INTRODUCTION

A Self-Discourse on Method

Talk to yourself, not to the world. 

There is no one to talk to but yourself for all experience takes place within. 

Conditions are the reflections of our meditations and nothing else. 

-Ernest Holmes 
You cannot teach a man anything;

you can only help him to find it within himself.
​–Galileo Galilei
In contrast to the conventional method of formal discourse, I do not herein follow the prescription, “Tell ‘em what you’re gonna tell ‘em, then tell ‘em, and then tell ‘em what you told ‘em.” I choose instead to tell my readers how I’m going to tell them, then tell, and then tell more – and then still more on a related website.

I prefer the latter strategy because it is so much more telling than the former. In keeping with this strategy, each segment in the first part of this report is complemented with “Additional Perspectives” beginning on p. xxx, as well as on the website, www.forgivingmyself.com.
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Relating from My Innermost Experience
In reality, every reader is, while he is reading, the reader of his own self. The writer’s work is merely a kind of optical instrument which he offers to the reader to enable him to discern what, without this book, he would perhaps never have experienced in himself. And the recognition by the reader in his own self of what the book says is the proof of its veracity. 
-Marcel Proust
What Marcel Proust observed about readers, I have experienced to be the case as well in listeners as they are “reading” others’ verbal discourse. In reality, every listener is, while he is listening, a listener to his or her own self. I first became aware of this as I began to monitor my own monitoring, and noticed how every word I speak, read, or hear is spoken, read and heard from the perspective of my self-monitoring. 

My awakening to the universally self-referential nature of every person’s reading of and listening to the discourse of others was the consequence of a conversational strategy that I adopted four decades ago, initially for the purpose of minimizing my listeners’ resistance to what I have to say. This strategy consists of relating to others directly from my inner experience (the “where” that I am coming from) while I’m telling the story of its outward details (first he/she/they said/did, then I said/did, then he/she/they said/did, then I said/did . . . and on and on and on, anon). Whereas most folks tend to talk about their experience, I speak mostly from my experience.

I eventually discovered that in addition to minimizing resistance, the strategy of discoursing from my inner experience also tends to evoke in others a greater awareness of their own inner experience. My listeners always tend to audit my inside-outward self-disclosure in consultation with their own internal conversations. The less resistance with which they do this, the more self-revealing they become to themselves, as they access their own center of what James Joyce called “The now, the here, through which all future plunges to the past.”
This latter tendency was for a long time unapparent to me, and first clearly evidenced itself quite unexpectedly, when I was invited to make a presentation to a university philosophy class. The invitation was issued because the professor was intrigued by what he considered to be my “unusual” (his term) philosophy of life, a discernment he made as I discoursed with a faculty group on the dynamics of environmental awareness. This was not until in October, 1976, 11 years after I began practicing my conversational strategy.

I felt utterly self-validated by the professor’s assessment of my outlook, for when I was a child, my most sincere – however cheeky – answer to the question, “What do you want to be when you grow up?” was the single word, “unusual.” (I was, however, seldom thus sincere, because being truthful about this aspiration tended to put off those who inquired about it.) 

No one before had so positively accredited my unusual-ity as did this philosophy professor who chose to expose his entire class to it. Fortunately for my comfort level as I discoursed with his students, it was only after the class was over that the professor confided his primary reason for issuing the invitation to address them, which was less for their sake than for his own opportunity to discern just what it was that made my life philosophy unique. He ultimately determined, and subsequently told me, thattt was the way I was representing myself that intrigued him, rather than the content of my presentation. Acute attention to this distinction, I have since come to appreciate, is the hallmark of all great philosophy.

As I engaged his students, the professor sat near the back of the room, to survey (I presumed) their response to my from-inner-self disclosure. As our discourse proceeded, he became increasingly uneasy, eventually to the point of appearing to be quite irritated. Suspecting that his students’ rapt attention to me was igniting an ego flare, I anticipated the likelihood of an imminent philosophical rebuke. Though I was correct in noting the egoistic origin of his unease, I was in error about what was really (i.e., in his inner experience) occasioning it.

The professor suddenly blurted out, “You are the most dangerous man I’ve ever met.”

I was startled by his accusation, to say the least, not expecting his anticipated rebuke to be so personal. Yet I was so intrigued by it – as well as prepared by my practice of non-resisting discourse – that I did not react defensively. I remained mindful that reactivity is the most common precursor of all disputation as well as of events that subsequently call for forgiveness by all concerned. I had also long since learned from the practice of my conversational strategy that accusations are most readily disarmed in the face of an experientially grounded leading question. So I asked the most obvious one: “In what way do I seem dangerous to you?” (The core of my strategy is to keep my discourse with others at the level of how things “seem” to be, rather than how they objectively “are.”)

The professor’s response was a long confession, which described my conversational strategy with greater clarity than I had yet articulated it myself:

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’ve successfully managed to avoid clearly recognizing. What’s worse, you have provided me with none of the usual distractions that enable such avoidance.  You make no generalizations about others to which I can react. Nor are your points framed in terms of ‘you’ or ‘we’ or ‘they,’ thus falsely presuming others’ experience to be identical with your own.  Nor do you open yourself to dispute 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.

I clearly recognized that, like Br’er Rabbit (though inadvertently), I had led the professor into a sticky thicket. Since its scratchiness was of his own making, I pointedly stuck to my thorny questioning of what he found to be so prickly in his inner briar patch: “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. Since you lead people to their own self-realization, you are dangerous to everyone.”

When we were subsequently alone together, the professor also confided the nature of the “some things” that pained him, and in the mutually self-disclosing dialog that ensued I was also somewhat painfully awakened to similar “some things” that I likewise had been keeping subliminally under my raps. Suffice it to say in passing for now that both of our “some things” concerned relationship challenges, whose own thorny issues I address at various other points in this report.

I also shared with the professor my own assessment of Socrates, whose philosophical tutelage to “know thyself” constitutes (in my experience) a clear and present danger to everyone concerned. Hence the socio-political establishment’s antipathy toward mindful self-knowledge, which it perceives as threatening to its standards for citizen conformity. 

My experience with the philosophy professor also reminded me of another famous ancient Greek, the skeptical curmudgeon, Diogenes. I had been carrying the lamp of my conversational strategy for over a decade before finding a person who was forthright enough to tell me precisely what it had illuminated in his own psyche.

The professor’s confession occasioned my awakening to the potentially radical consequences, even for myself, of disarming others’ urges to adversarial disputation. Even though the disarmament of my own psyche-space is one of my principal operational intentions, the experience of being truly seen and heard also portends my greatest trepidation: the experience of thereby opening myself to others’ discernment of “some things” that I have as yet not fully disclosed 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 most tend to fear seeing in others is what they are able to see in me even though I have theretofore successfully kept it to or hidden it from myself. This fear makes of Robert Burn’s vaunted gift of “seeing myself as others see me” an invitation to a formidably mixed blessing. This fearful mixture as bête noir has been identified as the primary reason why most people who believe in the reality of psychic “powers” are nonetheless quite reluctant to develop them, for fear that these powers might function as a two-way street. “Don’t ask, don’t tell” is a widely observed interpersonal caveat that governs the human psyche, while populating living rooms with unobserved elephants in the middle thereof. Thanks to my encounter with this philosophy professor, my conversational strategy was exposed as quite telling in that regard.

Among other things, it told me that all thinking is self-talk, which recursively reviews the thinker’s own past and current history. I talk primarily to myself, and only secondarily to others. And just as all of my talk is self-talk, all of my listening is self-listening. I am my own evidence of Alan Watts’ proclamation: “The thinker has no other form than his thoughts.”

This is among the most important as well as most ancient of all psychological discoveries: that everyone’s communication is first of all to oneself because all discernment is self-referential. All utterance and auditing of discourse by me takes place within myself. I am forever the center of whatever is growing on with me, and all discourse that comes into my center becomes reflective of that center via the discourse that subsequently proceeds therefrom.

Discourse thus self-centered is my operational modality, and I am most “real” when I am operationally conscious that this is so and keep all of my operations congruent, and thereby in integrity. In reality, therefore, “reality” itself is always self-referentially defined to accord with my subjectively perceived and interpreted experience. As a consequence, all of my discourse with others consists of our mutual eavesdropping on one another’s self-talk.

It was years after this classroom encounter that I learned of Ernest Holmes’ pronouncement, quoted earlier, about the internal (because self-referential) nature of all discourse. Holmes’ statement deeply affirmed my conversational strategy and inspired me to take it to a new level, from which I now evaluate every statement made by another as primarily its author’s own assessment of him/herself. I also endeavor, albeit with greater difficulty, to similarly evaluate every statement made by me as my own assessment of myself. Though my own and others’ words are seldom a literal read-out of what we tell ourselves, they are deeply self-revealing nonetheless to those who are most inclined to hear what we mean as they listen to what we say. Once again, this inclination is cultivated most when one’s resistance to what is being said is least.

I have also adapted my conversational strategy to my writing style as well. Almost all of what I write is presented from the perspective of my inner experience rather than from the perspective of outward facts, because readers tend to experience little resistance to the former and much resistance to the latter. When people can clearly see that I am scribing only what I consider to be so for me and not what I consider to be so for everyone in general and/or for them in particular, they tend to be far more open-minded to what I have to say.

I took my conversational strategy to yet another level after being told of Rudolph Steiner’s perspective on interpersonal distress: “It’s never about the other person.” As a consequence of assimilating this bit of insight, I presently recognize (so long as I am being mindful, that is) that any distress of mine for which I blame another is an instance of self-denial, for which the only remedy is a corresponding instance of cathartic self-forgiveness, the catharsis being the release of blamefulness. As I often re-mind myself:

Please do not believe me

if ever I should say that you've upset me.

Sometimes I forget the true source of my feelings.

You cannot make me sad,

impatient,

angry,

or otherwise dis-eased.

Only a hope or expectation of you on my part,

which you have not fulfilled,

can move me thus.

I am too human

to be without hopes and expectations,

and I am also much too human

to live always in the knowing

that my hopes and expectations

have no claim upon your being.
So if I say that you've upset me,

please forgive me for attempting

to disinherit my own self's creation of my pain.

And please do not ignore my deeper message:

I care enough about you to include you in my hopes and expectations.

Only to the extent that I am self-predisposed to becoming upset can another person be perceived as an upsetting factor. It is not, therefore, as Sartre proclaimed, that “hell is other people.” All such hell as there may be for me is my own hellacious reactions to other people, for which I must first forgive myself if I am to be released from my reactions’ hellish consequences and see the paradise of others’ beneficial presence that is obscured by my reactive distortions. It is whatever I choose to see in others that determines what I get, as so vividly portrayed by Carl Sandburg in his epic poem, The People, Yes!:

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

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

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

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

It is only as I become self-forgiving of my own reactive tendencies that I take my conversational strategy to its ultimate intrapersonal level: to recognize that when others are upset with me, their pique is likewise not about the other person (i.e., myself) that they are blaming for their upset. This intrapersonal strategy – refusing to be another person’s other person – is likewise my ultimate foundation for the effective practice and sincere experience of a blame-cathartic perceptual makeover that results in self-forgiveness. 

In accordance with the self-referential nature of my own and others’ intrapersonal dynamics, I do not deny that (and when) I am the occasion of another’s upset from the perspective of his or her own experience. Yet while acknowledging and accepting that such is their case, I do not perceive myself to be the cause of their experience, which is generated entirely by their own emotional and mental perceptivity. Their experience is just as insularly internal as my own. Accordingly, all forgiveness of me has its origin from the same source as all forgiveness by me. The origin of all forgiveness is self-forgiveness.

I am the source of all the problems that I have ever had,

and that I ever do have, ever will have, and ever can have.

Each person is his or her own problem (if any) to be resolved.

Other people are not "my" problem, rather their own.

Only the relationship I have with others can be problematic for me,

since problems exist in the way that people relate, not in who they are.

Problems reside in the unworkability of relationships, not in the persons relating.

It is only as I participate in the unworkability of a relationship

that I insure the perpetuity of "my" own problem space.

Nor can my job, of itself, be "my" problem,

only the way that I relate to it.

