-potential nemesis is “goal-and-role-sum me-ing.”

An “-ism” Free Perspective: The Virtues of Illiter(al)cy

Reality is just a collective hunch.

-The Search for Intelligent Life in the Universe
I do not wish my semantic unorthodoxies to be perceived miss-takenly as a covert peddling of new orthodoxies in exchange for older ones, especially during our present U.S. vs. Arabian nighthood of the soul. Accordingly, I present this report as an “-ism” free zone. I do this because with every –ism (be it communism, socialism, capitalism, libertarianism, consumerism, theism, churchism, scientism, individualism, machoism, feminism, environmentalism, globalism, militarism, chauvinism, New Age-ism, feel-good-ism, rheumatism, or any other endemic and/or formulaic brand of –ismatism), once the -ism has been institutionalized within the body’s politic, it tends to be schismatically subversive both of every individuals’ self-dominion as well as of self-dominion’s collective form, democracy. 

Institutionalism – which is the ultimate -ismization of any formality – is the inverse form of self-dominion’s aversion to all compulsive fixation. In other words, every –ism is a variation of a theme called “dogmatism.” Notably, therefore, both self-dominion and democracy are patently non-schismatic, and therefore non-ismatic. Neither the composition of my own destiny, nor the joint composition of our collective destiny, is compatible with any genre of rigid formalism, by whatever name its -ismatism is pre-fixed and dogmatized. This is why, ultimately, every dogma is run over by its karma.

Readers of this report are invited to honor its –ism free zoning code in two ways. One is to keep in mind that since I am herein writing from my experience as my way of being about it, every assertion by me is to be read as if it were prefaced with the phrase, “In my experience, . . .” Only by keeping this intended relativity in mind are readers likely to behold what I have to say from the relativity rather than resistance of their own presently preferred linguistic framing of their experience.

Another way to honor this report’s “-ism”-free zoning code is to behold all of my assertions as statements of what tends at present to be so as my own(ed) experience, not of what is absolutely and forever so for all concerned. All perception is provisional, as is all perceptual management and perceptual makeover, be it analytic, holistic or unitary. How could it be otherwise when all those who have the power to perceive are themselves provisional?

All perceptions have their season, just as do all perceivers. Accordingly, with nothing that I say or cite in this report am I in total agreement, for every such final solution tends to be self-holocaustic.

A Lovely-ing Perspective: Don’t Just Do Something, Stand There

The current of love knows its own way home.

-Mary Manning Morrissey

Is it true that my wife is the most loving person I have ever known? Or, rather, is this only the projection of one who loves her as he has never so whole-heartedly loved another? Or is it the case that both of these are so?  Concerning paradoxical probings such as these, there is only one thing certain: having answers to such questions tends to put an end to what is thereby being questioned.

Our Age of Ambiguity

was heralded by the discovery

that the motion of atomic particles

cannot be fully comprehended:

we cannot determine their velocity

without altering their course of travel;

nor can we determine their trajectory

without altering their speed.

The metaphysics of consciousness

is no more certain than the physics of quantum leaps.

Should I, for instance, attempt to determine love's velocity

(how much do you love me?)

then loving's flow will tend elsewhere to go.

Or should I attempt instead to plot love's course

(will you always love me?)

I shall only tend to take my sails out of its wind.

The ultimate science of perception, 

whether it be of motion or emotion,

is the art of being with what is, as what is.

It took two broken marriages, and numerous relationships that crumbled far short of marriage, for me to third-time-charm myself in my present marriage of five years, which is informed by my belated understanding of the transience born of perceptual intransigence: love that has a reason has a season. While the summer of every reason is followed by a fall, if not also by a winter of discontent, true love remains forever upright:

How to stand in love is scarcely understood;

few people even think to ask the question.

Whether I fall in love or stand,

love's ingredients are the same;

the difference depends upon their preparation.

If I would stand in love, I must prepare love thus:

replace the pressure-cooker of potential future-binding vows

with commitments that lend themselves to stirring;

for heat of sizzling passion

substitute the simmering of emotions

to see which ones evaporate;

serve the one I love

generous helpings of the remainder.

Above all, I am leisurely in my loving,

for just like water, my love falls

whenever it is inclined to be hasty.
The only love that has permanent standing is love that I experience as unreasoned, unreasoning and unreasonable. Such love cannot be transferred to another, and attempting to thus ‘give’ my love is but one of the many ways that I may ‘fall’ in love. To remain standing in love with anyone is to perpetually embrace the ineffable integrity that binds us in love’s caught-up-within-it-ness. Accordingly, the pursuit of definitive answers to questions concerning love and all other whole-sum paradoxes, is like dismantling a drum to find the source of its sound, or dissecting a bird’s throat to find the source of its song, or freeze-drying a butterfly’s trajectory to find the source of its navigation.

A Categorical Perspective: Taking Another Look

The beginning of a habit is like an invisible thread, but every time we repeat the act we strengthen the strand, add to it another filament, until it becomes a great cable and binds us irrevocably, thought and act. -Orison Swett Marden

If there were two forces in the universe,

“force of habit” would be the second strongest.

–Robin Goodfellow
Perceptual habit-formation is variously known as “hardening of the categories” and “the paralysis of analysis.” The antidote to such rigidity is the re-cognition that was once prescribed by Ivan Pavlov, who is most noted for the famous experiments that have just rung a bell account for those readers who have just now thought of slobbering dogs. A major implication of Pavlov’s contribution to our understanding of perceptual molding was his demonstration that one’s perceptivity, whether dogged or humane, is categorically conditioned by one’s environment. He proved this beyond all reasonable doubt by systematically reducing his dogs’ environment to the single stimulus of a ringing bell.

According to a possibly apocryphal story of Pavlov’s genius, he also experimented with a wide variety of drugs (scientifically not recreationally), which made him a forerunner of psychopharmacology as well as of behavioral psychology. After administering a drug, he would sit with pen and paper at hand, to record any alterations of mental, emotional and bodily experience that the drug induced. On one occasion he lost consciousness almost immediately upon taking a drug. When he awoke, assuming that his only response to the drug had been narcosis, he was surprised to discover the memorandum he had written while unconscious: “Think in other categories.”

Whether this particular anecdote is true or not, his well-known experiments with behavioral conditioning were themselves a profound demonstration of thinking in other categories – of taking another look at things that differs from former perspectives. Taking another look that portends the re-categorization of one’s mindset is the operational strategy of perceptual makeover. Releasing the distractive influence of one’s existing mindset is the corresponding tactical maneuver.

Good-humored peeking (and sometimes piquing) beyond the obvious was the objective of TV comedian Ernie Kovacs’ question-and-answer shtick called “Take Another Look.” For example, when a woman in Kovacs’ studio audience asked him, “Why is it that people on the other side of the Earth don’t fall off?” his instant response was, “Ma’am, people are falling off every day.”

I once shared Kovacs’ insight with several colleagues as we were driving to a conference. No sooner had I said “people are falling off every day” then we saw in the sky ahead of us the opening burst of a skydiver’s parachute. “Look!” a colleague exclaimed. “One of them is coming back!”

Taking another look, and thinking in other categories that facilitate self-forgiveness, are the parachute that allows me to come back to myself uprightly and unbroken at the end of a blameful fall.

A First-Personal Perspective: Viewing from My Experience

We are all the same person trying to shake hands with ourself.

–Hugh Romney (a.k.a. “Wavy Gravy”)

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
Blame is my psyche’s way of running away from itself, as if the cause of its blamefulness were external to itself. Yet because my blamefulness only and always takes place in the first person of my own being, and can never reside in the first person of anyone else’s being, I choose to address the subject of self-forgiveness from my own first-personhood’s experience. To do otherwise would presume that I can speak from others’ experience, which I cannot do since I have lived in no one else’s psyche-space. Presuming to represent others’ experience tends mostly to increase the inventory of things for which their forgiveness of me is subsequently at issue.

Insofar as this report may be relevant to others, it is only so for those whose own experience of first-personhood resonates with what I share of mine – and only they can know whether and when such resonance exists. To maximize the possibility of their detection of such resonance, I refrain from “telling my story” in these pages in favor of describing the first-personal emergence of my self-forgiving psyche-space.

My most profound external source-erers – those others who reveal to me something about myself – disclose themselves from their experience by telling the story that is their life, not merely stories about their life. The way they feel and learn from the context of their experience is far more relevant to them than is mere narrative commentary on the content of their memory. They present their experience in a way that authentically portrays their inward being in terms of first-person from-self disclosure, rather than merely recite a cover story for a self that remains largely undisclosed. In the light of their example, I feel that only via my own from-self disclosure is anything that I may have to offer others likely to be perceived by them. 

I initially resorted to from-self disclosure – relating from my experience – for the sake of avoiding arguments. By disclosing myself directly from my experience, rather than from the story of my experience (i.e., I said/did, then he/she/they said/did, then I said/did . . . and on and on and on, anon), I minimize the tendency of others to take issue with me. Hardly ever does someone insist that my experience is not what I say it is, as if anyone’s experience in and of itself can be “wrong” rather than only wrongfully perceived and interpreted. From-self disclosure invites others to a joint exploration of contrasting experience, rather than to take gross exception to my own. It invites mutual self-inquiry, rather than adversarial reactivity and litigious cross-exacerbation.