So long as I relate to my job as if it were "my" problem,

it is I who am perpetuating its problematic ways for me.

For each of "my" problems there is the same solution:

to cease my participation in what is unworkable for me

and participate instead in what does work,

or else find a blameless reason for perpetuating what does not.

As long as I am participating in what does work for me

I know not even what "my" problems look like.

No condition of the world is a problem that is resolvable by me.

Only my condition in the world is subject to my resolution.

The conditions that are truly mine to deal with

are conditions that I can master,

and only one condition is available for mastery by me:

the condition of my own being.

The condition of masterful problem-solving is in all instances the same:

Clearing the “mine” field of all blame.
My problems are resolved only as I discern and learn what they have to teach me. I can learn nothing about my problems that makes them resolvable as long as I am encasing them in blame. At the foundation of all forgiveness, therefore, is the cleansing of perception from all blamefulness. Of all the things that I make mine, my blame is the most undermining of all.

In mindfulness of all these perspectives on the self-referential nature of all discourse, my own method of discourse throughout this report is to be as operationally conscious of the multi-leveled matrix of inter- and intrapersonal dynamics as the practice of perceiving from my self-awareness empowers me to be. It is in keeping with such mindfulness that rather than write about my outward experience of self-forgiveness, with the assumption that I am telling its story “objectively,” I choose instead to write from my inward experience of being a self-forgiving person. 

The most useful way for me to see myself as others see me is to see “the condition that my condition is in” (to quote Kenny Rogers). As I do so, I see that my condition is ultimately conditioned by the medium of my perception. Accordingly, as William Blake pronounced, “When the lenses of perception are cleansed, perception is cleansed.”  There can be no such cleansing of perception short of my first seeing myself, not as others see me, rather as I see me.

The intra/interpersonal strategy of my discourse is merely an extension of my inborn experiential and self-referential strategy as an ongoing medium of perceptivity. The key to making my conversational strategy most effective for all concerned is to cleanse the lenses of my perceptions by looking through them as I mindfully look from their assumptions, rather than merely to look at them and/or at what they perceive, as if the content of my perceptions were either wholly true or the whole of truth.

By looking through my perceptivity in mindfulness of the perspectivity of its assumptions, I discern how I go about knowing the what of my experience. Such mindfulness avoids the pretense of any “objectivity” on my part that I presume to be generally so for all perceivers. Its subjective grounding tends instead to confine my disclosure to what I can legitimately claim is so for me, and forgive myself for and of all false claims to know others’ experience as well.

I exercise this self-forgiving strategy via a range of tactical responses whenever I am moved to openly disagree with something that another has said. The most agreeable way to disagree, I have learned, is to say something like “That doesn’t match my experience,” or “That doesn’t match my intuition.” (I use the intuitive variation when the pronouncement being addressed is primarily a statement of opinion.)

By saying that another’s perceptions don’t match my own, I create an opening for mutual exploration of the mismatch, rather than an incentive for disputation. Although more often than not the other person declines to enter that opening, this nonetheless tends to diffuse the potential for adversarial disputation.

To those who may be skeptical of the inherent power of this quintessential resort to subjectivity, I propose an experiment that is in part inspired by another professor who once told me, “Picking an argument with you is like punching a huge marshmallow. All of my energy just goes ‘ffffft!” The experiment is quite simple: the next time someone calls you a “son-of-a-bitch” – or anything else that is pejorative – calmly reply, “That doesn’t match my experience.”  This response tends to completely take the sale out of the other’s wind, which quickly dissipates to a sputter (winding down as it were). And if the other person is at all genuinely interested in pursuing meaningful discourse (which is seldom the case with those who discourse in terms like “son-of-a-bitch”), s/he will then ask the obvious question, “And what is your experience?”

I have three other disarming responses with which I sometimes greet another’s invitation to adversarial discourse. If the invitation is delivered in the form of an offensive or otherwise challenging statement that bears at least a kernel (if not grain) of truth about me, I reply by saying “I resemble that remark.” To the extent that this response simultaneously deflates both the others’ offensiveness and my defensiveness, we can reasonably address the statement’s gram of substance without the mote in the others’ perception becoming a log in mine.

I also sometimes greet statements with which I disagree by saying – admittedly, it has taken considerable practice for me to be able to say this truthfully – “I can see how things might (seem, appear, feel) that way to you.” And when I cannot actually sensewhere the other person is coming from, I may truthfully say instead, “That’s another way of (looking at, seeing, hearing, feeling) it.”

These rejoinders, like all such disarming responses, represent what I call “psychological Aikido,” in honor of the only martial art that is totally inoffensive. To be neither offensive or defensive is the quintessence of self-forgiving personhood.

The underlying “deep ecology” of my experientially grounded conversational strategy is to remain ongoingly mindful of the fundamental dynamics of my own and others’ perceptivity. In accordance with these intra-and interpersonal dynamics, whatever I am perceiving I am perceiving from within as a subjective being, not as an object, and I accordingly subject everything I do perceive to the interpretive perspectives of my own perceptivity, which is unlike anyone else’s. No other person has, can, or will fully experience my perspective, nor may I ever fully experience another’s perspective. There’s a heavenly heap of forgiveness for all concerned in my full self-realization of this experiential condition.

Being operationally conscious that my consciousness itself is an inner dialog with myself, which I project on the world as a mirror of my interpretive experience thereof, is the quintessence of so-called “free will.” Freedom of will consists of my ability to consciously monitor my conscious programming to debug its incongruences, and to otherwise keep all that I experience in integrity.  I cannot “get with the program” – any program – until I recognize both the extent to which and the manner in which I operationally and habitually program my own perceived experience of reality. Nor can I discern the nature of intelligent life in my social universe until I recognize that the best of all possible and agreed-upon definitions of reality-at-large can never be more than the “collective hunch” cited by Jane Wagner via Lily Tomlin.

This is in large part why “reality” is such an ambiguous term, and why “getting real” has far more to do with my inner integrity than with my getting straight the facts of the outer world in and of themselves. This is also why, whenever I refer to “reality,” it behooves me to be mindful that I am articulating my experience of reality, and not the reality itself. The only reality known by me is reality as I interpretively experience it, not the thing itself. All perception is interpretive. This is why when I am reading, listening, writing, or talking, I am ultimately reading, listening, writing, and talking to myself in terms of my own experience as I perceive it.

I have learned to employ my conversational strategy quite consistently, except when I deliberately choose to invite or join in a dispute. I furthermore rarely make these latter choices, because I dislike being adversarial – hence my adoption of a strategy for minimizing verbal disputation. With only one exception I choose to participate in verbal fracases only with persons who tend to be responsive rather than reactive to what I say, thereby freeing me to safely vent a mega-subjective snit. The exception is when I deliberately engage in disagreement for the sake of clarifying – not justifying – the inner self-referential dialog upon which all of my projected discourse is founded.

I adhere to my conversational strategy also because my from-inner-self disclosure tends as well to reveal dynamic universals that are inherent in everyone’s experience. Therefore, whatever aspects of self-forgiveness may be generic to the experience of all persons, only as I express myself from my own unforgiving and forgiving experiences am I most likely to evoke others’ recognition of any experiential counterparts in themselves.

In any event, my own experience is the only frame of reference from which I know how to discourse authentically on the subject of self-forgiveness. I ultimately leave it to my readers to discern when my experience represents aspects of their own. In thus commending them to their own self-recognition, I stay mindful that any consequent perception of danger by or to themselves is most of all germane to their experience, rather than to mine. 

Until perhaps, as with the professor’s “some things,” they choose to make me privy to their feedback.

I would be less than candid about my conversational strategy if I did not acknowledge its potential downsides, of which it behooves me also to be mindful. Some folks are inclined to mistake my non-argumentative manner as evidence of agreement with what they say and do, when in fact I tend to disagree. In most cases, neither others’ agreement or disagreement is any of my business, and I do not make it my business by revealing my own perspectives. What others feel and think becomes business of my own only when it either actively thwarts or advances the fruition of my heart-felt intentions. Otherwise, addressing agreements and disagreements tends either toward fruitless mutual self-congratulations or aimless disputation.

There are also some folks who, when listening to another’s first person discourse, hear nothing but the other’s superficial ego because they are so busy paying attention to their own, For instance, in my role as a minister I was once approached by a member of the congregation who complained, “You’re always telling us what you think, but you never give us guidance by telling us what to do.” (He had detected how, as a minister, I have kept my childhood promise to be “unusual.”)

“Have you been influenced by my thinking?” I asked.

“Sometimes,” he replied.

“And do you generally do what other people tell you to do?” I asked.

“Of course not,” he said.

On that I rest my case: All of my reality checks are written by, made payable to, and redeemable by me.

NOTE: Since this report consistently tends to raise as many (if not more) issues than it immediately addresses, additional perspectives on each of its segments begin on p. xxx. For further insights on the intra/interpersonal dynamics of self-discourse, see p. xxx.

INTROSPECTION

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
While my wife and I were meditating one morning, we were startled by the blare of an automobile horn in front of the house next door. Thereafter, at that same time each weekday morning the horn raucously alerted our neighbor that his ride to work had arrived. Though my wife quickly accustomed herself to the sound, I was increasingly distressed at its relentless disruption of my daily meditation. At the conclusion of one morning’s session I exclaimed, "If I had powers, I’d give that guy four flat tires!"

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

We both laughed at her good-humored assessment of my pique, which I nonetheless took seriously. While I was contemplating what she had said, the story of the sorcerer’s apprentice (Fantasia version) came to my mind, and I recognized my inability to wield any so-called “powers” effectively until I am able to command them rather than be at their effect. Thanking my wife for her thoughtful response, I 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 – though no longer laughing – I got her point: I was still in a state of forceful reaction to the honking horn.

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

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

This time her response compounded my pique. I felt quite 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
As I continued to contemplate my pique, I recognized that I was misperceiving the origin of my distress by assuming its cause to be “out there” rather than within me. I was entertaining forceful outer-directed resolutions of my inner turbulence, as if the latter’s source was in the horn rather than in my awareness thereof. My own body/mind, not the horn, was producing my distress. Yet by focusing on the horn I was ignoring the inner source of my turbulent feelings. By making the horn responsible for my upset, I was disclaiming my own creation of my distress.

In realizing that the honking horn was merely the occasion of my pique, that it was no more than an invitation to feel distressed rather than the cause of my internal upset, I glimpsed the underlying truth of all my blameful feelings: the “powers” that fuel my unforgiveness are resident within me, and have no independent outer dwelling. Both the capacity and choice to feel the way I do in any given instance is entirely my own. I am the ultimate causal factor in the production of my relationship to the world of my experience.

It was with this understanding that I next reported to my wife: "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. Even though the untimely honking of the horn continued as a permanent weekday feature of our early morning neighborhood, it ceased to evoke my early mourning outburst. I literally “changed my mind” – performed a perceptual makeover, as it were – concerning the relationship between my intention to meditate and my attention to the honking horn. I replaced an unforgiving mindset that was focused on the horn’s intrusion with a forgiving mindset focused from my “powers” of perceptual management. In so doing, I learned the fundamental trick of all perception: though I don’t always get what I am looking or meditating for, I do always get what I am looking and meditating from.

I have since also come to realize the self-negating trick of all unforgiving perception: the assumption that someone or something else is the cause of my blameful feelings. Whenever I am blaming – which is the operational component of unforgiveness – my assumption is that someone/thing external to myself is responsible for the way that I am feeling, as if I had no capability to feel otherwise. In short, whenever I am blameful I forfeit my response ability. 

I frequently use this alternate spelling of “responsibility” to keep me mindful that my ability to respond is internally sourced by me, rather than externally imposed on me. I have noticed how the admonishment to “be responsible” is too often invoked as if responsibility is a conforming behavior (i.e., conformed to the partiality of the one who is saying “be responsible”), rather than a performing behavior whose responsiveness is able to be congruent with the totality of one’s circumstances.

My recognition of the inner source of my response-ability to the honking horn implicated far more than the immediate incident, which was merely an example of my tendency to blame outer diversions of my attention for my inner forfeitures of self-command. All blamefulness on my part ignores the fact that regardless of who or what diverts my attention, the diversion takes place within my own psyche and is accordingly within the oversight of my conscious command. 