Nonetheless, to the extent that self-disclosure and self-knowledge tends to make other persons uncomfortable, this report presents a clear and present danger. It is likely to threaten those who seek to feel better about themselves without encountering and resolving whatever keeps them from doing so. For instance, someone once left a workshop I was conducting with the comment, “I am looking for an easy-going, gentle path of transformation, and this isn’t it.” I urged her to be sure to let me know if she ever succeeded in finding such a path, so that I might be the second person in history to know of its existence. “What do you mean by that?” she asked. My response: “I mean that until you know what I mean, you will continue to search fruitlessly.”

To this day, I am yet to know of a frictionless path to self-illumination and self-dominion.  

Though I peer herein almost entirely from the first-personhood of my own experience, rather than at what others have done and do, readers’ experience that is mirrored here may be recognized by the “I” of their beholder that recognizes its “we”-fulness. Such recognition may at times seem perilous. Though I take exception to Jean-Paul Sartre’s assessment that “Hell is other people,” seeing myself in other people’s experiences can at times be hellacious. Yet so, at other times, can it be heavenly. 

The potential of my from-self disclosure to spark a hellacious experience in someone else was first evidenced to me during a dialog with students in a university philosophy class. Their professor had invited me to share with his class what he discerned to be my “unusual” philosophy of life, which had intrigued him as he participated in my dialogic presentation earlier that day (in October, 1976) on the dynamics of environmental consciousness.  He sat near the back of his lecture room as I conversed with his students, to survey (I presumed) their response to my from-self disclosure. As my exchange with them proceeded, he became increasingly uneasy. I suspected that his students’ rapt attention to me on his own turf was igniting an ego flare. Though I was correct in discerning his dis-ease, I was in error about its impetus.

He suddenly blurted out, “You are the most dangerous man I’ve ever known.”

I was startled by his accusation, yet too intrigued to be defensive (the commonest precursor of unforgiveness). Since accusations are most readily disarmed in the face of a pertinent leading question, I asked the obvious one: “In what way am I dangerous?”

His response was a long confession, which I relate from memory in condensed form:

You have rendered me both vulnerable and defenseless. As I listen to your account of how you think and feel your way through your life rather than what you’ve done with it, speaking always in the first person and present tense, I am becoming painfully aware of some things about myself that until now I have managed to avoid clearly recognizing. What’s worse, you have not provided me with the usual distractions that enable such avoidance.  You make no generalizations about others that I can react to. None of your points is framed in terms of ‘you’ or ‘we’ or ‘they,’ thus falsely presuming others’ experience to be identical with yours.  Nor do you open yourself to argument by objectifying your experience as an ‘it’ that you presume the rest of us to have in common. I can’t deny that your own experience is what you say it is, short of accusing you of lying to yourself, for which I have no evidence.

By presenting yourself so transparently, you have rendered me naked to myself as well.

Like Br’er Rabbit (though innocently) I had foxed the professor into a sticky thicket. Accordingly, I stuck to my thorny questioning: “So are you saying that I’m dangerous like Socrates was dangerous?”

“Far worse than that!” the professor exclaimed. “Socrates led his students to realizations that endangered established authority. You lead us to our own self-realization, which makes you dangerous to everyone.”

When we were subsequently alone together, he confided in me the nature of the “some things” that pained him, and in our dialog I deepened my awareness of similar “some things” that I as well had been keeping subliminally under wraps. Suffice it so say here that both of our “some things” were about our relationships with those of our complementary gender, a matter that I address elsewhere (see p. xx).

I also shared my alternative assessment of Socrates, whose philosophical tutelage to “know thyself” constituted – and does so to this day – a clear and present danger to all concerned, which is why it is perceived as a comparable threat to the socio-political establishment’s standards of acceptable selfhood.

The professor’s confession alerted me to the potentially radical consequences, even for myself, of disarming another’s urge to argue. The disharmament of my own psyche-space is one of my greatest yearnings: the experience of being truly seen and heard. Yet this simultaneously portends my greatest trepidation, the experience of thereby inviting others’ discernment of “some things” that I have yet to fully disclose unto myself. The thrust of this double-edged perceptual sword was acknowledged by the narrator and central actor in the movie, Sunshine, in his proclamation that “what we fear most is truly seeing others and being truly seen.” What I tend to most fear seeing in others is what they see in me that I have thus far successfully hidden from myself. Robert Burn’s yearned for gift of “seeing myself as others see me” is a request for a decidedly mixed blessing.

Meanwhile, the ultimate potential of from-self disclosure is universal to everyone’s experience: should there be aspects of unforgiving and forgiving personhood that are generic to all persons, expressing from my own unforgiving and forgiving experiences is the most likely way to evoke other selves’ recognition thereof.  And in any event, my own experience continues to be the only frame of reference from which I know how to discourse authentically on the subject of self-forgiveness. I therefore leave it to my readers to discern when I am likewise representing them. In thus commending them to their own self-recognition, I remain mindful that any consequent perception of danger by, in, or to themselves is most germane to their own experience, and not to mine. 

Until, at least, they choose to make me privy to their feedback.

A Self-Appreciative Perspective: Value As Good Reciprocated

The deepest principle in human nature is the craving to be appreciated.

-William James

Forgiveness is self-appreciating of the worthiness of all concerned. Unforgiveness is self-depreciating of the same. Appreciation represents increase of value, as any realtor, appraiser, or other assessor of so-called “real” property will testify, while depreciation represents diminishment of value. This is the principle that underlies my desire to be appreciated, in order that the assessment of the whole-sum value (i.e., innate worthiness) of my being is thereby increased.

Value is measurable as genuine good for all concerned only when it is freely received and proportionately reciprocated, free of any tension of lack, of being “taken,” of conformity, or of otherwise “having to” do so. Hence the prerequisite that I forgivingly release all perception that requires adverse tension to sustain it. For this is precisely what forgiveness is: not the release of perceptions, per se, but the release of all tension and related grievance that distorts my perception. It is my release of grievance that cleanses my perception.

Services that are priced and purchased do not sustain genuine good as reciprocal appreciation does. Though the arbitrary pricing of my services may increase my goal-and-role sum value, such assessments do not appreciate my whole-sum value because the gift of my innate worthiness, both to myself and others, is priceless in worldly terms.

Goal-and-role-sum me-ing is the false equation of my innate worthiness with the sum of whatever I have plus whatever I do, both of which are subject to the win-lose law of diminishing returns: what is good for my goals and roles tends not to be reciprocally good for the goals and roles of other persons, because what I have and do is often at the expense of others’ having and doing. Therefore, while goals and roles are valuable as worldly assets of my being, they do nothing to appreciate my only “real” estate of innate worthiness – as when, for instance, I am loved for what I have and what I do. And when I seek to be loved for what I have and what I do, I thereby depreciate my own assessment of the estate of innate worthiness with which my being is endowed.

While goal-and-role-sum me-ing is the compendium of my methods, whole-sum being is the source of that which is my very existence as its method. Whole-sum being is the expressed integrity of the alignment of my perspective, intention, feeling, thought, and purpose in fine attunement to the particular individualization of character that comprises the beneficial presence of who I most genuinely am. Whole-sum being is subject to the win-win law of increasing returns: what is good for anyone’s whole-sum being is good for everyone’s whole-sum being. Whole-sum integrity is not a worldly asset of my being, rather it is I who am the asset of my whole-sum integrity. 

The integrity of whole-sum being is honored via my onward reciprocation of good received, i.e., by my valuing of what I receive with a fully proportionate measure of giving in accordance with the win-win law of increasing returns. Thereby – and only thereby – is my innate worthiness truly appreciated in accordance the principle that such worthiness is always and only self-appreciated.

A recent historical model of the integrity of whole-sum being was the consistency of character demonstrated by Mohandas Gandhi. When his wife was asked how he was able to deliver his long, well thought-out speeches without notes, she replied, "You and I, we think one thing, say another, and do a third. With Gandhiji, it's all the same." Gandhi spoke from his consistent knowing of his own mind, rather than from vaguely knowing about what was on his mind. His standard for testifying to such knowing: be whatever difference you would make, since the only way to walk the path of whole-sum being is to be its path. This is the way of all true appreciation.

The socio-economic implications of valuation based on freely received and proportionately reciprocated good are elaborated in Appendix 2, p xxx.

A Mindful Perspective: Being As I Wholly Am 

A human being is part of a whole, called by us the “Universe,” a part limited in time and space.  He experiences himself, his thoughts and feelings, as something separated from the rest – a kind of optical delusion of his consciousness. This delusion is a kind of prison for us, restricting us to our personal desires and to affection for a few persons nearest us. Our task must be to free ourselves from this prison by widening our circles of compassion to embrace all living creatures and the whole of nature and its beauty. Nobody is able to achieve this completely, but the striving for such an achievement is in itself a part of the liberation and a foundation for inner security. -Albert Einstein

As I implicitly (when not explicitly) elaborate throughout this report, I can forgive myself only to the extent that I am knowingly approximating my whole-sum state of being, or else am mindfully allowing myself to return to such approximation from a fragmented state. To be fully “mindful” is to be consciously aware of the interrelationships and consequences (inner and outer) of all that I think, say and do, and of my responsibility and accountability for those consequences. Mindfulness is so-called “presence of mind” that includes being aware of all that is present to it. Though being totally mindful may escape my full attainment, since some things are by their nature only subconsciously present, it is only to the extent that I am aware of my relationship to the totality of my circumstances that I can lay claim to an appreciable degree of mindfulness.

Mindfulness is the exercise of ongoing honest, accurate and genuine awareness of both myself and my circumstances free from (though not necessarily of) psychological, ideological or spiritual B.S. (belief systems). The measure of my mindfulness is my wakeful awareness of the entirety of whatever situation I am minding, an awareness that sees through whatever B.S. may be present in my own and others’ mindsets and thus beholds what the B.S. otherwise tends to obscure. The evidence of my mindfulness shows up to the extent that my execution of what I know corresponds to what I know.

Being mindful of myself is quite different from “figuring myself out,” which invariably arrives at an estimate that is self-diminishingly out of context. The more successful I am in figuring myself out, the more out of context I become. The “out” in which I thus configure myself is the realm of separation, the realm in which I feel “out if it.” The “it” that I feel out of is the wholeness of being that grounds all of existence, from which I have contracted myself into a figurine. (When I refreshed my memory of the meaning of the word “figurine” by consulting a dictionary, I discovered that it is a synonym for “statuette.” This suggests to me that willful unforgiveness is a form of statutory self-rape.)

Figuring myself out is also sometimes called “getting my act together.” Yet who I am is not an act. Who I am is an authentically unique way of being whole, and each person’s way of authentically being wholly who s/he is has a correspondingly unique ongoing expression. To the extent that the “act” I have figured out – and thus the figurine that I am acting out – is diminishing of the wholeness of my being, to just that extent am I “out of it” with reference to my authentically unique way of being fully as myself rather than being full of myself. Figuring myself out by getting together my act of goal-and-role-sum me-ing is ultimately a self-excluding endeavor, á la the Emersonian dictum that “those who are exclusive exclude themselves.” No matter what I endeavor to exclude from my experience, it is the one who is experiencing that gets excluded. Hence the indelicate condition I once saw cited on a bumper sticker: “I finally got my s*** together, but then I couldn’t carry it.”

Figuring myself out subtracts (and thus contracts) me from the wholeness of my being, with the consequence that I endeavor to be someone who I am not. Mindfulness reverses this contractive process, instead subtracting what isn’t who I am from what is. Whereas I cannot possibly be and know who I am while me-ing otherwise, I can more fully be and know who I am as I cease me-ing otherwise. Mindfulness guides me in the cessation of my endeavors to be who I am not.

Mindfully reasoning my way through life is analogous to climbing a sheer cliff, while mindless reasoning may be likened to loosing my grip. Experiential handholds and footholds on my life are firmly established only as I effectively negotiate the gaps that bridge my sensing of my inner and outer worlds and the sense that I choose to make thereof. Mindful reason-ability makes my life experience more fathomable by further grasping what remains as yet unfathomed. For instance, as Albert Einstein observed, the relationship between the known and the unknown is like that between the inside and outside of a circle. As I enlarge the circle of what I know, I increase far more rapidly my circumferential outlook upon what remains unknown to me. The realm of my ignorance is expanded, not contracted, by whatever I presume to know. What I know merely binds me to the known, while the ever-leading edge of my freedom yearns to grasp the unboundedness of what I am yet to know. 

Just now I am feeling incomplete,

wondering what my finished puzzle is,

and longing for a box whose cover shows

a pre-existing picture of my life.

Fitful

about feeling fitless,

I seek to match the contour of my life

against the unknown nextness

that edges in on me.

I feel alternately frightened and excited,

knowing that the larger pattern yearned for

will build upon the shape I give this day.
The circumference of my knowing is an all-encompassing crevasse that borders on the unknown. It is only as I am mindful that I may effectively negotiate, from within, the crevasse that is my bridge to the all-embracing unboundedness of my not yet.

It is similarly between the lines of my reasoning that blameless living and self-forgiveness have their habitat, for they are seemingly unreasonable within the framework of a linearly bounded mindset. Both being alive and perceiving from my aliveness are irreducibly subjective pastimes, no matter how reasonably object-oriented I endeavor to make them be. Only as I fully honor the coherence of my seaming inner subjectivity with the outer world’s seeming objectivity may I with complete integrity read (discern) and write (express) what I am experiencing. Doing otherwise is an endeavor to wrench static either/ordered messages from the both/and fluidity of life’s passage.

It is thus that mindful self-forgiveness is the undoing of my act of being apart (me-ing who I am not), so that I may fully be the action of the part that I wholly am. Being who I am shows up only when I am being wholly present as I am. It is being wholly as I am that witnesses to the authenticity of who I am, and thereby fully expresses my whole-sum being.

An Intentional Perspective: Care-full Commitment

"What is as important as knowledge?" asked the mind.

"Caring and seeing with the heart,” answered the Soul.

-Author unknown
Constantly remind yourself, “I am a member of the whole body of conscious things.” If you think of yourself as a mere ‘part,’ then love for humanity will not well up in your heart; you will look for some reward in every act of kindness, and miss the boon which the act itself is offering.  Then all your work will be seen as a mere duty and not as the very porthole connecting you with the Universe itself.  –Marcus Aurelius

Someone has said that the most avoided and therefore longest journey we take is to traverse the 12 inches or so between our brains and our hearts. One of my spiritual mentors, Ernest Holmes, offered a prescription for that journey: “Let the intellect decide to what the emotions are to respond. This is the secret of a well-balanced life.” 
After many years of contemplating Holmes’ prescription, I have realized that my mindset conforms to the setting of my heart-felt intentions, which guide both my mental and my emotional responses. Merely “good” intentions have a short season, and even when they are renewed (for instance, on or about New Years day) they enjoy but another brief endurance. A “good” intention is little more than a well-meant gesture or pretense – my willingness to be wishful without being fruitful. My enduring intentions are those that represent the mutually willing intuition of my feelings and my intellect. My heart-felt intentions are the ones to which my mind dedicates its settings and from which it takes its bearings.

Only my heart-felt intentions care enough to evoke my very best. They may be likened to the inertial guidance system of a missile in non-divertible pursuit of an unsteady target, for my heart-felt intentions are the ones most likely to determine how I fulfill my existence. Neither target (goal) nor aim (role) is the ultimate determinant of success in my quest to express whole-sum being. It is mindful direction of heart-felt intention that aligns me with the otherwise elusive objective of that quest.

Without heart-felt intention that is guided by mindful attention I can have no purposeful aim for my life, for such direction is not fathomable in the absence of such care. The more mindfully I command my heart-felt intentions, the more effectively I realize the preferred outcome of my life experience. My heart-felt intentions are self-organizing of their own realization, to the extent that my mindful attention is alert to opportunities for their fulfillment and supports me in acting on them. Such dedicated intention is certain of positive fulfillment as long as I am awake to every option that becomes available to me in support thereof, and am also whole-heartedly willing to follow through with whatever it takes to exercise the option.  In the meantime, my so-called “good” intentions do not qualify for such expeditions, for they are unequal to the accomplishment of their merely wishful outcomes. 

Whole-hearted dedication of intention is evidenced in my willingness to follow through with whatever it takes to fulfill the intention, short of compromising my own and others’ integrity. My heart-felt intentions are those that prevail by virtue of their non-divertibility. Non-divertible dedication to the course set by my intentions is the essence of what is meant by the term “commitment,” which is the strongest of all dedications to purpose. 

Having a non-divertible intention does not mean that I am never diverted from the course that my intention has set. It means instead that I correct all such diversions as I become aware of them. Persistent course correction is the lifeblood of commitment, as any airplane or ship’s pilot can testify merely by the fact that s/he is still alive. Without persistent course correction there is no reliable dedication of intention, and without dedicated intention I am incapable of resolving difficulties such as those that attend the forgiving of persons and situations that I would otherwise feel powerless to release from unforgiveness. 

Dedicated (heart-felt) intentionality governs the outcome of all my choices, while merely mental “good” intentions amount to little more than a statistical crap shoot. True luck manifests enduringly only in the lives of those who are prepared to make the most of whatever luck I may have.

My dedicated intentions are what cause me to make correspondingly dedicated choices. Being a forgiving person begins with my heart-felt chosen intention to be just such a person. Had I no dedicated intention to be a forgiving person, there could be no corresponding result. Yet because that specific, dedicated intention exists in me, it organizes its own realization by selecting for those choices that fulfill it. My intention to be a forgiving person is only the penultimate cause of my forgiving behavior. Its ultimate cause is my dedicated commitment to such intention. 