Even when I am unable to eliminate the presence of unwanted impingements on my awareness, I am the one – not the impingements themselves – who defines my relationship to their happenstance. No matter what may come around to my attention, whether it continues to go around and how it does so is a function of the insight and incitement of my own mind. My perception does as my perception is. Since I forgive and forsake in accordance with my perceptivity, all forgiveness is in and of perception.

The only thing that I am ultimately required to forgive is the perception that forgiveness is required.

Self-forgiveness is a no-fault divorce of my intention from whatever distracts my attention to the governance of my self-generating powers of perception. No-fault divorce from my blameful perceptions is prerequisite to all forgiveness, whether of others or of myself. There is no forgiveness of others until I forgive my own faulting perceptivity. The only “fault” that necessitates my forgiveness is my default to finding fault. 

Forgiveness is the positive exercise of my inner powers in replacement of a prior negative reaction. Whenever I react with blameful force – or even merely contemplate doing so – I sustain the condition that my forceful reaction is meant to solve. In all situations like that of the honking horn, only as my forceful exertions are mindfully directed from my inner powers of perceptual management may an unwanted condition be positively resolved rather than negatively re-in-forced. 

My resort to reactionary force, rather than its mindful application, is an attempt to control the consequences of someone else’s will, rather than take command from the power of my own will. Other-directed force that is not empowered by inner command leads only to the further distress of all concerned. Unforgiving feelings are an other-directed force – which I sometimes project upon myself as though I were an “other” – that always and only tends to confound and compound the situation at which I aim them. My unforgiveness exacerbates whatever is unforgiven, as if my purpose were to preserve if not increase its offensiveness.

When I mindfully exercise my perceptual powers, I evoke the skilled application of empowered forcefulness that Sun Tzu lauded in his book, The Art of War: “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.”

My encounter with the honking horn successfully concluded with just such a summit meeting.

Additional perspectives on the dynamics of forceful reaction and powerful response: p. xxx.

Choosing Mindfully Intentional 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

Upon recognizing that my distractions are authored by myself, rather than by the surrounding impingements that “horn in” on my awareness, I discern the ultimate governor of my experience, which Rudolph Steiner called “the ruler within myself.” Because this ruler’s command post in my consciousness is the ultimate source (and thus the so-called “first cause”) of my response ability, I prefer to call it my “inner sourceror.” I also sometimes call it “The Wizard of Is,” in recognition that its “powers” consist of my moment-by-moment self-governing faculty of perceptual management. Though I often tend to exercise my perceptual power thoughtlessly, thereby initiating, preserving or escalating stressful consequences, I can choose instead to command my perceptual powers with mindful intention, even to the extent of changing my mindset via a perceptual makeover. I have experienced (thus far) no greater wizardry than this.

Though it is customary in the psychological literature of perceptual management to use the word “control,” I prefer the term “command.” “Control” connotes forceful other-direction of my energy, while “command” connotes powerful direction from within. “Control” is a power that I aspire to have “over” self and others when I experience the presence of something I don’t like or the absence of something that I desire. By contrast, “command” is a power that I am “in” when I direct my responses from it, because the power to govern my experience is internal. When I merely seek to be in command of my powers, my intention is still one of having control over them. The secret to being powerful is to be in command from my powers, rather than overload – and thus overlord – my powers. (See also p. xxx),

The more inwardly powerless I experience myself to be, the more forcefully I tend to other-direct my self’s expression. By defaulting from my inner command of the way I experience the world, I tend to assert other-directed control of what I am experiencing.

The summit of all skills, I am learning, is the exercise of mindfully intentional perceptual command. In other words:

Mindfully intentional perceptivity, as the command post of my consciousness, is the foundation of all effective self-governance, and as such is prerequisite to freely willed self-dominion.
My understanding and use of the terms “mindfulness,” “intentional,” and “freely-willed self-dominion” are central to the thesis of this report. By “mindfulness” I mean authentic, accurate, sincere, and comprehensive awareness of myself and my contingent circumstances, awareness that is free from psychological, ideological or spiritual belief systems (a.k.a. “B.S.”). Mindfulness is wakeful notice of the totality that I am presently minding, a state of awareness that sees through whatever B.S. may be present in my own and others’ mindsets, to behold what our B.S. otherwise tends to obscure. Seeing through my B.S. mindfully is the beginning of the end of its enthrallment of my psyche.

The dual power of mindful beholdment is proclaimed in two of my favorite injunctions:

To thine own self be true . . . and thou canst not then be false to any other man.

 –William Shakespeare

If you are not yourself deceitful, you will not be deceived.

-Anthony De Mello
The antidote for self-deceit was specified in Ernest Hemingway’s prescription that writers develop a built-in “bullshit detector.” When equipped with such a detector (and having it engaged), I cannot be deceived by another unless I knowingly choose to be deceived. Knowing when to so choose and when not to is priceless. For everything else there is hasta la vista. (One of the greatest boons to me of my own bullshit detector has been my acute awareness that the vast majority of TV commercials sell chronic indebtedness, social insecurity, aging, illness, and fear of dying in the guise of offering their remedies.)

In my own experience I have thus far detected no greater self-deceptive bullshit than that of my own beliefs when systematized. Every -ism is a prison once believed in. Nonetheless, though my objective in being fully mindful is to be free from my beliefs, I do not endeavor to be entirely free of them, since they can also serve me beneficially so long as I am not their servant. The summitry of skillful inner crap detection was recognized in Marshall McLuhan’s claim that all of his thoughts were merely “probes” and that “I neither believe nor disbelieve anything I say.” 

To be mindfully “intentional” is to know just what my intentions are - those that serve me best as well as those that serve me ill – and to be in self-command from the ones that serve me well. What distinguishes mindful intentionality from merely “having good intentions” is my heart-felt commitment to the intentions that best serve my well-being. Only with commitment that is emotionally heart-felt as well as mentally rationalized am I able to maintain the course of my best intentions. Yet this does not mean that I am never off-course with reference to my heart-felt intentions. Like the pilot of a plane that tends to be drifting off-course all of the time, I am constantly engaged in course-correction. Heart-felt commitment to my intentions is the equivalent of a pilot’s heart-felt commitment to a safe landing at a chosen destination.

When I speak of “freely-willed self-dominion” I refer to consciously noticed (rather than unconsciously replicated) experience and behavior. As this report maintains throughout, even though I am not always free to choose what I experience, the way I experience and behave is my choice, which I exercise either consciously or unconsciously. When I am unmindful of this response ability, most of my experience and behavior habitually conforms to former choices that have long since been forgotten as they continue to function via the automatic pilot of my subconscious mindset. 

This compound insight (i.e., insight to my own insight) clarifies my earlier statement as follows: Though I don’t always experience what I am consciously looking and meditating for, I do always experience what I am subconsciously looking and meditating from. With my “come-from” as the lens of my perception, I am blind to all comes from elsewhere. For instance, if I am looking and praying for someone I can trust from a mindset whose come-from is “nobody can be trusted,” I will continue to see and experience other persons as being untrustworthy. People who can be trusted will escape detection by the untrustingly focused lens of my perceptual radar. For all practical purposes, I will be like a man who always fishes with a net whose mesh (a.k.a. “matrix”) is one square inch, and concludes from this that there are no fish of less than one inch in length.

My foregoing mosaic of mixed metaphorical allusions is mindfully woven, since detection both by radar and the human sensorium is grounded in a perceptual matrix whose nature is such that my “free will” therein is my power to makeover the matrix. I cannot choose to free myself of having a perceptual matrix, only to be free from the limitations of any given one. (An example is when I remove my glasses, which correct for farsightedness, in order to read. Their lenses allow me to be free from my farsightedness, even though I am not free of it.)

My “free will” exists only in potential until I actualize it by exercising my ability to re-matrix (re-lens, re-program) undesired perceptions and behavior that conform to my subconscious mindset’s “force of habit.” Such resetting of the mind consists of making alternative choices that result in the new experience and behavior I desire. Prerequisite to all change of the way I experience and behave, as distinct from changing what my experience and behavior are, is the requirement of a perceptual makeover.

More broadly considered, mindfulness is the so-called “presence of mind” that comprehensively attends to all that currently impinges on my awareness. To be fully mindful is to be consciously aware of the interrelationships and consequences – both inner and outer – of all that I think, say, and do, and of my accountability (accounting ability) for those consequences. Such mindfulness is inherent in all persons, yet exercised by few. Thus, for example, when Mohandus Gandhi’s 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."
Such “presence of mind” requires my continual attention to how my perceptivity beholds its content, because the way I perceive determines my relationship to what I am perceiving. Perceptivity functions recursively, like a set of facing mirrors. As a consequence, my outer relationships are formed, reformed, and transformed in accord with the formation, reformation, and transformation of my inner perceptivity.

The “powers” that I most yearn to exercise, therefore, are the powers of mindfully intentional self-dominion. The discipline of mindfully commanding my attention from the perspective of my intentions is far less easily practiced than it is simply described, for it tends to elude even my attempts to meditate on behalf of establishing and maintaining such command. This elusiveness is illustrated by the story of a monk who reported to the head of his community that he was ready to have the fruits of his meditative discipline put to the test. His superior sensed that the monk was actually not yet equal to the test. Knowing of the monk’s delight with horseback riding, his superior replied, “Very well. If you can recite the Lord’s Prayer without distraction I will allow you a daily ride of the community’s finest horse.”

“Done!” proclaimed the monk as he gleefully commenced reciting, “Our Father who art in Heaven, hallowed be Thy name. Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done – does that include a bridle and saddle?”

Thus far, bridling my awareness and saddling into it on behalf of total mindfulness continues to be an ongoing challenge in spite of meditative and contemplative practice. This is because so much of my consciousness remains subliminal until “brought to mind” by rigorous practices and disciplines such as industrial-strength shamanism and Dzogchen Buddhism. In the meantime, it is only to the degree that I do succeed in becoming and remaining wakeful to my consequential relationships with the totality of my circumstances that I can lay claim to being mindful of my situation. 

The extent to which I am mindful of my own and others’ feelings and actions is also the extent to which I can thereby be a forgiving person. I succeed in forgiving myself and others – meaning that I succeed in ceasing my unforgiveness of all concerned – only via mindful inner command from my powers of self-dominion. It is in the absence of such command that I tend to default to the forceful control of my circumstances, and then justify my fault with blame.

Additional perspectives on mindful self-dominion: p. xxx

Experiencing Unforgiveness

When I was ordained a priest, I believed that 50 percent of all problems were due to unforgiveness. After ten years in ministry I revised my estimate and maintained that 75 to 80 percent of all health, marital, family, and financial problems came from unforgiveness. Now, after more than twenty years in ministry, I have concluded that over 90 percent of all problems are rooted in unforgiveness. –Father Al Lauer, in The Book of Forgiveness

Whether I am forgiving or unforgiving accords with my perceptivity of what psychologists call “locus of control,” i.e., the source-point of what I perceive to be the determinant of how I feel and behave. For reasons already stated, I prefer to use the term, “locus of command.” Only to the degree that I am in command from my inner faculties may I likewise experience being “in” control.

Most people perceive the cause of their experience, feelings, and behavior to be external, as if the source of their satisfaction or dissatisfaction is outside of themselves. “I Can’t Get No Satisfaction” is the theme song of those who seek the source-point of their happiness and unhappiness in outer circumstances. For instance, when I perceive my outer circumstances from a mindset that is programmed with “I’ll be happy when I have enough money,” I never experience having enough money. This was once my own case, even when I had far more wealth than I required to amply meet my immediate and long-term obligations and necessities. Yet instead of being happy with all that I was affording, I continued to dwell unhappily on what I could not yet afford. 

Upon experiencing a drastic change in my circumstances, my resources ceased to be ample and I perceived myself to be poor. One day, in a spontaneous moment of uncommon insight, I entertained the possibility of reversing my assumption. “Perhaps,” I thought to myself, “the truth of the matter is that when I am happy I will have enough money.” I instantly felt less poor. On behalf of further encouraging this feeling, I committed myself to reprogramming my perception of affordability, and made note of the following re-minder from my inner Wizard of Is:

One upon a time I lived in the land of Affluence,

where the question, “Can I afford it?” meant, “Do I have the money?”