Non-divertiblity of intention attracts the “luckiness” that some describe as “preparation meeting opportunity.” An oft-quoted statement of W. H. Murray, a member of the first expedition to reach the top of Mt. Everest, describes the relationship between intention and one’s dedication thereto:

Until one is committed, there is hesitancy, the chance to draw back, and always ineffectiveness. Concerning all acts of initiative (and creation), there is one elementary truth, the ignorance of which kills countless ideas and splendid plans: that the moment one definitely commits oneself, then providence moves, too. All sorts of things occur to help one that would never otherwise have occurred. A whole stream of events issues from the decision, raising in one's favor all manner of unforeseen incidents and meetings and material assistance, which no man could have dreamt would have come his way. 

I have learned a deep respect for one of Goethe's couplets:

Whatever you can do, or dream you can, begin it.
Boldness has genius, power and magic in it.

Persistence born of commitment is the heartbeat of dedicated intention. In the fullness of time the universe reciprocates all mindful engagements of persistent heart-felt intention. For instance, when forgiveness is not immediately possible for me, it emerges in due course so long as my non-divertible heart-felt intention is that it do so.  All such intention is eventually self-productive of its own realization so long as my choices honor and activate the convergence of my intention with opportunities for its realization.  

Dedicated intention accomplishes the successive elimination of lesser-dedicated intentions to the contrary.  All intentions are self-appreciating (i.e., increasing of my life’s value) as long as they are not countered by self-depreciating ones. Much of my success in any endeavor consists of not allowing myself to be distracted by intentions that are self-diminishing. The remainder consists of recognizing opportunities for fulfillment of the self-appreciating intentions from which I am no longer distracted. 

My ultimate heart-felt intention, the one that clears the way for all the others, is to avoid distraction by matters that are irrelevant to or disruptive of my experiencing the wholeness of my being. Honoring this intention is often less than instantaneously productive of its fruition, for every outcome of my dedicated intentions has its own season of fulfillment. For example, instant forgiveness of a deep betrayal invariably eludes me. Yet even when I am feeling overcome with unforgiveness, I can still choose to forgive myself for feeling overcome. 

It is when I choose to forgive my unforgivingness, thereby accepting what is, rather than endeavoring to justify it, that my release of unforgiveness begins. As elaborated in Theodore Golas’ earlier manual on self-forgiveness, The Lazy Man’s Guide to Enlightenment, my gateway to heaven is opened by my choice to forgive myself in hell.

A Spiritual Perspective: Paradise Unbound

I can’t understand why people are frightened by new ideas.

I’m frightened of old ones.
​-John Cage

Self-forgiveness is the carrier wave of my unbounded spirituality. The bounded spirituality that characterizes formal religion gave me comfort when I was afraid of going to hell. Unbounded spirituality became my preference when I found myself in the hell of worldly circumstances bound by religious circumstriction.

Formalized religion, no matter in which god’s name, is the shadow of yesterday’s goal-and-role summed spirituality. Whole-sum spirituality is possible only in the perpetual and unbounded moment-to-moment renewal of its integrity. My whole-sum integrity exceeds all categorization and de-categorization of thought with which spirituality may be religiously or otherwise defined, however old or new may the definition be. However well-guided I may be by definitions of spirituality, by confining myself solely to any definition thereof I diminish my whole-sum self-expression accordingly. Whole-sum spirituality expressed as whole-sum being may be pointed to with ideas, religious and otherwise, but are not to be pinned down by them without hellacious consequence. The genesis of whole-sum spirituality is of a grander order than any ideas or ideals can control:

1. In the beginning, there was no idea about God.
2. Verily, this was a good thing.
3. Had there been an idea about God in the beginning, God would have been limited to the beginning idea.  Yet God was limited in no way whatsoever, nor can be.

4. And so it is with God's Creation.
5. Amidst the unlimited possibilities of God's Creation, a firmament emerged in which ideas about God eventually abounded.  This firmament was named "universe" by those in whom ideas about God likewise abounded.
6. It was also named "cosmos."
7. Once ideas about God took form within the cosmos, there was no end of them, even unto God's last name becoming "Dammit."
8. God hast not been the same for those who have conceived Godly ideas, for God refuses to conform to the limitations inherent in all ideas, including the limitations inherent in ideas that transcend previous ideological limitations.
9. Yet verily, though having no conceivable need for such evidence, God is generously supplied with his creature’s daily offerings of the limitations inherent in their ideas about God.
10. And so it also is that we praise the Lord with joyous thanksgiving that the mixed blessing of having ideas about God is left entirely to our own whimsey.

I am sometimes asked if I am a Christian, and whether I have been saved. I am also occasionally asked if I am a Buddhist. Similarly, I am also asked from time to time if I am a Republican or a Democrat, a Scorpio or a Libra . . . and on and on its goes. In every instance my answer is the same: not exclusively.

A Providential Perspective: Being a Beneficial Presence

A central teaching in most spiritual traditions is: 

What you wish to experience, provide for another. 

–The Dalai Lama
I am challenged to be a forgiving person in a non-forgiving country and a non-forgiving world, where unforgiveness is treasured as an ultimate virtue of the mighty, while forgiveness is perceived to be a vice of those who are weak. This has especially tended to be the governing rule in the United States since 8:48 a.m., New York time, September 11, 2001.

As I watched the collapse of the World Trade Center towers, I realized that it was a call to all concerned for each person to clarify and define the what and the how of who s/he is. In the wake of 9/11 I chose to define my own nature as follows:
· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a further extension of humankind’s inhumanities to other human kindred. 

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a reactionary impulse that creates me in the image of those whose own impulses I claim to discredit. 

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than an instrument of the either/or mentality of retaliation that feeds the cycle of mutual vengeance and revengeance. 

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than an agent of those whose purpose is to shape, direct, instruct or otherwise conform me to their objectives. 

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a mere defender of the things that I possess, of the thoughts that I profess, and of the feelings that I express. 

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than an expression of self-defeating teachings, preachments and ideologies, of outworn trends and fashions, of conventional wisdoms handed down, of yesterday’s reasons handed over, and of momentary meanings that last only for a season. 

Although I sometimes witness to many of the things that I know myself to be more than, my truest witness will prevail when I have forgiven and released myself from all that I allow to obscure the truth to which my whole-sum being testifies: 
I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned. 
And just how may I assert my beneficial presence? By consistently living in that question, rather than by any final answering of it. 

A Navigational Perspective: Getting “There” from Here

Blessed are they who know where they’re going,

for they shall know when they’re getting there.

And blessed also are they who know how they’re going,

for they shall know whether they’re getting there.

-The Gospel of Yet to Be Common Sense.
Up front, I have learned, is the best place to be up front. I am thus moved to conclude this portion of my report with an up-frontal orientation to the mode of its remaining exposition.

The reportage that follows flows in two parallel universes, each of which features the same succession of conceptual sub-sections. Universe One was essentially completed prior to my completion of Universe Two, and reports from my subjective experience of the blameless psyche-space from which self-forgiveness has been the fall-out. Since Universe Two is mostly about the experiences reported in Universe One, it is more objectively descriptive, explanatory and bibliographical, annotating (and sometimes footnoting) Universe One’s subjectivity with commentary that is more conventionally focused on rather than from my whole-sum perspective.

In other words, Universe One is introspectively “write I am,” an expression of the world’s impressions on my consciousness as I translate these impressions into my experience. Universe Two explores the personal and social implications of Universe One. To cite a recent cinematic metaphor, Universe Two is a left-brain reloading of the right-brainy matrix of Universe One. This parallelism notwithstanding, Universe One is nonetheless sufficiently objective and Universe Two sufficiently subjective that together their opus forms a interconnecting corpus callosum as it were.

This co-streaming of self-as-subject consciousness and self-as-object consciousness assists me in coming more immediately from my point, as an editorializing journalist would, before getting to my point in a manner more characteristic of academe. By keeping my academonology on the back burner, I relieve those who prefer not to have their information piled higher and deeper up front. I also thereby honor the precedent of my professional training, initially as an undergraduate journalist and subsequently as a post-graduate historian of ideas.

Each sub-section of Universe One concludes with a “hyperlink” to its more objective complement in Universe Two, thereby providing readers two ways to navigate the remaining content of my report. All of Universe One may be read first, or both Universes can be experienced (as they were preconsciously by me) in their progressive complementary unfoldment. I do, however, urgently recommend one’s parallel reading of both “Overview” sections before choosing to read the remainder of Universe One prior to engaging its complementary expositions in Universe Two. And in any event, I do not recommend reading Universe Two first, because most of its content assumes some familiarity with its corresponding segment of Universe One – which is how, incidentally, the left hemisphere of our brainy, interiorized universe relates to the one on its right. 

The corpus callosum of this report also extends beyond its pages. Each segment in Universe Two is referenced to a web-diarying page at www.forgivingmyself.com, where readers may access the even farther reaches of my mind, while at the same time sharing and exploring (a.k.a. “blogging”) their own and one another’s perspectives on self-forgiveness in accordance with the same streaming progression. [For the website’s “rules of engagement,” see p. xxx.]

May the following report from my experience of enlarging my psyche-space of blamelessness and of benefiting from its self-forgiving fall-out be a never-ending story.