Since I usually did – or knew I would –

I could afford to stockpile earth’s transformed substances

along the walls and down the halls, and on the floors

and in the closets, basements, attics and garages of ever larger homes.

Then one day I left the land of Affluence,

and I no longer had the money with which to accumulate the stuff that I once did.

The word “affording” has a different meaning for me now.

When I see some thing I think I want, I ask myself:

Can I afford the time and energy required

to respect, appreciate and take good care of this new thing?

For if this thing’s not worthy of my respect, appreciation, and good care, 

why buy it?

Or if it is thus worthy,

but I won’t have or take the time and energy

to give it what it’s worth,

why have it?

My wallet and my waist are slimmer now.

Less of me is given to consumption of the earth as artifact.

The more of me thus made available

enjoys a newfound life in the land of Plenty:

abundant time and energy,

enough of people and of things to fulfill my desires to have and give respect,

to appreciate and be appreciated, to care and be cared for,

and abundant opportunity to enjoy what still remains

of Earth not yet transformed by human hands.

In order to experience my circumstances from a mindset of plenty, it is essential that I forgive myself for maintaining my former “not enough” mindset (in which “enough” is perpetually defined as “more than I presently have”). At present, in the wake of a perceptual makeover that is still ongoing, I experience my circumstances from a mindset that, on a continuous daily basis, is re-mindfully programmed with the perceptual cue, “I always have more than enough, with even more to come.”

All of my perceptual cues and makeovers have the same objective in common: changing my perceptivity of my “locus of command,” so as to experience its source-point within me rather than “out there” in my circumstances. By reclaiming my “inner ruler” from distraction by outer (or other inner) conditions, even though I do not initially change the “facts” of my situation, I do change my relationship to those “facts,” after which I quite often experience what seems to be a change in the “facts” themselves. 

Such are the experiential “hydraulics” presently associated with the philosophy of perceptual makeover that Ralph Waldo Emerson was the first to call the “science of mind,” the application of which accords with the reciprocal principle, “change your thinking, change your life.” Both Emerson and his greatest student of this science, Ernest Holmes, were clear that its application consists of changing the way one thinks rather than merely what one thinks. From the Emersonian-Holmesian perspective, a more accurate prescription would be “change the way you think, change your life.” Thinking is ultimately changed only as the thinker is changed.

Although some people equate their perceptual tinkerings with “creating my own reality,” I am unwilling to claim more than the creation of my experience of reality. Since an entire universe of ongoing reality long preceded my ever-growing awareness of it, I can claim at most my local experiential relationship to reality. The “real world” impinges on me as the interacting totality of everything that I perceive to exist and to be true, which I experience as congruent with said perceptivity, however untrue some or all of my perceptions may actually be. 

 As anecdotally noted one day in my endless trove of e-mailed sermon fodder:

The scientific community, emboldened by humankind’s increasing command of nuclear energy and genetic engineering, technologies that were formerly employed only by God, decided that we had no further use for a deity.  A representative was chosen to inform God that He could take the rest of eternity off.

God, however, was not convinced. “Do you really think that you can create life from scratch exactly the way I did?”

“No problem,” said the scientist, as he stooped to pick up a handful of dirt.

“No, no,” said God. “That’s not the way I did it.”

“What do you mean?” asked the scientist.

“Go get your own dirt.”

“Go get your own dirt” is a contemporary version of the Biblical admonishment in which Job’s second-guessing of God is countered with God’s question, “Where wast thou when I laid the foundations of the earth?” (Job 38:4) A comparable perspective for non-believers is inherent in Carl Sagan’s recipe for baking a cake from scratch: “You begin by creating a universe.”  

In the process of “getting my own dirt” relative to my perceptions, the making over of which consists of removing the perceptual dirt that muddies the perspective of my mindset – a process that William Blake called the “cleansing” of perception – I have learned that whenever I am unforgiving, I am perceiving myself to be at the effect of external forces that nullify my “powers” of inner command and thereby render me helpless. Unforgiveness is my expression of the helplessness I tend to feel whenever I am unable to alter an unwanted circumstance or to make a desired circumstance come about. My unforgiving expressions take the form of blame, a resentful self-diversion of my attention with which I enable (and sometimes sanctimoniously ennoble) myself to make other persons or outer circumstances falsely response able and account able for my helpless feelings. Yet nowhere in any dictionary does the definition of either “responsibility” or “accountability” include blame, since blame – no matter of whom or what – is nothing more or less than self-alienation of my own responsive and accounting abilities.

No matter how unable I may be to alter a given circumstance, my inability to do so is entirely my own, not someone else’s. How I relate to my experience of helplessness is entirely within the oversight of my own response and account abilities. Even when I make myself the chosen target of my blaming, this represents my unwillingness to accept the what of my experience, in relationship to which I have “powers” only to change the way that I experience it. Changing the way of my experience via mindful self-dominion is the epitome of “getting my own dirt.”

If, therefore, 90 percent of all my problems are indeed rooted in unforgiveness, as quoted above from the experience of another, then this can only be because I am 90 percent of the time unwilling to choose mindfully intentional self-dominion.

Additional perspectives on experiencing unforgiveness: p. xxx

Experiencing Forgiveness

Experience is not what happens to a man;

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

–Aldous Huxley
How I know I have forgiven someone

is that he or she has harmless passage in my mind.

-Karyl Huntley
At the foundation of my own mindfully intentional self-dominion is the realization that my circumstances are not the cause of my experience, for if circumstances were of themselves causal of experience then everyone would experience the same circumstances the way that I experience them. Yet such is clearly not the case. An obvious example: Even though the honking horn was an occasion (not cause) of my distress, it did not similarly disturb my wife. She just folded it in to her meditative process, as eventually did I as well.

Subsequent to my encounter with the honking horn, and on behalf of being more mindfully commanding from my powers of self-dominion, I have coined two affirmations that serve me in the process of making over my perceptions. I employ one of them contingently whenever I feel upset by circumstances: “If I had powers, I wouldn’t be distracted or distressed by _____.” (The blank is filled in with whatever or whomever I perceive to be the occasion that is presently diverting my attention from my intention to be non-distracted.)

My discernment of the distinction between caused and “occasioned” behavior is in part facilitated by my understanding of Whiteheadian philosophy. The Whiteheadian perspective distinguishes each particular experience from the specific impingements on awareness that “occasion” the experience, the word “occasion” here serving as a verb. The “cause” of my experience is the way that I choose (whether consciously or unconsciously) to adapt its “occasioning” to the behavioral patterns I have previously established in former encounters with similar and related occasions of experience. (To those who protest that Whiteheadian philosophy is nowhere nearly this simple, I can only say that this is simply how I have occasioned it working for me.)

My purpose in affirming non-distraction/distress is not an ostrich-like dismissal of what occasions it, as though to say that if had I powers I could make the occasion go away. The affirmation’s purpose is rather to remind me that I always have the perceptual power to experience mindful clarity, and thereby empower my most effective response to a given circumstance. 

Industrial-strength application of the power of perceptual management is represented in a story from the Zen tradition, about a man who was chased to the edge of a cliff by a tiger. Looking over the edge, the man spotted a bush growing out of its side, and just within his reach were he to lie down and grab on to it. He did so in time to slip over the cliff’s edge and dangle from the bush, beyond the tiger’s reach. As the escapee continued to hang in there thus precariously, the tiger remained at the cliff’s edge, peering down at him. Eventually, the man’s weight being too much for the bush to bear, its roots began to loosen their tenuous grip within the crevice from which it was growing. Looking down to see how far he had to fall, the man saw another tiger beneath him, eagerly awaiting the occasion of its next meal (its hunger being the cause). 

Only then did the doomed man also notice a flower that was growing near the bush. Taken by its beauty he remarked, “How lovely.” (In a variation of this cliff-hanger, the man notices a berry that is growing on the bush, plucks it with his teeth, and while chewing it on the way down remarks, “how delicious.”)

My tendency upon first hearing this story was to dismiss it as insufferably far-fetched, thus ignoring the subtlety of its point – that when I perceive myself to be in an unforgiving, damned-if-I-do-damned-if-I-don’t situation (also called a “double bind”), I nonetheless have the power, if and as I choose to exercise it, to focus my attention on a circumstance that is more forgiving on behalf of my intention to remain centered in the midst of distressing circumstances. The cliff-hanging scenario’s illustration of the mindfully intentional power of choiceful self-dominion became thus clear to me only after I meditatively contemplated the story – which is precisely the purpose such stories are meant to serve for those who initially discount their credibility.

The other affirmation that supports me in making over blameful perceptivity is “I am a forgiving person,” by which I mean that I am a person who is committed to giving all persons and circumstances harmless passage in my mind, whether or not they themselves are harmful. By being a forgiving person, I refrain from adding self-insult to injury by avoiding the toll that my unforgiveness invariably takes on me.

It is with heart-felt intention, therefore, that I silently assert to myself several times each day that “I am a forgiving person,” whether I am presently facing a forgiveness challenge or not. Once again, it is from the logic of contemplative meditation that this affirmation occurred to me. It emerged into form while I was taking an internal inventory, in which I clearly recognized how each occasion of forgiveness requires me to change the way that I perceive what is unforgiven. I further recognized how difficult it tends to be for me to make the required shift from unforgiving to forgiving perceptivity, as well as how, in the meantime, my unforgiving grievances continue to pile up more rapidly than I release them, so that I accumulate an ever-growing backlog in my grievance caseload.
In short, I recognized the perceptual psycho-dynamics of replacing unforgiveness with forgiveness: unforgiveness is the blameful prolongation of my grievances, and forgiveness is the release of blamefulness. In other words, a "grievance" consists of grief polluted by blame. Accordingly, "release of grievance" is the operational definition of forgiveness, while unforgiveness is operationally defined as “attaching blamefulness to grief.”

Grieving is an essential and legitimate response to the death of loved ones and other tragic losses, to betrayal and hurtful treatment by other persons, to incapacitating accidents and disease, and to all other major wounds and disappointments. However, “grievances” (grief plus blamefulness) are always optional and serve only to indefinitely extend the season of my grief. All grieving is seasonal, so long as it is freely allowed to rise to its peak and thereafter dissipate of its own accord. Even when the occasion of my grief is unforgettable, my grief nonetheless ongoingly attenuates over time so long as it is not fueled by hostile emotional add-ons. Since unforgiveness is no more than an add-on to my grief, I am capable of subtracting it therefrom as well.

Since there is nothing in the nature of grieving itself that necessitates blameful resentment, once I have released my unforgiveness I can continue to grieve blamelessly so long as I feel inclined to do so. In fact, once my grief is no longer held in place by blame, my grieving process is free to run its natural course. In the meantime, I can hold others fully accountable for any wrong-doing without recourse to blame. 
Because my grievances consist of legitimate grief plus optional blame, forgivingly releasing my grievances is the process of liberating my grief from the blamefulness that serves only to perm my psyche with the grieving process. No matter who or what is unforgiven by me, my unforgiveness exists only in me, where it serves to fixate my grief.  It is as the sole repository of my unforgiving feelings, therefore, that I need not seek for whom my unforgiveness tolls as it takes its toll on me. (The nature of its toll is reviewed in the Appendix, p. xxx.)

Unforgiveness is the psyche-state of sorrow gone sour with blamefulness. Forgiveness is the liberation of my sorrowing from blame. Only to the extent that I am willing to release the blamefulness associated with my grieving am I able to be forgiving. 

My acceptance of the foregoing realization inspired my further contemplation of a logically related self-inquiry: Rather than be an unforgiving person who piece-meals case-by-case exceptions to being blameful while my resentment-laden grievances increasingly pile up, how can I instead be a generically forgiving person whose grievance-releasing caseload is always reasonably current? This question in turn evoked the further realization that I could transform my perceptivity by ongoingly affirming, “I am a forgiving person,” and by reinforcing this affirmation with yet another question that I raise whenever I become aware that I am nurturing my sorrow with blame: “What would a forgiving person do in this situation?”