UNIVERSE ONE

The View from My Experience

You do not belong to you. You belong to the universe. The significance of you will remain forever obscure to you, but you may assume you are fulfilling your significance if you apply yourself to converting all your experience to highest advantage to others. ​–R. Buckminster (“Bucky”) Fuiller ​

Life is the Mass, and you are the Eucharist.

–Neale Donald Walsch
A Further Overview of What Is Growing On Here

The beginning is the most important part of the work.

-Plato
What is told within these pages is a reflection of how I tell it. The more tellingly I behold where I am coming from, the more tellingly I perceive where my come-from is taking me. Where I am coming from herein is my realization that forgiveness is the granting of harmless passage in my mind to all concerned. Where this takes me is toward the realization that such passage is granted to others only as I grant it to myself. 

Everything I grant to this world is an extension of my come-from. Therefore, although I do not always get what I am going for, I do always get what I am coming from. All my getting-of is a reflection of my coming-from, because whatever is going on as me is shaped by what is growing on within me. My circumstances are always a reflection of whether I am busier growing life or growing death. So long as both this life and death unto another are set before me, I shall continue to choose this life. 

Since my reportage is meant to be a reflection of what ongrowingly shapes the life that expresses itself within me as me, what it tells about my experience is how I relate from my experience, and most particularly from my experience of the manner in which my being here shapes my getting, here.

What is presently growing on within me is my conviction that self-forgiveness is the single greatest remedy for everything that ails humankind, both individually and collectively, beginning with its application to myself insofar as I contribute to that ailment. I am thusly self-convicted because, as the title of another’s report proclaims, there is No Future Without Forgiveness (see “Bibliography,” pp. xxx-xxx). 

On behalf of a future that continues to sustain my own species, I feel that my greatest contribution to a workable future for lifekind on this planet as a whole is to put forgiveness first by making the self-forgiving release of all my grievances my permanent top priority. Forgiveness, both of self and others, is synonymous with my releasing of my grievances, and releasing all of my grievances is the greatest of whatever differences I am able to make that can in turn make a difference in the world.

Only as I consistently make relinquishment of my grievances my top priority may I be a fully self-forgiving person, rather than merely one who selectively chooses when and whom to forgive. Being a forgiving person is far more effective and efficient than being an unforgiving person who makes exceptions. Effectiveness, I am told, is “doing the right thing,” while being efficient is “doing the thing right.” Accordingly, a self-forgiving person does right by all concerned, and rightly does so.

As a thoroughly self-forgiving person I forgive my life for being the way it is by making its way more workable for all concerned, in transcendence of all that I experience as unworkable. Only thus may I be more than the goals and roles that I and others paste on who and how I am.

I find that self-forgiving personhood is of itself far greater in its blessings than are any consequent acts or attitudes. My realization of these blessings requires a shift of paradigm, a perceptual makeover of the goal-pursuing and role-assuming mindset I grew up with.

Such is the context of this report on my conscious evolution of a self-forgiving mindset amidst a species that contrarily tends to predicate its success on a process of natural selection that is presumed to favor survival of the fitful. 

 (The worldly implications of evolving self-forgiveness are addressed on pp. 36 and 41)

Feeling My Way by Being, My Way

The highest wisdom is loving kindness. 

-The Talmud
Be patient toward all that is unsolved in your heart and try to love the questions themselves like locked rooms and like books that are written in a very foreign tongue. . . . The point is to live everything. Live the questions now. –Ranier Maria Rilke

Emotion is the chief source of consciousness. There is no change from darkness to light, or from inertia to movement without emotion. –Carl Jung

Ever since I was five years old I have felt an urge to say a “whole thing” about the human condition: namely, that our “adult”-erated world isn’t working as wonderfully as it could if grown-ups were as kind toward and forgiving of one another as I feel certain that human beings are meant to be. I still feel to this day as I did then, that humankind is failing to realize the highest wisdom inherent in its capacity for being humankindly. No other species has our potential for being a beneficial presence in the world. Yet our innate capacity for loving-kindness languishes for lack of our development thereof into realized ability. 

The occasion of this developmental occlusion is the biggest of many questions with which I have been living since my five-year-old self assessed its surrounding groaned-ups. At that age my say-a-whole-thing urge was no more than an amorphous intuition, a knowing that was beyond what I could say until the day I could convey it fluently. In today’s rejoiceful honoring of that intuition’s blooming, were I to put in my five-year-old self’s mouth my telling words today by traveling backward from my childhood’s future to its current presentation, my message would portend far more than the statement of the lad who announced, “The emperor has no clothes.” My five-year-old self would announce instead, “There is no emperor.” Thus would he proclaim his then unpronouncable intuition that authority of the human kind resides within, and that it equally does so in every one of us as the innate foundation of a still-aborning universal democracy.

Howsoever I have lacked for words, whether at the age of five or since, I have never lacked for tears. As a child of parents who were, with only occasional exceptions, emotionally unavailable to me, I was early on seized by the opportunity thereby given me to become emotionally available to myself. Thus whenever I am deeply moved, whether in appreciation of lovely and masterful expressions of passion, skill, and delight, or in compassion for painful and hurting expressions that bring to light the dark side of human persistence, my eyes spontaneously leak as my body heaves a sob or two. As a male child, my frequent display of tears was problematical. (A perceptive eight-year-old boy recently put it this way: “Laugh and the world laughs with you, cry and the world laughs at you.”) I was called “sissy,” “Wimpy” (after Popeye’s hamburger-indulging friend), “Casper Milquetoast” (another contemporary cartoon character), and numerous other appellations too sour to mention. 

Because I was almost never able to hold back my tears, I often experienced their spontaneous evidence of my empathic being as a curse. Resistance to their flow merely amplified their leakage, making their sobbing presence all the more noticeable. It took me forty years to reverse my oft-accursing verdict on my leaking eyes, by recognizing that they shed what I now call “soul tears”:

Water, 

when heated sufficiently,

is moved to steam.

                              


When my soul is warmed sufficiently,

                              


I am moved to tears.

Steam does not mean

that water is damaged.

                              


These tears signify no pain.

Steam does not mean

that water is sorrowful.

                              


These tears are not a cry for sympathy.

Steam is not

a sign of weakness.

                              


These are not a cry-baby's tears.

Steam is not

a sign of virtue.

                             


 These tears merit no award.

Steam is water 

at its purest.

                              


These tears are the white light

                             
 

of all my emotions vibrating as one.

Water,

when heated sufficiently,

escapes its container.

                              


When my soul is warmed sufficiently,

                              


the cup of my living water runneth over.

I made a long-overdue peace with the beneficial presence of my soul tears by the simple act of penning the foregoing self-reminder, in demonstration of what Victor Frankl has said (and Nietzsche before him): one can put up with any how so long as one has a why. I thereafter ceased my attempts to contain the evidence of my highest wisdom by endeavoring to repress it in the pressure-cooker of soul-teary confinement. 

I no longer consider what others think of my lachrymal outbreaks as any of my business, which is always and only to be the natural, humankindly being that I am. As a consequence of surrendering myself to (i.e., rendering myself unto) the foregoing testimonial to my beneficial presence, on occasions when others’ impressions truly are my business, the fulfillment of whose intention might be compromised by others’ perceptions of leaky eyes, my soul tears now respectfully honor my desire to withhold them. 

Would that I had made peace with my overflowing soulfulness preceding my term of military service!

  (Further perspectives on “soul tears” in a militant world are at p. 38)

Heartfully-Minded Thinking

Laughing is such a good way to cry.

–Melanie Safka

[T]ought implies the interruption of reason.

–Richard Pevear
It has taken me six decades to acquire the vocabulary with which I now humor myself in making peace with my “whole thing” about the pandemic adult-eration of humankindness. The soul-teary course of my empathic evolution is a mode of intuition that I call “reasoning with my heart and feeling with my mind,” and for which I also coin the shorthand designation, “heartfully-minded thinking.” 

Reasoning with my heart and feeling with my mind reflects the concentric perspective born of the confluent blending of my heart’s and mind’s respective sensitivities. This confluence resides at a multi-dimensional intersection in my consciousness whose flux is frequently freighted with fresh thought. How I know when I am being thus perceptive is by the immanent if not outward presence of my soul tears, or by an equally involuntary outburst (or voluntary containment) of utterly knowing laughter.

The fresh thoughtfulness of heartfully-minded thinking weeds the garden of my otherwise perennial reasonings, which is rooted in ideas that either have never received adequate examination or are due for a second opinion. Alfred North Whitehead urged such mindful self-cultivation via the power of recombinant thought-play: “We must be aware of ‘inert ideas’ – that is to say, ideas that are merely received into the mind without being utilized, or tested, or thrown into fresh combination.”

For the sake of economizing on some of the thoughts with which I most often play, my use of the words “mindful,” “mindfully” and “mindfulness” always implicates the more cumbersome term, “heartfully-minded thinking.” Similar condensation of the phrase, “reasoning with my heart and feeling with my mind,” is likewise implicated in my hyphenated employment of the words “re-minding” and “re-membering.” By these latter terms I signify the reconstructive process of putting together again my Humpty-Dumptied (i.e., adult-erated) confluence of heart and mind. The remedy for Humpty-Dumptied heartful-mindedness is to be as are little children though not entirely like them, by replacing my residual childish perspectives with recovered child-like mindfulness.