Being a forgiving person is not so-called “batch processing,” because each occasion of grief presents itself as an individual claim on my intention to liberate it from the prolonging grip of blamefulness. Forgiving personhood requires me to be singularly responsive in timely, specific release of each grievance that arises in my thoughts and feelings. Presently, therefore, though I still release my grievances on a case-by-case basis, all of my grieving is now relatively short-lived, including even grief that is born of circumstances that I am forever unlikely to forget.

The contrast of unforgiving and forgiving personhood is profound:

· As a blamefully grieving person, I tend to make forgiving exceptions only for what I choose to perceive as forgettable offenses. Only as a blame-releasing person am I able to forgive what I experience as unforgettable. 

· As a blamefully grieving person I am inclined to cease relinquishing my blamefulness the moment it feels self-hurtful to forgive. As a blame-releasing person I continue to let go of blame until such hurting stops.

There are numerous, horribly hurtful circumstances in which only forgiving personhood empowers abstention from blamefulness of others. A colleague in forgiveness, Emmie Tse, has written of such personhood:

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 it.  

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 in honor of countless heroes and heroines of forgiveness that I daily re-mind myself of two fundamental aspects of my self-dominion: 

· such heroic powers are equally inherent in my own potential to be a blame-releasing person; 

· my realization of this potential does not depend on the occasions of my experience, rather upon what I do with each occasion of my experience. 

Only thus am I empowered to engage myself in a perceptual makeover on behalf of granting harmless passage in my mind to all that occupies it, and especially to all of its preoccupations. And only as I am thus empowered may I commit to the consistent remission of all blamefulness, thereby putting forgiveness first in my relational priorities.

Additional perspectives on experiencing forgiveness: p. xxx

Forgiving My Experience 

The soul of another is a dark forest.

–Russian Proverb
Within the territory of ourselves there can only be our own footprints….

This genuine privacy is the basis of genuine relationship[.]
–Ronald D. Laing

The hardest thing for me to forgive has been life itself for being the way it is, i.e., for being as M. Scott Peck characterized it in his succinct one-sentence opening paragraph of The Road Less Traveled: “Life is difficult.” I am able to forgive my experience of life’s difficulties only insofar as I am willing to forgive the very nature of experience itself. And in my experience thus far, no one has more effectively described the ultimate difficulty with being alive than Roland Laing in the following passage near the beginning of his book, The Politics of Experience:

We can see other people's behavior, but not their experience.... The other person's behavior is an experience of mine. My behavior is an experience of the other.... I see you and you see me. I experience you and you experience me. I see your behavior. But I do not and never have and never will see your experience of me. Just as you cannot see my experience of you... Your experience of me is invisible to me and my experience of you is invisible to you.

I cannot experience your experience. You cannot experience my experience. We are both invisible beings. All beings are invisible to one another. Experience is being's invisibility to being. Experience used to be called the Soul. Experience as invisibility of being to being is at the same time more evident than anything. Only experience is evident. Experience is the only evidence. 

To this day, one of my most vivid memories is that of my initial experience of reading the above passage in the late 1960’s as I was flying to a conference in Honolulu. I felt a sudden and unbearable inner sadness, compounded with a foreboding premonition that I associated with C. P. Snow’s declaration, “We are born alone, and we die alone.” Laing’s words had flung me deeply into the heart of my inner darkness. 

I snapped the book shut and gulped the free champagne that I had absent-mindedly accepted while engrossed in the early pages of Laing’s treatise on experiential politics. I then quickly rose and made my way to the upper deck of the 747, in which I had earlier, and much to my surprise, discovered a piano bar. 

Whenever I feel disconnected, recourse to music is my most immediately effective means of reenlisting myself in feelings of connectivity. To my chagrin on my earlier visit, the piano was occupied by someone whom I envied because of the attention that others were giving him, even though his playing was not (in my estimation) all that notable. (I had rationalized that the lounge was so small that anyone who played at all well was likely to captivate its intimately crowded audience.) Noting gratefully that the piano bench was now unoccupied, I sat down to play what is possibly the most heart-felt music that I have ever rendered, which evoked a stillness as profound in those around me as the one within me from which the music was emerging. Since silent, rapt attention is approximately the last thing for which piano bars are intended, I mindfully rendered sudden dramatic relief via a spontaneous outburst of “Pinetop’s Boogie-Woogie” – a celebration of the inner sense of interconnectivity I had once again conserved.

Over the next 20 years I noticed countless times the presence of The Politics of Experience on my bookshelf, as well as on the shelves of others, yet consulted the book no further. It took that long for me to be at ease with the prospect of reopening the book, only to find that I was still reluctant to read beyond the above-quoted passage. This time, however, my reluctance to proceed was less from a sense of unbearable sadness and foreboding than from a feeling that anything said thereafter would be mere commentary that would dilute my positive experience of reviewing what I had read before. I felt that reading onward would diminish my present intuition of a deeply abiding beneficial presence within my being, a self-presence (my own) that is totally impervious to feelings like those that accompanied my initial encounter of Laing’s insight.

It would be another seven years before I read beyond the passage, able at last to thoroughly forgive the experience of being forever alone with a self-understanding that can never be fully shared with and comprehended by any other. I now utterly accept, without sadness, foreboding, or other doleful sentiment, that I was born alone and one day will die alone as a person who lives in the ultimately inescapable solitude of his inexorably individual experience.

What today, as before and always, continuously requires my forgiveness is represented in the good news/bad news declaration of another of my “Wizard of Is” re-mindings:

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. 

The bottom line of my in-here-itance is that I can live no more forgivingly, acceptingly, or lovingly with any other person or in any situation than I do with my own being. I continually “can’t get no satisfaction” from outer circumstances so long as I do not first create a ground of satisfaction within my core experience of and with myself. Even my enjoyment of the soul mate with whom I share my life depends upon the greater resonance of my mindful at-homeness with the sole earthly mate of my self-dominion.

As Laing asserted – though not in so many words – “to be” is to be my experience’s mindful earthly sole self-proprietor. The good news that Laing also asserted (though this was a belated discovery on my part only as I read further in his writings), is that only as I am mindfully my experiential sole self-proprietorship am I vouchsafed the genuine privacy that makes equally genuine relationship possible, a depth of relationship that goes far beyond Rilke’s plaintive definition of loving mutuality as “two solitudes [that] protect and border and greet one another.” So-called “true” love is love without a reason that accordingly has no season, other than its own perpetuity, of which I have also been re-minded by my inner sourceror:

Each of us looks out of a window that others can only look into.

Thus I will never fully see nor understand the inner place you occupy.

Yet even though I cannot inhabit with you

the in-here-ness of your solitude,

nor can you inhabit mine,

I am gladly beside you in any circumstance,

while feeling the love for you

that is nonetheless forever inhering me.

Loving forgiveness brings back into coherence what blameful unforgiveness has rendered incoherent. Such is the underlying message of the first book that made a deep impression on my psyche, L. Frank Baum’s The Wizard of Oz: once I am caught up in the self-fragmenting whirlwind of blame, I am not in toto any more. My blamefulness clouds and thus eclipses my experience of the entirety of who and what and how I ultimately am, the totality that I reference subsequently in this report as “whole-sum being.” It is in, with, and from this whole-sum-ness of my being that I exercise my powers of self-command.

This is why, when presented with the opportunity to choose between the employment of unforgiving, outwardly other-controlling force and the exercise of forgiving, inwardly self-commanding power, that I much prefer enjoyment of the latter choice. Having long since entertained all the self-alienation that I am willing to withstand, I now choose instead to enjoy the ever-increasing self-appreciation that accompanies the expression of my beneficial presence of whole-sum being overall that is possible in the absence of former blame.

Additional perspectives on forgiving my experience: p. xxx

ADDITIONAL PERSPECTIVES

It is a simple task to make things complex,

but a complex task to make things simple.

–Meyer’s Law
Each foregoing segment of this report is complemented with related material in the pages that follow, thus giving the report somewhat the flexibility of a website. This segment-by-segment tandem arrangement provides readers with alternative ways to navigate my exposition. Either all of the material that precedes the following perspectives may be read first, or each foregoing segment (or occasional ones) can be read along with its (their) related material that follows.

In any event, I strongly recommend immediate tandem reading of the additional perspectives related to the report’s “Introduction” and “Introspection,” prior to choosing whether or not to read the foregoing “Perspectives from Whole-Sum Being” with reference to their respective further commentaries. And I do not recommend that one read the following material first, because it presumes as its starting point the reader’s familiarity with the terminology that is therein further illuminated. 

I also strongly recommend that readers immediately consult all cross-referenced material wherever it is cited in the text of this report.

Nor does this report end with the following assemblage of additional perspectives. Each of the following segments is in turn further extended via reference to its own web page at www.forgivingmyself.com. On these web pages readers may glimpse into the even farther out reaches of my mind, while sharing and exploring (a.k.a. “blogging”) their own and one another’s responses to and assessments of each segment from the perspectives of their own individuality of experience. 

For the website’s “rules of engagement,” see p. xxx.

Relating from My Innermost Experience (con’t.)
Whosoever looks with heed into his thoughts will find that our science of the mind has not got far. He will find there is somebody within him that knows more than he does, a certain dumb life in life; a simple wisdom behind all acquired wisdom; somewhat not educated or educable; not altered or alterable; a mother wit which does not learn by experience or by books, but knew it all already; makes no progress, but was wise in youth as in age. More or less clouded it yet resides the same in all, saying Ay, ay or No, no, to every proposition. Yet its grand Ay and its grand No are more musical than all eloquence.  Nobody has found the limit of its knowledge.  -Ralph Waldo Emerson

I have often thought that the best way to define a man's character would be to seek out the particular mental or moral attitude in which, when it came upon him, he felt himself most deeply and intensely active and alive.  At such moments there is a voice inside which speaks and says: 'This is the real me!' 

-William James
When I espouse the value of discoursing from within, I do so in part from the Emersonian perspective on inner knowing - my knowing that knows that it knows what it knows without my having to know either how or why it knows. Philosopher Michael Polanyi called this “tacit” aspect of my knowing “the more I know than I can say.” Such perspectives on inner knowing are among several others that inform my conversational strategy.

Another of these perspectives is that of Methodism’s founder, John Wesley: “Think and let think.” Although Wesley’s original impetus has not always fared well in his church’s subsequent methodical discipline, I accredit the intrinsic value of his laissez faire perceptual perspective despite either his own contrary shortcomings or those of his followers. The authority of wisdom that comes from the inner “knower that knows that it knows what it knows” ultimately transcends all authorship by resonating with its compatriot authority in other minds.

Additionally informative of my conversational strategy is Marshall McLuhan’s axiom, “the medium is the message,” whose message to the medium of my own outlook I have diligently massaged ever since. McLuhan’s deft articulation of the obvious – that each medium of expression structures the relationships of those who relate with and to it, and that the relationship thus formed by each medium is the ultimate contextual shape-giver to the medium’s content – wove in my mind a single fabric of numerous other insights whose correlations it synthesizes: 

· We become as we behold. –William Blake

· We shape our dwellings, and then our dwellings shape us. –Winston Churchill

· The raspberry within itself does not contain its sweetness, nor does the tongue. It is in the interaction between the two that this glorious manifestation of the divine resides. – Matthew Jacobson

· What you are speaks so loud, I cannot hear what you say. –Ralph Waldo Emerson

· You cannot travel the path until you are the path. –Buddha

· Man, insofar as he acts on nature to change it, changes his own nature. –Hegel

· Science cannot solve the ultimate mystery of nature. And that is because, in the last analysis, we ourselves are part of the mystery that we are trying to solve. –Max Planck

Also illustrative of “the medium is the message” was Louis Armstrong’s reply to someone who asked him to explain the nature of jazz: “If you have to ask the question, you won’t understand the answer.” Armstrong understood that there was is ultimately no such actual thing as jazz and its nature, only jazz as its nature. 

Similarly, there is ultimately only the world as its creatures rather than the world and its creatures, only the nation as its citizens, the team (neighborhood, family) as rather than and its membership, etc.  Until we understand this deepest of all ecologies, we will continue to ignore the implications of our collectivity, as if we were so many isolates in a random aggregation rather than participants in an infinitely interactive web.

Because – and to the extent that – each medium is its own message, and because I am myself an ongoing medium of perceptivity, every relationship that I form, or in which I am otherwise a participant, in turn forms me in accordance with its nature. My perceptivity establishes both my relationship to the world and the world’s corresponding mirrored-back relationship to me.
What most immediately triggered the deliberate adoption of my conversational strategy in August, 1965 was my learning of a precedent set by engineer-architect R. Buckminster (“Bucky”) Fuller, who spent nearly two years in silence, determined not to speak a single word until he knew what certainties were grounded within himself, irrespective of others’ testimony. He undertook this two-year seminar with his interiority amidst circumstances in which he felt like an utter failure, and recognized that his situation was the result of his being at the effect of other people’s misguided decisions. He committed to remaining silent until he felt at one with the inner wisdom of his own “grand Ay” and “grand No.” According to Bucky, it was his ongoing lifelong counsel with his own inner certitude that evoked his novel understanding of geometry, called “synergetics” (as derived from his “synergy” of doing more with less) and the structural application of this geometry in his so-called “geodesic domes” and “tensegrity” structures.

Inspired by Fuller’s example, I undertook a seminar with my own inner certainty that has been far less intensive than his. Instead of compressing my own interior consultancy within an extended period of silence, I committed myself to living the remainder of my life in devotion to conversation based on what I presently call “openly-mindful self-discourse”: articulation of and communication from the innermost dialog with which I mind my experience. Like Bucky, I have come to mindfully trust the validation of my own inner experience above all secondary or contrary validation from others. I trustingly own both my own inner knowing and, in light of that knowing, all of my mistakes, while holding no one else ultimately responsible and accountable for what I perceive, experience, and think, say, or do.

What I quickly discovered from my practice of this let-it-be interpersonal strategy is that folks are generally reluctant to take issue with disclosure from my innermost experience when it is conveyed by me with no insistence that others validate my statements as being true for them as well. Argument is less forthcoming from others when I communicate mindfully from my own internal self-discourse by relating from my experience in addition to, rather than primarily, relating from the story of my experience. Disclosures from my innermost experience of the “who I am” that speaks so much louder than its role-play are less likely to evoke forthright contradiction than are categorical assertions that others have no way of validating from their own experience.

Openly-mindful self-discourse is my most powerfully evocative mode of communication, and is the preferred ground of intentionality from which I relate with other persons. By disclosing myself directly from the fundamental substance of my innermost experience while recounting its outward story, I minimize others’ tendency to take issue with my discourse. 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” per se rather than only erroneously perceived and interpreted. My articulation of from-inner-self disclosure tends instead to invite others to a mutual exploration of our respective experiential databases, rather than to an argument with my own. It invites mutually corrective self-inquiry, rather than the tactics of adversarial reactivity and litigious cross-exacerbation.

As people listen to my from-inner-self disclosure of my experience, rather than to a story that tells merely about my experience, they correspondingly tend to tune in to whatever experience of their own is resonant with mine. Instead of fueling a dispute (by listening primarily to what they intend to say in defense of their own story as soon as I pause in telling mine, and being engaged so intently in their own self-talk that they scarcely attend to mine), my auditors tend to hear what I am saying from the depths of their own experience rather than with primary reference to either of our storylines. They tend, in other words, to perceive correlations of my from-inner-self disclosure with aspects of their own interior dialog.
A further advantage of my conversational strategy is that it minimizes my own incentive to continue dwelling on a fixated story of my life. To the extent that I experience being more deeply heard by some, I feel less need to tell the story of my experience to many. Nor, as I consider their responses, do I feel in need of clinging to past perceptions and interpretations of “the story of my life.” The world of my experiential reality becomes correspondingly more fluid, as evidenced in the “new age” cliché that it is never too late to have a happy childhood. (See p. xxx)

The medium-as-message axiom also reflects the conserving tendency that indwells the evolutionary process, reconciling Heraclitus’ perspective, “the only thing permanent is change,” with that of the French proverb, “the more things change, the more they stay the same.” Evolution is a cosmic response to the challenge that arises when “what works” never shows up in quite the same way when stepping in the same river twice. The medium-message of evolution is its preservation of simple workability (commonly key-worded as “survival”) via successive increments of complexification. Simple biological workability is conserved via the evolution of molecular and ecological complexity. Stated in so many words: the underlying dynamic of all effective change is the preservation of what works via the adaptation thereof to fluctuating circumstances.
As I self-evolve myself from being bound to the content of my perceptions, I conserve the workability of my relationship to the common ground of my perceiving – namely, my relationship to the one who is perceiving, the one who is known to me as “me”. I greatly empower such workability by being mindful of the propositions that are embedded in my use of prepositions. Like the mythical bed of Procrustes, to which all who passed were stretched or trimmed to fit its length, language similarly tends to confine my perceptions. And of all the aspects of language, prepositions are most powerful in the formation of what I perceive to be as so and accordingly tend to propose as being so for others. Prepositions are in and of themselves (as well as with, through, to, from, within, beyond, etc. themselves) definitive of relationships, hence their medium-as-message correlate: my prepositions represent my relational propositions. 

Dynamically speaking, my use of prepositions elects the representative government of my relationality. Accordingly, the quickest way to know where folks are “at” is to pay close attention to their use of prepositions. For example, my overall use of the word “about” reveals more of what I am actually about than do the words that complete my respective phrases that are prefaced by this particular preposition. Accordingly, my perceptivity is conditioned far more shallowly as I merely think about my feelings than it is as I am thinking with, through and from my feelings. When I think about my feelings, they are perceived as distinct from my thinking, rather than integral with it. I thereby tend to perceptually alienate myself from the totality of my inner cosmos, as if I were a living split infinitive. And so it is likewise with the preposition “from”; my overall use of the word “from” reveals more of the whence of my “coming” (a.k.a. as my “come from”) than do the subsequent words that it phrases. The prepositional medium is its message, so that my sense of from-ness is far more formative of my relationality than the content of the phrases that my use of the preposition “from” initiates.

It is because I favor discourse that is expansive rather than contractive of my mindset’s frame of reference that I am so mindful of how my prepositional phrases inform and denote my propositional phases. My relationship to prepositions embeds my overall relationship to the world of my experience. Therefore, if I merely think about myself, I tend to think myself to pieces. Alternatively, so long as I am thinking from myself, I tend to think myself together. This mindful change of prepositional perspective has been instrumental in my overall shift from a formerly reactive outlook on my experience to a more proactive beholding of the circumstances that give form to my experience. 

Prepositional phrasing is but one of many ways that language may be used to reframe its Procrustean edginess. Other ways, such as seriously purposeful and rejoyceful punning, rheologism (see p. xx), chiasmus (see p. xx), and mindful use of alliteration, meter, and homonym are replete throughout this report. Yet the most important thing for me to be mindful of, regardless of my semantic shenanigans, is that so long as I am expressing myself in language I am inexorably framing myself in accordance with the how of my doing so.

Further commentary and a discussion of open-mindful self-disclosure:

www.forgivingmyself.com/self-disclosure.htm.

Forceful Reaction (con’t.)

The place to find is within yourself.

–Joseph Campbell
The First Law of Experience is that all of my experience takes place within me. Finding the very place in and from which my experience originates, and coming to know and lovingly command my experience from that place, is prerequisite to the effective consummation of my being’s urge to magnify its self-appreciation, actualization, realization, and fulfillment.

None of my experience, be it “good” or “bad,” happens to me “out there.” All of my experience occurs in a place that is uniquely “here” to me, so that the story of my life is the never-ending in-here-ing of what is growing on (or isn’t) in my experiential universe. Though most of what I experience occurs externally, my experience of it is entirely interior. My experience is forever in here and never out there.

Whenever I relate to my experience as though it were taking place out there, my behavior tends to be reactionary. It also tends to be proportionately forceful to my dislike of what I am experiencing. Yet in every such case, the application of my forceful behavior can be no more effective than is my inner mastery of my powers of perception.

The respective dynamical consequences of forceful and powerful behaviors are elaborated in David R. Dawkins’ books, beginning with Power vs. Force: The Hidden Determinants of Human Behavior (see bibliography, p. xxx). Since I most immediately concern myself in this report with my own individual experience of and perspectives on these contrasting behaviors, I address more generalized experimental and psychological understandings of force and power at the forgivingmyself.com website, as cited in the note that follows the next segment.

Powerful Response (con’t.)

[O]ur experience of the natural world is based in the end not directly on behavior that occurs in nature, but rather on the results of our perception and analysis of this behavior. -Stephan Wolfram

Sooner or later, we all sit down to a banquet of consequences.

–Robert Louis Stevenson

It is my inner relationship to my circumstances that causes my particular experience of them, not my circumstances in and of themselves. For example, it was our respective differences in relationship to the honking horn that caused my wife and I to experience it so differently.

My every experience is peculiar to the inner relationship I have with my circumstances, because my experience is what happens as interpreted by me. My experience = what is happening + my awareness of what is happening + my interpretive perception and analysis of that awareness. This compound realization is the foundation of all intra- and interpersonal genius, as well as the (sometimes) compound fracture of such genius even in (sometimes) brilliant minds. Accordingly, as Dr. Phil McGraw is fond of reminding his TV guests and audiences, “perception is all” and all perception is chosen.

The Second Law of Experience is that the interpretation thereof is the mother of all perception, as well as the ultimate mother of invention. I sometimes also call this the Law of Response Ability, because my ability to act responsibly is empowered – or dis-empowered – by the interpretational matrix that I have programmed (often thoughtlessly) into my perceptivity. Perceptivity, like all other processes of computation, is no better than the conceptual garbage or jewels that outwardly reciprocate my importation thereof. This is why, at every level of our relationship to that grandest of all computations we variously called “cosmos,” “the comprehensive whole system,” and “god,” whatever comes around accordingly goes around.

The First and Second Laws of Experience are the principles that respectively govern perceptual individuality and reciprocity, and are likewise the respective foundations of all effective personal dominion and life management. 

· In accordance with the First Law, I am uniquely individual because all experience takes place within, and I have self-dominion because of my experiential singularity. 

· In accordance with the Second Law, the consequences of my individual perceptivity are reciprocally interrelated with the consequences of everyone else’s perceptivity, which makes my life most manageable when I function in response-enabled correspondence with the omni-mutual nature of the perceptual reciprocity of all concerned.

Within the intra-/interpersonal matrix of perceptual and experiential law, forgiveness and unforgiveness are variations on a reciprocal theme called “reward-and-punishment,” the prevailing scheme by which most human beings tend to manage their interrelationships with one another as well as with their planetary household. I call this theme a “scheme” because it exists only within the interiority complex of human consciousness, having been nonexistent until human beings thought it up. 

We not only tend to project our reward-and-punishment schemes on one another, we similarly project them on the exploitable “resources” and prevailing “forces” of nature overall. Yet (and nonetheless) the universe functions impartially, reigning equally on whom we designate as just and unjust, in impartial accord with the omni-mutual consequences of our designations, and knowing nothing of our human concepts of selective commendation and condemnation. My “rewards” and “punishments,” whether meted to others or myself, are no more than presumptuous local amendments to the impartiality of universal laws (force, motion, gravity, etc.) that govern the cosmos with blameless reciprocity.

Our mutual assignments of responsibility or accountability require no allotment of commendation or condemnation, as anyone who mindfully examines nature’s functions can clearly see. 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.”

In other words, neither sin nor virtue has a method. Instead, each of them is its own method of reciprocal response ability. Accordingly, I am innately my own method of response ability, via which “The highest reward for one's toil is not what one gets for it but what one becomes by it" (John Ruskin). Once again: the medium is the message. 

All of my behavior has consequences that accord with the universal reciprocity via which I am held individually responsible and accountable for every action, and whereby my consequences inexorably bear the fruit that is rooted in my choices. As my choices are sown, so do I reap their corresponding results.