The inability of kingly horses and henchmen to effect such rehabilitation on my behalf is the intended meaning of my retrofitted childhood proclamation, “There is no emperor.” All recovery from my great falling out with the inherent humankindly confluence of my heart’s and mind’s intuitions that informed my early childhood sense abilities, and my re-ascendance to its oversight, takes place precisely where the word “inherent” transparently suggests, namely, in here. As noted in another of my self-reminders, each of us is the custodian of his/her own self-dominion:

Somewhere this side of the rainbow I can meet the Wizard of Is

whose special magic leaves today's life undistracted

by the should be's, could be's and if only's

that cloud over my inner-most beneficent intentions.

"Good old days,"

childish ways,

and other once-were's

are as absent from the Wizard's view

as are apprehensions about tomorrow. Instead

the Wizard of Is presides in the near and how of present instants only– 

the time and place from which my being forever self-emanates.

If I would fathom the secret of overflowing from such instants

I must consult the Wizard of Is.

Fortunately, this Wizard inhabits my own domain,

within the being who bears my name.
By embedding the word “mind” in a hearty context I refer to the inner sorcery of thinking with, through and beyond the literal implications of the concepts I entertain, and of the wordsmithery with which I convey my conceptual entertainments. Ordinary thinking, which is merely about what I conceptualize, occurs within the framework of taken-for-granted meanings that tend to be cemented with the prevailing socio-logic of custom and culture. Extra-ordinary thinking instead takes place beyond that framework in accordance with the poet Rumi’s intuition: “Out beyond ideas of wrong-doing and right-doing, there is a field. I will meet you there.” The field of heartfully-minded thinking lies beyond the pavement of socio-logic, in the all-inclusive domain of self-plus-world plus selfhood that is within while yet not solely of this world because it represents so infinitely much more.

As I extra-ordinarily perceive my way through and beyond the intimidating fixations of my socio-logicalized frame of mindset, I peer through the veneer of all that I may sense, to behold as well what is surfacing from the interiority of whatever my sensibilities inscribe. Whether such heartfully-minded beholdment is experienced by me as beautiful or ugliful, it sometimes resonates with my “soul-tears” and at other times with my “funny bone,” and sometimes with both as I either laugh myself to tears or cry myself to laughter-full release.

  (Further perspectives on heartfully-minded thinking are at p. 39)

An Evolving Unitary Mindset

If we want world peace, we must let go of our attachments and truly live like nomads. That’s where I no mad at you, you no mad at me. That way, there’ll surely be nomadness on the planet. And peace begins with each of us. A little peace here, a little peace there, pretty soon all the peaces will fit together to make one big peace everywhere. –Swami Beyondananda

We’re all irrelative anywho.

-Swami Meshugananda
Self-forgiveness is my antidote of choice for the madness that plagues our planet, because it is the only means I know of by which we can individually piece together “one big peace everywhere.” Each of us has an essential peace to contribute to the overall of puzzle of human co-operation. Accordingly, this report is primarily the autobiography of an emerging “no-mad” perspective on the world of my experience, a whole-sum unitary outlook that is evolving from my ongrowing contemplative beholding of the all-inclusive domain of selves-being-in-but-not-solely-of-the-world. The unitary outlook thereby aborning tends to blend my otherwise contending analytic and holistic perspectives.

In other words, this report is a work-in-mid-evolution. Though others favor the term “work-in-progress,” I choose “mid-evolution” because I perceive evolution with far less askance than attends my perception of so-called human ‘progress.’ Evolution advances the prospects of lifekind overall, while progress has thus far tended to advance humanity at the expense of lifekind overall, thus putting our planetary life-support system in peril. For instance, until quite recently the advent of Earth-glacializing winters was solely in the province of volcanoes and asteroids. Yet thanks to human ‘progress,’ we are now able to bring such a season upon ourselves via both nuclear and conventional modalities of global pollution, and have yet to shed our aberrant inclination to follow through accordingly.

The term “mid-evolution” best characterizes the present state of my ongrowing work, because it accords an unfinished process of perceptual management that is forever open to the perpetual infusion of new thoughtfulness, which is born of my heeding Rilke’s admonition to “live the questions now,” and thereby continually enrich rather than entrench the conclusions of any previous moment’s progressive answers.

I have been assembling the bits and pieces of this report during a lifetime of endeavoring to catch the wave of emergent humankindness upon which I choose to surf. Only recently have I forged the recombinant vocabulary to which I have so long aspired, with which to seam my insights into the “whole thing” herein represented: a paradigmatic perspective from which self-forgiveness is perceived less as particular things to do than as an integral way of knowing and being my humankindly self. Self-forgiveness is a way of beholding myself in relationship to the world that exceeds the sum of all my partial ways of knowing and being myself and of my comparably partial knowing and seeing of others.

My principal challenge in presenting the whole of my experience is to overcome partial perspectivity by 1) always keeping the whole in mind while addressing any of its parts, and 2) always presenting the parts in optimum representation of the whole. My most immediate challenge is the linearity that is inherent in linguistic discourse. Linear constructs invariantly fall short of representing whole-sum optimality, because the latter is forever transcending all linguistic summations of its parts. Surveying the world of my experience from a unitary perspective, and conveying unitary perspectivity to others, calls for a trans-linear accommodation of the intrinsically structured linear modality of languaged thought. Hence, once again, my reason for the semantic unorthodoxies and idiosyncrasies that pervade this report, all of which I forgivingly indulge in the spirit of Marshall McLuhan’s paraphrase of Browning: “A man’s reach must exceed his grasp, else what’s a metaphor?”

  (Further perspectives on perceptual evolution and management are at p. 40)

Q: What’s a Meta- For?

A: Constructing My Own Vocabulary

It is clear to me that metaphors serve an important role, pregnant with meaning for those of us working at the frontiers [of science]. We need not only to examine our current metaphors, but also to refresh ourselves with new ones – and let go of the stale metaphors that no longer serve us. -Beverly Rubik

My sensitivity on the one hand with language’s Rubik-cubic, stale-mating, one-way-to-be-rightness, and on the other hand the redeeming metaphoric sensibility of foraging it into freshly forged combinations á la Whitehead’s intuition of fresh ideation, was awakened in me by George Bernard Shaw’s phonemic Humpty-Dumptying of the King’s English cited on p. xx. I first happened upon these now widely known bits of Shavian wordplay, which are cited on more than two dozen websites that presently enhance my memory thereof, as I was grappling with the vag(ue)aries of English formality while being high-schooled therein. 

Shaw’s word-playfulness, plus President Eisenhower’s suffixations (his “–ize”-ing of nouns into verbs and “-wise”-ing them into adjectival form, thus up-sizing the English language meaning-wise), plus the semantic antics of Ogden Nash, was all it took for me to say “pshaw!” to strict semiotic formalities. I took quite seriously what I derived from Shaw’s metaphoric point: not to lose track of the trees while observing either their forestation or (in Shaw’s case) reforestation, and instead to remain mindfully attentive to the parts from which words are constructed even as I attend to their overall ecology within sentences, paragraphs and other linguistic constructions. Since by my own mindful use of the term  “mindful” always implies being “heartfully-minded,” my stringing of words is in accordance with the metaphor that Don Juan imparted to Carlos Casteneda. They are “paths with heart” that lead to no rigid conclusions – or as Don Juan put it, they lead “into a bush,” a metaphor that U.S. political history has recently twice skewed with clearly non-Juanian precedents.

It was also while in high school that I first read Mark Twain’s hilarious essay, “The Awful German Language,” thereby furthering my awareness of the power to reshape meaning that attends the employment of alternate verbal alignments. I marked Twain’s words with the realization that language may either stamp me with its seal of good socio-logical mental housekeeping, or instead serve me shamanically by continually shape-shifting my otherwise self-mesmerizing perceptual process.

Taken all together, Shaw, Eisenhower, Nash, and Twain (with a little help from the tomfueleries of Spike Jones, Bob and Ray, and Stan Freberg) awakened me to the fact that words, like musical notes, are elements of composition that play upon my mind much the same way that I play the piano: a-chording-ly. 

Unlike a piano, organ or other keyboard that conforms me to the rigid fixation of its keys, and accordingly constrains my endeavors to compose and express myself musically and to reproduce others’ musical expressions, my mind is tuned to a far greater number of verbal elements of composition whose musings are far less ordained to such fixation. My verbal “notes” create the mental “keys” to the meanings that I express in conveying my thoughts to other minds, or in my likewise drawing forth from them what complements the interiority of my own. Yet the verbal notations of literary expression are far less subject to fixation than are piano keys. When finely tuned, musical notes are always precisely what and where they are cracked up to be, and sounds that lie “between the cracks” are not appreciated by those who cling to conventional harmonies. For lack of comparable precision in their tuning, literary notations of meaning lend themselves to improvisations that are even more disarraying of customary sensibilities.

(Further perspectives on meta-for-ic wordplay are at p. xxx)

In the Meantime(ing) . . . 

A word, to the wise, is proficient.