This consequential relationship constitutes the Third Law of Experience, which acknowledges the universal outcome of the first two laws á la the spiritual Golden Rule of transcendent self-regard, and the common-sense beholden rule of “what comes around goes around.” Ignoring or denying any reciprocal consequence of my actions is my ultimately self-defeating attempt to “cash in” life’s benefits while short-changing my investment therein. The consequence of thus selling my life short is a banquet of consequences that ill-feeds all concerned. 

However freely my choices may be made, I am neither free of their outcomes nor am I free to create outcomes that are contrary to the logic that inheres my in-here-ing choices. My freedom of choice methodically binds me to its natural consequences, so that even the nature of their binding is reflective of my choices. For example, choosing to perceive my consequences as rewards leads to further consequences that differ greatly from those that correspond with the choice to perceive my consequences as punishments. And so it is that choices to forgive and not forgive likewise correspondingly bind me to their respective consequences. I am bound by the consequences of my freedom, in accordance with the laws of experience. I am thereby bound because I am first free to choose my perceptual bindings. 

My only way out of my participation in the interiority complex of specious reward-and-punishment is to cease my inner bondage thereto. I do this as I instead relate non-judgmentally to each outcome of my own and others’ behavior, by perceiving it as the naturally occurring reciprocal result of a corresponding choice, and by upholding all concerned in responsibly engaging whatever reciprocal consequences they have chosen to set in motion. 

In accordance with this responsibility/accountability correlate of free will, I have freedom of choice, not of consequence. For instance, the presence of honking horns at times and in places I prefer that they not be is a consequence of my choice to live in a heavily populated urban environment. I can negotiate their presence via a physical makeover of my relationship to the outer world, such as “busting” them and thereby initiating further distressful consequences, or moving to a remote area where I quite probably will experience a different set of distressful consequences. (In an age of Boeing arrows flying almost everywhere overhead, remoteness from the soundscape of human technology is now approximately as nebulous as the ever-receding place called “there.”) 

Alternatively, and with far less efforting, I can accommodate honking horns via a perceptual makeover of my inner world, such as choosing not to be distressed by their unwanted presence. 

Between such polar alternatives there often lies another, such as asking the one who is honking his/her horn to cease doing so. Throughout my “four flat tires” scenario, I never entertained this alternative, because of my poor track record when it comes to persuading people to do things that are contrary to their perceived self-interest (to say nothing of the similarly inconsequential track record of those who endeavor to get me to act in contradiction of my own).

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 greater coherence of perspective, innate character, and intention; greater alignment of feeling, thought and purpose; and the fulfillment of being a beneficial presence. My short-hand term for such internal coherence, behavioral alignment, and beneficent fulfillment of my self-presence is “whole-sum” being. Such whole-sum-ness of being is equivalent to the more cumbersome phrase, “being all that you can be,” while also being far less susceptible to co-option by the U.S. Army.

Further commentary and a discussion of the dynamics of forceful reaction and powerful response: www.forgivingmyself.com/forceandpower.htm.

Choosing Mindfully Intentional Self-Dominion (con’t.)

Our highest endeavor must be to develop free human beings

who are able of themselves to impart purpose and direction to their lives.

–Rudolph Steiner

Insofar as this report is about perceptual dominion, it is less concerned with self-forgiveness per se than it is with what self-forgiveness is about: my powers of self-accountability, self-responsibility, self-integrity, and other faculties of whole-sum being. Reclaiming both my willing and unwitting forfeitures of the perceptive powers that inform these faculties is the objective of the perceptual makeover that informs this report.

In other words, my reportage is ultimately biographical of an aborning mode of perception and its corresponding outlook, as evidenced autobiographically in a person from whose consciousness this emerging outlook has, with ever-increasing mindfulness, been mindfully evolving since 1965. Such reportage 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 this report, therefore, it is the thematic perceptual designs of my conceptual evolution, rather than my life-scenario, that I herein retrace.

The central theme of my evolving perceptivity is my encounter with what Rudolph Steiner called “the ruler within myself,” the inner chooser of my governing perceptions that I alternately also call my “inner sourceror” and “The Wizard of Is.” This “ruler” is responsible and accountable for how I experience my feelings of power and helplessness, of forgiveness and unforgiveness – indeed, of my relationship to all and everything – because I am the sovereign and sole earthly proprietor of my own response abilities.

Self-dominion is my “prime directive” with reference to the universe of my experience. Only to the extent that I forgivingly accept the reality of sole earthly proprietorship of my being, however also soulfully and/or dolefully I feel reality as such to be, am I truly free to exercise my inner sourcerer’s powers. When, instead, I choose to ignore, deny or otherwise reject my sovereign relationship to myself, and am therefore unforgiving of my primary bond, 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 responsible and accountable for how I feel, think, and act, as well as for changing the way that I feel, think, and act.

The experiential truth of my existence is that I am my own inner sourcerer’s apprentice, and no one else’s, just as no one else is apprenticed to my locus of command. To whatever extent I presume to externalize causal command of my thoughts, feelings, and behavior, I thereby set my mind to perceive me as being helpless, and consequently blame my helplessness on other persons, outer circumstances, or on some presumed deficiency of my inner sourcerer’s powers. Only as I choose to perceive my thoughts, feelings, and behavior as the consequence of my internal causal command, can I source (or re-source) my innate powers on behalf of dealing constructively with whatever circumstances and outcomes I may face, including those over which I have no external power of determination.

My inner ruler’s power of determination – the rudder by which I direct my experiential course – is the power that inheres my intentionality. With the exception of one other essential factor, to the extent that I am aware of my intentions, I likewise know my most probable destiny. The essential additional factor is the extent to which I am committed to my intentions. If intention is the rudder of my experiential course, commitment is the keel that keeps me from being blown off course by persons and circumstances that are not aligned with my intentionality. Though I cannot align the world to my intended destiny, I can align my destiny thereto. Heart-felt commitment – emotional and mental dedication to my intentionality – is the factor that aligns me with my chosen destiny. As my intention aims me at my destiny, my heart-felt commitment keeps me on my destinal course.

Whenever I am unforgiving, I am out of alignment with my inner sourceror, because I am in self-denial of the extent to which my own response abilities account for how I think, feel, experience, and behave as I traverse my life’s chosen destinal course. The alternative choice, to be forgiving, is available to me only as I exercise self-dominion that is mindfully responsible for and accountable to the intentions that align my course. And so long as I remain unforgiving, I perpetuate whatever has otherwise only momentarily knocked me off course. 

Unforgiving self-denial assumes that the determining source of my experience is external and that my perceptivity is thereby caused by my circumstances, in the face of which my only resulting options are either forceful reaction or a lapse into helpless resignation. Self-dominion proceeds from the opposite assumption, which is that my locus of command is centered where my feelings, thoughts, and intentional will to act likewise have their residence.

Self-dominion is sourced and re-sourced from my inner powers of command, which empower me to respond in ways that honor me as a feeling, thoughtful, inner-active and interactive, cohesive and coherent whole-sum being. Unforgiveness of self and others, in its disrespect of the whole-sum-ness of my being, mobilizes my outward-directed react abilities. Only as I choose to forgive what has until now been unforgiven, do I re-source my inner-directed response abilities in alignment with my chosen destinal course.

A forgiving response is always immediately available to the extent that I am willing to develop and employ the inner capacities that empower me to be minimally distracted, distressed, deterred, or detoured by persons and conditions that I am outwardly unable to direct. Even as I am taking any actual helplessness into account, such self-empowerment liberates me to otherwise transcend limitations that are fueled more by self-negating feelings than by any fact of actual impedance or impotence.

For example, as a childhood survivor of polio, the immediate “fact” of my consequent condition was that I would be permanently crippled. Yet I recalled the immediate earlier “fact” that I could not possibly survive the onslaught of the disease, since I had all three kinds of polio, which with unusually severe virulence simultaneously attacked my spine, throat, and brain. So I honored the “fact” of my present crippled condition, as well as my fear of its prospective permanency, by letting the “fact” and fear be so while refusing to finance them with the energy of paid attention to the likelihood of life-long handicap. I refused to perceive myself as being more than momentarily crippled. I told myself in effect, as I now sometimes tell myself in so many words, “Bless the appearances, full speed ahead.”

Consequent to my refusal to accept the present diagnosis from which my doctors presumed to derive the future “facts” of my condition – i.e., that my present handicap was permanent – within a few weeks my only notable physical effects of the disease were a change of my voice from soprano to tenor, and of my vision from nearsighted to farsighted. I had become far-sighted indeed, for from this and other refused verdicts of “fact” about my possibilities, I have learned that the full exercise of whatever self-helpful powers do at any given moment remain available to me is fully within my inner sourcerer’s command so long as I relate to and from said powers accordingly.

Further commentary and a discussion of mindful self-dominion:

www.forgivingmyself.com/mindful.htm.

Experiencing Unforgiveness (con’t.)

He not busy being born is busy dying.

-Bob Dylan
My transcendence of the “facts” of polio was – and in aftermath still is – among the most formative of my life’s experiences, for it operationally defined for me the distinction made in the Biblical commandment:  “I have set before you life and death, blessing and cursing: therefore choose life . . .” (Deuteronomy 30:19) It is in the aftermath of my remission from the “facts” of polio, followed by my subsequent remissions from the “facts” of rheumatic fever and leukemia as well, that I have become so intimately conversant with the “fact”-transformative nature of self-forgiveness. 

Forgiveness of self and others is a way of choosing life via my continual busyness with being born, while unforgiveness is a way of being busy with the choice to die. The distinction between these outlooks was once evoked by someone who, upon hearing that I had experienced three major life-challenging diseases remarked, “It’s too bad you’re so healthy.” I responded by observing that if I were unhealthy I could not possibly have survived them all. Nor, were I unhealthy, could I have enjoyed three disease-free decades subsequent to my incidence of leukemia, or have survived two additional life-challenging conditions in the fourth decade that followed. My life has continued to choose itself for 66 years, and I continue to heartily join in that choice amidst every circumstance and condition. 

The busyness with dying that is associated with the physiological consequences of unforgiveness is documented in the Appendix at p. xxx. What more immediately concerns me everywhere else in this report is the psychological precipitation of my physical demise, which I set in motion by harboring blameful feelings that are deadly in proportion to their liveliness. 

The psychology of blame – my condemnation of others or of myself – is at the core of all my unforgiving sentiments (accusation, condemnation, grudge-holding, resentment, regret, hard feelings, and other forms of blame-laden grief). The deadliness of this psychology prevails no matter where my unforgiveness is aimed, whether at other persons or myself, or at past, present and prospective circumstances. Nonetheless, being blameful is deceptively attractive, because unforgiveness feels more “natural” than the experience of forgiveness. Releasing blame tends to feel as though I am giving up my identity, and quite reasonably so, even though the reasoning is distorted. Since my blaming of others is actually an extension of unacknowledged self-blame, in a very real sense my release of unforgiveness is a giving up of my identity, albeit a falsified version thereof.

The effect of my unforgiveness comes to this: Whatever I unforgivingly perceive to be “out there,” the unforgiveness itself is always and only in here. It therefore bears repeating – as well as bares, repeating:

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

Further commentary and a discussion of the experience of unforgiveness: www.forgivingmyself.com/expunforgiveness.htm.

Experiencing Forgiveness (con’t.)

In every child who is born, under no matter what circumstances, and of no matter what parents, the potentiality of the human race is born again; and in him, too, once more, and of each of us, our terrific responsibility towards human life; towards the utmost idea of goodness, of the horror of error, and of God. –James Agee
It never is too late for me to be born again, or yet again thereafter, by dint of new perception. Such was the essence of Jesus’ counsel to those who are unruly in their presumption to rule others (John 3:1-8). Jesus’ good news was the promise that is inherent in the forgiving nature of mindfully intentional self-dominion. Dynamically understood, forgiveness is a default state of my being, to which I return as if reborn when I de-fault my perceptivity.

De-faulted perceptivity comes more naturally to me than I tend to acknowledge. As Thich Nhat Hahn has observed:

When you plant lettuce, if it does not grow well, you don't blame the lettuce. You look for reasons it is not doing well. It may need fertilizer, or more water, or less sun. You never blame the lettuce.  Yet if we have problems with our friends or family, we blame the other person. But if we know how to take care of them, they will grow well, like the lettuce. Blaming has no positive effect at all, nor does trying to persuade, using reason and arguments. 

That is my experience. No blame, no reasoning, no argument, just understanding.

Since unforgiveness is nonexistent in a mind that does not blame, realized forgiveness is most simply defined in just two words: “no blame.” Absence of blame is the essence of realized forgiveness – of my being born again to the beneficial presence of my being. Accordingly, blameless living has been a long-standing prescription for the well-lived life. The counsel of “no blame” shows up regularly in the 5,000-year-old manual for responsible and accountable living, the I Ching, and to this day (it once again bares, repeating) the concept of blame is absent no matter in what dictionary, from definitions of “responsibility” and “accountability.” 

Experientially, “no blame” is what forgiveness is, and living blamelessly – mindfully allowing harmless passage to all things – is how forgiveness is practiced. Living blamelessly is my natural way of being as a beneficial presence. Blamelessly commanding my beneficial presence in the midst of stressful turbulence, however difficult I tend to make my circumstances by compounding them with unnecessary commendations and condemnations, is as simple as letting go of all my blameful feelings.

In other words, forgiveness is the innate self-knowingness I experience as I release my obscuring acquisitions of unforgiving sentiment. Forgiveness comes naturally to me as innate to my way of being as I unlearn blamefulness – yet only to the extent of such unlearning. I innately know how to forgive, without having to learn how. Learning to forgive, not how to do so, is the matter at issue in being reborn to my beneficial presence.

Forgiveness is the positive remainder of my being when I choose to subtract my blameful self-negation from the far greater potential of my beneficial presence. The evocation of such choosing is simple: I learn to forgive via my unlearning of blamefulness, whereby I cease to be distracted by opportunities to make others appear responsible for how I feel. When it is no longer eclipsed by blame-laden grief, my innately forgiving disposition naturally shines forth.

Further commentary and a discussion of the experience of forgiveness:

www.forgivingmyself.com/expforgiveness.htm.

Forgiving My Experience (con’t.)

Listen, - perhaps you catch a hint of an ancient state not quite forgotten; dim, perhaps, and yet not altogether unfamiliar, like a song whose name is long forgotten, and the circumstances in which you heard completely unremembered. Not the whole song has stayed with you, but just a little wisp of melody, attached not to a person or a place or anything particular. But you remember, from just this little part, how lovely was the song, how wonderful the setting where you heard it, and how you loved those who were there and listened with you.

The notes are nothing. Yet you have kept them with you, not for themselves, but as a soft reminder of what would make you weep if you remembered how dear it was to you. You could remember, yet you are afraid, believing you would lose the world you learned since then. And yet you know that nothing in the world you learned is half so dear as this. Listen, and see if you remember an ancient song you knew so long ago and held more dear than any melody you taught yourself to cherish since. –A Course in Miracles

The sudden onrush of a foreboding sense of cosmic disconnectedness that intimidated me from reading further in The Politics of Experience was fortunately tempered for me by Laing’s statement, “Experience used to be called the Soul.” Once upon a time, in other words, we intuited that our sole earthly self-proprietorship was not without a grander company.

Though I had no certain understanding of what my “Soul” might be, other than the inner household of my being, I felt quite certainty that I was endowed with a soul nonetheless, and that its endowment is beneficent to my well-being. This left me open to a “second opinion” that was eventually corrective of my misperception of experiential politics as being no more than cosmic damnation to existential loneliness. This opening was gradual, in response to many subsequent encounters, three of which were musical and especially redemptive.

The first of these three encounters was with “The House Song”, written by Paul Stookey of the folk group Peter, Paul, and Mary, and recorded by the trio at about the same time as the publication of Laing’s treatise on experience:  

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.

I first heard “The House Song” while I was refurbishing the front door to my own home as part of an extensive basement-to-attic makeover. Totally captivated by the haunting imagery of its lyrics, I tearfully surrendered to a deep and nameless quickening that stirred within my inner depths, as though the household of my being was momentarily blessed by a graceful, albeit transient visitor. 

From the song’s mixed metaphors of affirmation and lamentation, I intuited that my soul’s “ultimate concern” (a term coined by theologian Paul Tillich) was profoundly addressed by the question, “How much will you pay to live in the attic?” I further intuited the relationship of this question to another raised by Robert Browning: “A man’s reach must exceed his grasp, else what’s a heaven for?” 

Both questions address my experience of reaching beyond worldly “facts” as a price of my soul’s passage to “higher ground” (a term from folk theology). One such worldly “fact” is my inability to provide the would that is required to kindle another’s could. Nor has anyone else the ability to kindle the would that could my own doing. At most, we may succeed only in igniting whatever would one another already has.

The second amelioration of my felt sense of cosmic loneliness was borne by another song, a composition by Robert Hunter and The Grateful Dead, entitled “Ripple”:

If my words did glow with the gold of sunshine,

and my tunes were played on the harp unstrung,

would you hear my voice come through the music,

would you hold it near, as it were your own?

It's a hand-me-down, the thoughts are broken,

perhaps they're better left unsung.

Well I don't know, don't really care,

let there be songs, to fill the air.

Ripple in still water,

when there is no pebble tossed,

nor wind to blow.

Reach out your hand if your cup be empty,

if your cup be full, may it be again.

Let it be known there is a fountain

that was not made by the hand of man.

There is a road, no simple highway,

between the dawn and the dark of night.

If you should go, no one may follow,

this path is for your steps alone.

You who choose to lead must follow,

and if you fall, you fall alone.

If you should stand, then who's to guide you?

If I knew your way, I would take you home.

Ripple in still water,

when there is no pebble tossed,

nor wind to blow.

My initial response to this song was also tearful (and occasionally still is, especially when I endeavor to sing it publicly). This song, too, contains a clue to the “political” relationship of experience to soul: amidst the world’s ubiquitous pebbles of misfortune and winds of change, the only stillness to be found is deep within me, wherefrom I ripple forth the expression of my individuality whose would is all the could that is required for me to be all that it is possible for me to be as a whole-sum being.

A third song that clued and cued me to the soul proprietorship of my being was written only as it first wrote me, for I first heard it being sung from a distance deep within. The occasion of its occurrence was a moment in which my sense of aloneness was as painfully immediate as it was cosmic. I was facing an imminent divorce as well the termination of my career. At the moment of the song’s occurrence, I had no idea where I would be going, or what I would be doing next in support of my livelihood. I was a quasi-homeless person living in an office, which was fortunately located in a fully functional house. The reception area was the house’s living room, and was furnished accordingly, complete with couch. If the current occasion of my livelihood were not being withdrawn, I would have coulded a rent-free lifestyle in the household of my office indefinitely.

The song’s own occasion occurred during a long mid-afternoon break from an environmental education workshop I was conducting at St. Catherine’s School, which is associated with a convent in rural Kentucky. Since flowing water can be as antidotal to my feelings of disconnection as music is, I took advantage of the school’s immediate environment by taking a walk along a creek in the adjacent wooded countryside, where I surrenderingly imbibed the atmosphere of the warm, hazy, autumnally splendorous countryside, whose riot of leafy colors and smells slowly eased me from my distracted “Dear God, now what?” emotional state. Never before had I felt both my circumstances and my eventual response thereto to be so kindred to those of the man who dangled between two tigers.

As if in consequence of my “Dear God” query, my attention was attracted to a particular place in the stream, where its water slid over a rock with a gentle gurgling sound. This outer babbling induced me to surrender my inner babbling to the immediacy of the moment, in which I heard the gurgle “sing” to me a song whose lyricism of infinite forgiveness momentarily erased all sensibility of separation and despair of being alone. For the duration of the song’s three verses, I utterly ceased to feel one “l” of a way from being all one.

I returned to the workshop with the three verses, which I shared with the nuns and students in attendance, even though I now despaired of ever being able to comparably convey the experiential context of their occasion. Such conveyance came to me only some days later when I was abruptly awakened by a pre-dawn flow of words that I felt urged to put on paper, with the subject/object of my creek-embedded encounter as its title.

THE GURGLE

I touched the endless thread of time one day 

while sitting in the middle of a stream.  

I had been enjoying the autumn countryside,

marveling at how gracefully the day 

was ebbing into twilight, 

and the summer into winter's time.  

I, too, faced a coming darkness, 

a cold time in the journey of my soul.

A leisurely walk along the stream had loosed my mind 

of churning over memories of doings and events 

whose working out now tumbled me 

toward the dreaded valley of the shadow.  

My attention had been drawn 

from past mistakes and future dread 

to an island just my size, 

a rock parting the waters of a wide place in the stream.  

The presence of that stationary island made me wonder 

where the flowing waters tended: 


whence were they falling, 


and where would they arise to fall again?

The water made a gurgling sound 

as invisible as a candle's flame is silent, 

and I recalled a clear, dark night in early childhood 

when I first realized that the burning of a star 

is like the Earth beneath my feet, 

becoming grass becoming cows becoming milk 

becoming me becoming . . .

I made my way into the stream, 

sat on the island just my size, 

and fixed my eyes upon the place 

where water was being tumbled over a rock 

that rested next to mine.  

I watched the gurgle for some time, 

only to find it timeless—

it was just there, 

in contrast to the ever-moving water that sustained it.  

Gurgles are timeless as long as water is on time, 

ceaselessly flowing to where it comes from.

I stuck my finger in the gurgle, 

and modified its timeless tune somewhat, 

but for no longer than the duration of one finger. 

Like the water, I was passing through. 

Yet something in me yearned to stay there with the gurgle, 

so I replaced my finger with a large stone.  

Now the tune was altered for the duration of a rock—

more enduring than my finger 

but less presumptuous than a pyramid.

As I contemplated leaving, never to return, 

I wondered if the gurgle would ever be visited 

by the same water twice.  

And then I heard an invisible silence, 

gurgling deep within:

Don't ask me where I'm going, no one can really say;       

though I've already been there, I'm always on the way.

My journey's never finished as onward I ascend,

from end of my beginning to beginning of my end.

Don't ask me where I come from, the answer's near and far,

as recent as this moment, as distant as a star.

My here is made of elsewhere that elsewhere flows through me,

some ashes from a far-off sun, destination: galaxy.

Don't ask how long I'll be here, we'll never really know.

The only thing eternal is the now through which we flow.

If you look downstream to see what's passed, or behind for future's clue,

you'll miss the beat the heavens keep as they go dancing through.

My encounter with the gurgle had brought to me the realization that wherever my "passing this way" may take me, and whether I am passing a given point only one time or for the umpteenth time, my never-ending passage is a forever-extending experience. Via a simple gurgle I momentarily came to know, face-to-face, the source of the “grand Ay and grand No” of my own being, in accordance with the original definition of Bucky Fuller’s treasured word, “synergy,” that “the human will co-operates with Divine grace in the work of regeneration” (O.E.D).

Such is the ultimate quintessence of doing more with less.

I have known with certainty ever since my gurgle encounter that throughout my synergic changes from moment to moment, however momentous the changes may be, I die only to the forms in which I experience my successively passing and forever ongrowing seasons in eternity.

My “gurgle” experience was an immediate encounter of, with, and from the “here” of my “eternal now,” an experience of-with-from the forever-present origin and ultimate concern of my being, a consultation with the invisible incandescence of my inner essence that Robert Browning called “the spark which a man may desecrate though never quite lose.” I had touched and been touched by what (I would later “ah, hah!”-ingly discover) James Joyce termed “The now, the here, through which all future plunges to the past,” the locus of what I sometimes also designate, as “the near and how of present instants only” (see p. xx). 

In the presence of the near and how that in-heres the locus of my self-command, there is no evocation of aloneness. For it is from the herein of this deepest of all ecologies that I engage the gurgle of my own being as the eternally instantaneous and infinitely spontaneous, ultimate realm of my self-dominion.

Further commentary and a discussion of the forgiveness of my experience: 

www.forgivingmyself.com/forgivingmyexp.htm.