-The Wizard of Is
To the extent that I allow conventional linguistic practice to lock me into its notation of my perceptions, my verbal “keys” become as fixed as those on my piano and allow for no seminal playing between the cracks of fixed perspectives. Accordingly, the challenge I face each time I encounter another’s improvisation on conventional word play, is to suspend the discordant distraction of any negative reaction I may have to their between-the-cracks semantic packaging. My negation of others’ semiotic unorthodoxy precludes the possibility that their verbal recreations may re-create in my own mind the insight that their alternative packaging represents.

It is only as I mindfully play in the between-ness of conventional semantics’ cracks, thus “jazzing” my language so to speak, that I may most effectively accomplish a seminal perceptual makeover, being mindful as well that the words “semantics” and “seminal” are similarly impregnated with the root term, “semen.” Yet as I inseminate my beholding with unconventional perceptivity, my resulting far-from-prosaic prose tends to be comparably less convenient, in perturbation of those whose minds are welded to standards of ‘proper’ usage. They may, therefore, feel aggravated by my libertarian politics of semantic nonconformity. Yet if they also tend, as I do, to feel entrapped within the conforming socio-logic of their culture’s busyness-as-usual, they may find my prose apropos to their own prospective no-fault divorce from the tension of such fixation with their busyness routines. (See, for instance, “Undoing a Thing’s Thing” on p. 54.)

It may, therefore, bear repeating here that those who share my willingness to spring the traps of yesterday’s thinking will find that my prose likewise bares, repeating, and that it especially bares itself to persons who are willing to be in mindful process of their own perception rather than remain enthralled by their perception’s content. While it has taken a lifetime for what I herein call a “unitary” perspective to grow on me, only a relatively brief hanging-in-there is required for others’ comprehension of my whole-sum spin on ordinary semantic formalism. Thus may such perspectivity also take seed in those who, detecting the probability of a pay-off for such investment, mindfully cultivate these pages in germination of their own self-transcendence of contending analytic and holistic frames of mind.

  (Further perspectives on the timeliness of meaning are at p. xxx)

UNIVERSE TWO

Some Views on My Experience

If you haven’t, then you aren’t.

You cannot be, in any given moment,

any more than you already have lived up to.

-Raella Weinstein

Overview (cont.):

Trim-Tabbing My Transformation

Give me a place to stand on, and I can move the earth.

-Archimedes
He who stands for nothing, is likely to fall for anything.

-The Gospel of Yet to Be Common Sense.
In the 20th century, Archimedes’ understanding of the principle of leverage took flight in the form of the trim tab, a flap on the trailing edge of an airplane’s elevator which, when moved via a slight effort applied to the steering apparatus, in turn moves the entire elevator to change the plane’s direction. Similarly, a ship’s captain wheels changes of its direction via a trim tab located at the trailing edge of a ship’s rudder, a mini-rudder that in turn moves the entire rudder to effect a redirection of the ship’s course. Trim tabbing is the science of doing more with less.

For large, fast-moving airplanes, as well as for ships as portly as an oil tanker, change of direction is not as immediately effected as when one is steering an automobile on solid ground. And even one’s change of an automobile’s direction is similarly subject to the weight and speed of its forward momentum. 

Inertia notwithstanding, be it static or momentous, when leverage is effectively and efficiently applied to overcome inertial drag, some reciprocal change is thereby sooner or later brought about. The effect of leverage, even in the drag of fluid circumstances, is illustrated in the account of a swimmer who roped himself to a ferryboat loaded with hundreds of passengers, and towed the boat away from the dock. It was reportedly necessary for him to swim steadily (i.e., leverage himself in the water) for nearly half an hour before the ferry began to move. 

This swimmer demonstrated the ultimate tactic of all leverage, whether physical, social or political, which is to effect the most efficient outcome with the least amount of input, thereby establishing the critical mass (a.k.a. “synergy”) of effort that accomplishes more with less. This is why effective endeavors to bring about change are efficiently engaged only with those inputs of material, energy and attention that are most likely to produce an intended outcome. Desired outcome is the ultimate mother of all invention, so long as the outcome is a felt necessity to its inventor. The critical mass of such necessity is the trim tab of consistent persistency called “commitment.”

The commitment with which I choose to trim tab the direction of my life is my consistent and persistent heart-felt intention to practice self-forgiveness as a way of life. Since all forgiveness (and commitment thereto) begins at home – i.e., within the mind of whoever is forgiving – all forgiveness issues from a forgiving self. Accordingly, my own release of grievances – which is the essence of self-forgiveness – is the only forgiveness that I am ever fully at home in. Thus am I the only person whose commitment to self-forgiveness I am able to deliver on.

The essence of all commitment is its non-divertibility. This does not mean that I am never diverted from my intended course of self-forgiving personhood, rather that when I am diverted I invariably correct my course in realignment with my intention. Like the helmsman of a sailboat that, when unattended, is being blown off-course all of the time, I am persistently engaged in course corrections that accord with my heart-felt intention to be a self-forgiving person. 

The inertial guidance of my heart-felt intentions is the critical mass that empowers my accomplishments. Accordingly, my hearty intention to release all grievances is the critical course-correction factor that makes self-forgiving personhood possible.

The more self-forgiving I am, the more my life is experienced as “going my way.” The trim tabbing effect of persistent self-forgiveness corrects any tendency I may have to be unforgiving, thereby allowing my life to take my preferred course. Self-forgiveness not only changes my experience of the world, it likewise changes my world’s experience of me by moving, sooner or later, whatever my experience connects me to.

Seeding a Global Critical Mass

Never doubt that a small group of thoughtful, committed citizens can change the world; indeed, it’s the only thing that ever has. –Margaret Mead 

For those who have an Archimedian ambition to make a difference in the world on behalf of keeping it workable for lifekind overall, thorough-going self-forgiveness – forgiveness of one’s entire life for being the way it is, by making it as workable as it can be – likewise serves as the trim tab of such unitary impact. This possibility has been demonstrated, for example, in the work of the Truth and Reconciliation Commission in South Africa, which has done so much to heal the wounds of apartheid. Though much grievance still remains to be released by South Africans, the ferry of their collective misery is no longer docked in the port of unforgiveness. And in further keeping with this metaphor, Nelson Mandela’s account of South Africa’s departure from that dock, Long Walk to Freedom, reminds me of the swimmer’s first half hour of engagement with the stationary ferry.

Four decades ago, anthropologist Margaret Mead observed that the only basis for a sustainable human presence on Earth is our creation of a future that works for the planet overall. As she put it, our global future is the only basis for the establishment of a globally shared culture. Without the trim tab of collective self-forgiveness, practiced as a means of changing humankind’s overall course, the direction of our global future, as both Desmond Tutu and Nelson Mandela have foreseen, is toward more – and increasingly worse, now on a global scale – of the same unforgiving ways of being in the world that our species has so widely adopted in the past and continues to evidence in the present. 

Accordingly, a self-forgiving perspective presently informs such endeavors to make a difference in the world as the Forgiveness First Initiative and the International Forgiveness Day project. (See “The Ultimate Difference Self-Forgiveness May Make,” p. 41.)

. . . Being, My Way (cont.)

If you see a whole thing - it seems that it's always beautiful.  Planets, lives...  But up close a world's all dirt and rocks. And day to day, life's a hard job, you get tired, you lose the pattern. -Ursula K. Le Guin
It is quite true what Philosophy says: that Life must be understood backwards. But that makes one forget the other saying: that it must be lived – forwards. The more one ponders this, the more it comes to mean that life in the temporal existence never becomes quite intelligible, precisely because at no moment can I find complete quiet to take the backward-looking position. -Soren Kierkegaard

In my early childhood I disliked my first name. “Noel” was bad news to me, because so many other kids made fun of the name. Then suddenly, when I was five years old, the bad news ended. My greatest Christmas gift that year – indeed, of all my Christmases put together – was learning that “Noel” actually means “good news.” I immediately associated my name with the joyous feeling of expectancy that infused my experience of the holiday season. It was as if Santa Clause had come to town to stay – as me. 

This initial self-reminder of my beneficial presence has served me ever since as a lifelong antidote to the forces of backward-looking social and religious conformation that deem the forwardness of my human nature to be bad news. It was also my first conscious experience of my ability to alter the reflective nature of the rear view mirror of my understanding, via an onward-looking perceptual makeover.

Fortunately for my ego development, as well as for my relative safety from self-appointed, retro-viewing blasphemy police, I was not so forward as to assume that I am THE good news. Seldom, either, do I let it be known that I consider myself as well as everyone else to be good news, as a consequence of my conviction that every human being is an innately beneficial presence, however out of touch s/he may be with the beneficence of his/her being. 

Because of this assessment’s unpopularity with most ‘religious’ people, I am (with occasional exceptions) content with quietly assuming that my calling is to discover, bring and be good news, without advertising my vocation as such. In breaking that silence with this report, I trust that the response will not be such that I will be climaxing the good news of my life with a statement like “Forgive them, Father, for they know not what they do.” Nonetheless, the life-concluding admonition that I instead anticipate is no less likely to cover all concerned: “Forgive them, for they do not what they know.” 

The “whole thing” that we know because we are it, and yet are for the most part wont to honor, is the humankindly wisdom innate within us all that makes me feel especially fortunate to have a permanent reminder of it by way of my first name. What all of us unconsciously know in the beginning, yet keep ourselves from becoming mindfully aware of, is that we are all good news in spite of our notoriously nefarious attempts to be otherwise. Hence my gratitude for being identified as the beneficial presence that I am via a name that anchors my realization of humankindness.

Instead of mindfully being the good news that we are, most of us fail to recognize ourselves accordingly as we reflect and directly perpetrate the “bad news” that is consequent to our greatest of all amnesias: our forgetfulness of the true nature of our humankindly being. My own amnesia is a case in point. Even though I concluded at age five that I am good news, sixty-one years later I continue to doubt from time to time my ability to discover, bring and be good news in an anti-good-newsy world that conforms me to its beguiling images of self-depreciation and negation. Though I have been thus far unable to completely eliminate my self-doubt, I at least have learned how to set it aside, so that while I continue to sometimes have such doubt my doubtfulness does not in turn have me. If this means that I am a slow learner, I am thereby good news for other slow learners.

Never has my slow learning of self-forgiveness been more put to the test than during my military basic training, when on every occasion of being pushed beyond the limits of my self-composure I characteristically burst into tears. Since this also happened as I witnessed other trainees being harshly treated, my frequent tearfulness had the unexpected tendency to allay rather than further provoke my superiors’ harshness toward me. Nothing in the training of my military superiors had prepared them to make war with the disarming tendency of my empathetic tears. This tendency first clearly surfaced one evening in the mess hall, right after my company commander had abusively demeaned another soldier in front of the entire company. Feeling every bit as vulnerable as my basic training compatriot who was thus maligned, by the time I sat down with my dinner my bottled up empathy for his plight spilled over, and I buried my tearful face in my arms. 

Although our company officers had a separate dining room, for some reason my commander happened to walk by my table as I sat there sobbing. He asked, with a mixture of sympathy and disdain, “What’s the matter with you, soldier?” Frightened and befuddled by his unexpected presence, I sought in vain to concoct a militarily acceptable explanation for my tears. Instead, after a few speechlessly awkward seconds, the truth came out: “It’s going to take a while for me to get used to seeing people being treated this way.” Absent of the sarcasm that usually attends the wording of his response, he softly affirmed as might a momentarily out of character-as-usual Robert DeNiro in such a role, “You’ll get used to it, soldier.” And as he turned to walk away he added with comparably subdued gentility, “In the meantime, be thankful you’re not in the Marines.”

My tendency to be a slow learner notwithstanding, my five-year-old self’s conclusion that I am good news was right on time. As Theo Stephan Williams writes, “Our psychological self perceptions, sense of reasoning and self confidence are developed within us by the age of five.” In my backward-looking understanding of my life, therefore, I am able to see how my five-year old self’s assessment of my being has served as the foundation upon which I am building my forward looking, self-forgiving outlook.

  (Further perspectives on empathic being in a militant world are at www.forgivingmyself.com/feelingmyway.htm)

Heartfully-Minded Thinking (cont.)

If my heart could do the thinking and my head began to feel,

I would look upon the world anew and know what’s truly real.
–Van Morrison

From the perspective of scientism, only what is measurably objective is ‘real,’ while all subjective experience is illusory and ‘unreal.’ Presumably, therefore, only the intellect can take measures, and even then only so long as the heart is pumping blood to the brain. Yet the heart has more than one way to keep the brain alive, having (as noted by Blaise Pascal) its own reasons which reason knows nothing of. Likewise, the brain has ways of feeling that feelings know nothing of. The heartfully-minded complementarity of “reasoning with my heart and feeling with my mind” thus makes real for me what reality knows nothing of until aided by my perception. 

The extraordinary benefit of such mindfully directed thinking is the extra-ordinary (i.e., more ordinary than usual) experience of my complementary objective and subjective perceptivities. Heartfully-minded thinking weds the perspective of self-as-a-subject-objecting-to-the-world with the perspective of self-as-an-object-subjected-to-the-world. This unified mindfulness illuminates the otherwise unnoticed homogeneity of my subject/object discern-abilities. 

Take, for example, the difference between objectively observing that the arrangement of a rose’s petals is mathematical, or observing instead that their arrangement is subject to mathematical description. Thus may I compliment the complement of my objective and subjective discern-abilities while I am experiencing the rose. Subject/object discern-ability likewise attends the distinction between my self-identification in English (“I am Noel McInnis”) and in French (“je m’appelle [I call myself] Noel McInnis”). In matters of self-identification, there is much to be understood by thus contrasting natively English speaking and French speaking egos. The French, far more than the English, are quite objectively (and often objectingly) jealous of how their language is used to call their shots (to say nothing of their schotts).

Language shapes perception subjectively, and some languages do this more objectively than others. To cite another example, in English I say “I missed my bus,” while in Spanish I say “the bus left without me.” These two outlooks are quite different in their existential allocation of what psychologists call my “locus of control.”

By altering my language I correspondingly alter the frame of mind that gives shape to my experience of reality. Each language beholds me to the world of my experience in its own particular way, rather than in the way the world ‘really’ is. 

In accordance with the prescription cited earlier for reasoning with my heart while feeling with my mind, i.e., “Let the intellect decide to what the emotions are to respond,” (see p. xx), freely accepting and embracing my emotions just as they are and effectively directing their responsive expression is the essence of heartfully-minded thinking. The more mindfully I thus command my intellect by mutually second-opinioning the emotion so to speak, the more effectively I command my experience overall via authentic (i.e., honest, accurate and genuine) self-awareness that is unclouded by my ideological B.S. As my awareness is thus alerted to the unitary whole that I am minding, I am empowered to see what my particularizing belief systems tend otherwise to obscure. 

Heartfully-minded thinking subjectively favors truthful perception over objective perception of the truth, á la André Gide’s admonition, “Follow the seeker after truth, but beware of him who has found it.” It also honors the intuition affirmed by Gottfried Theodore Lessing: “If the Lord God held out to me in his right hand the whole of truth, and in his left hand only the urge to seek truth, I would reach for his left hand.” Thus it is that my intention throughout this report is to represent the truthfulness of my perception as faithfully as possible, rather than present a particular faith-full rendition of the truth.
  (Further perspectives on heartfully-minded thinking are at www.forgivingmyself.com/heartful.htm)

An Evolving Unitary Mindset (con’t)

Ultimately, we have just one moral duty: to reclaim large areas of peace in ourselves, more and more peace, and to reflect it towards others. And the more peace there is in us, the more peace there will be in our troubled world. ​-Etty Hillesum
The process of perceptual evolution and management has until recently been largely one of perceiving ‘reality’ as an aggregation of distinctive parts rather than as the congregation of interrelated particularities that it wholly is. As a consequence, we have mastered a corresponding tendency to think the world to pieces rather than think it together.

Etc.

[The remainder of Universe Two exists in reams of notes and already completed thoughts that await the “interconnectivity” thus far evidenced in this report.]

 Coda: the Ultimate Difference Self-Forgiveness May Make

Difficulties are overcome by those who are willing to do all that is possible.

Impossibilities are overcome by those who are willing to do whatever it takes.

-The Gospel of Yet to Be Common Sense.
As noted earlier (p. 88) self-forgiveness not only changes my experience of the world, it likewise changes my world’s experience of me by moving whatever my experience connects me to. Collectively, therefore, a critical mass of self-forgiveness may accordingly move the world.

The critical mass of self-forgiving persons required to turn the collective tide of unforgiveness is calculable, thanks to intensive and extensive homework done on New York’s Madison Avenue. As the advertising industry’s branding strategies have repeatedly demonstrated, when merely seven percent of a targeted population becomes cognizant of a new brand name, product or idea, further name-recognition thereof becomes readily universal within that population so long as the brand name is continually brought to its attention. In other words, seeding new awareness in seven percent of a targeted population establishes a critical mass for the induction of that awareness in the greater population as a whole.

Accordingly, when seven percent of humankind (roughly 450 million of six and a half billion persons) has become cognizant of “putting forgiveness first” in the context of a persistent ongoing effort to bring that initiative to ever-wider attention, the cause of self-forgiveness will have reached its critical mass.

Some folks think that reaching such a large critical mass is impossible, even though Coca-Cola, the McDonald’s franchise, and numerous other global corporations have dramatically proven otherwise. 
Let us not settle for less when offering food for the soul.
Such refusal to settle for less is the perspective of at least two programs that are dedicated to the forgiving perceptual makeover of humanity’s consciousness overall, the Forgiveness First Initiative and the International Forgiveness Day Initiative.

The Forgiveness First Initiative is a global endeavor to identify and support those who are willing to make the release of all their grievances their permanent top priority. Its website: www.forgivenessfirst.com.

The International Forgiveness Day Initiative is a support system for those whose willingness to make forgiveness a priority in their lives includes the determination to make it the focus of an annual global holiday. Its websites: www.forgivenessday.org and www.pioneeersofforgiveness.org. 

Both of these initiatives are (as of this writing) purely volunteer efforts that would greatly benefit from a further infusion of human and financial energy. 

