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The following statement enlarges on a talk given at the Creative Learning Fellowship in Phoenix, AZ, on February 23, 2003.

The Way I See Is What I Get
I do not see the world the way it is.

I see the world the way I am.

–The way it works

My name is Noel McInnis, and I’m a recovering adult. While growing up I also covered up, by adulterating my potential to be a matured expression of the kindred way of being that distinguishes humankind’s nature from that of all other lifekind.

The capacity for human kindness exists as an inborn quality in every one of us. Yet as we become adults, we tend to de-humanize this capacity rather than nurture its potentials into a realized ability to be kind. Though (as I am about to illustrate) each of us is a beneficial presence at birth, our beneficial presence is adulterated in such a way that re-humanizing ourselves is our only means to a truly grown-up expression of our kindred nature. 

Each of us is born as a potential solution to the problems that plague the adult population of our species. Yet each of us is instead constrained to subordinate both his/her self-likeness and self-liking to the collective selfishness of our immediate (family) and extended (social) milieu. Born to see the world of my experience as a kindred realm that nurtures likekind overall, I am taught instead to experience the world as an adversarial arena rife with conflict and contention among a congeries of us’s and them’s. Born for giving and receiving, I am nurtured instead in the finely conned arts of baiting and taking. I am taught to role-play who I am not (the bait) for the sake of getting something I don’t have (the take).

Psychologist Abraham Maslow accounted for humankind’s adulteration and its discontents as follows:

I find children, up to the time they are spoiled and flattened by the culture, [to be] nicer, better, more attractive human beings than their elders . . . The ‘taming and transforming’ that they undergo seems to hurt rather than help.  It was not for nothing that a famous psychologist once defined adults as ‘deteriorated children.’

Those human impulses which have seemed throughout our history to be deepest, to be most instinctive and unchangeable, to be most widely spread throughout mankind, i.e., the impulse to hate, to be jealous, to be hostile, to be greedy, to be egoistic and selfish are now being discovered more and more clearly to be acquired and are not instinctive.  They are almost certainly neurotic and sick reactions to bad situations, more specifically to frustrations of our truly basic and instinct-like needs and impulses.

Though Maslow was a leader of our awakening to what he called in the title of one of his 1960’s books, The Psychology of Being, his perspective on adulterated children was not new. As the poet, Christopher Morley, noted in 1922:

The greatest poem ever known

Is one all poets have outgrown:

The poetry innate, untold,

Of being only four years old.

Still young enough to be a part

Of Nature's great impulsive heart,

Born comrade of bird, beast and tree

And unselfconscious as the bee--

And yet with lovely reason skilled

Each day new paradise to build,

Elate explorer of each sense,

Without dismay, without pretense!

In your unstained, transparent eyes

There is no conscience, no surprise:

Life's queer conundrums you accept,

Your strange divinity still kept.

Being, that now absorbs you, all

Harmonious, unit, integral,

Will shred into perplexing bits,--

Oh, contradiction of the wits!

And Life, that sets all things in rhyme,

May make you poet, too, in time--

But there were days, O tender elf,

When you were poetry itself.

Forgiving myself is essentially a process of recovering the poetry of my being – the kindred spirit of my inborn giving/receiving nature – from the distorting and frustrating forces that have thus far supported me in squelching my beneficial presence.

Seeing, Once Again, Transparently
For we know in part, and we prophesy in part.

But when that which is perfect has come, then that which is in part shall be done away.

When I was a child, I spake as a child, I understood as a child, I thought as a child;

but when I became a man, I put away childish things.

For now we see through a glass, darkly; but then face to face.

now I know in part; but then shall I know, even as also I am known.

–1 Corinthians 13:9-12 (KJ21)

To my knowledge, no one before or since the apostle Paul has said more with less about the adulterated human condition than he did with the above words. I would nevertheless amend his statement to more closely accord with my own experience, even though in doing so I know that I am likely to court the unforgiving condemnation by some as a “heretic”:

For we presently know in part, and we prophesy in part.

But when that which is perfect is recovered, 

then that which is in part shall fall into its perfect relationship with the whole.

When I was a child, I spake as a child, I understood as a child, I thought as a child;

yet as I become fully human, I put away childish (though not child-like) things.

For now we see through a glass, darkly; but in the beginning face to face.

now I know in part; but once again shall I know even as also I am forever known.

Human kindness is an endowed, inborn predisposition that requires our nurturing of its dispensation. To the extent that I forsake this predisposition by learning instead to dispense unkind behavior, its recovery requires me to mindfully cultivate my ever-latent capacity to be kind. I must recover my inherently forgiving nature from my unforgiving transgressions thereof. 

Forgiving myself is a return to – by belatedly calling it forth – my authentic expression of the beneficial presence that was instinctively actualized at my birth. Like all other babies, during the first few weeks of my life no matter who put his/her finger in my hand – regardless of the person’s color, race, creed, gender, ethnic origin, size, appearance – I gently enfolded it with my own fingers. I didn't obsessively grab or seize the offered finger, nor did I possessively clutch, cling or hold on to it. Instead, I gently and unconditionally enfolded every finger that came to rest in my hand, for however long my acceptance was invited, and I just as unconditionally allowed its passage at the instant it was removed. 

I enfolded the presence of all persons and allowed them harmless passage without prejudice, distinction or other imposition. It could have been George Bush’s finger, Saddam Hussein’s finger – no matter whose finger it was or how the finger – or which finger – was given to me, I unconditionally accepted it. . . and willingly let it go.

And so it is with every newborn human baby on this planet – which is pretty awesome for a creature that has been evicted from a cuddly-dozy, cozy, warm-soft womb without a view into a suddenly cold, bright, and noisy world where it is tiny, helpless, cold, and alone, gets smacked on the butt and (in my sector of the planet) immediately acquires a $20,750,000 per capita share of the national debt. 

Had the inherently giving/receiving nature of my beneficial presence been mindfully nurtured and realized (made real) as I grew presumably “up,” I would not now be the obsessive-compulsive-possessive creature I have tended to become. My initial, inborn realization that by birthright, I am a beneficial presence was forgotten as I submitted to the self-fragmenting “taming and transforming” of my social conditioning, thus learning to contort the authentic whole-play of my integral being into the imitative role-playing masquerade of “getting my act together” (a.k.a. “growing up”). Accordingly, I have become a semi-conscious, automatically-piloted actor in a prefabricated life-scenario, instead of the mindfully conscious producer-director of my own scenario that my beneficial presence empowers me to be. 

I have learned to constrain myself to mere acting, at the expense of expressing what I was born to actualize by being my action rather than acting my being. As I endeavor to get my act together rather than be together in my actions, I fail to consciously actualize the beneficial presence that I have instinctively known how to be at birth. As a consequence, the life-scenario that I set in rhyme tends to resemble the one described by songwriter Chuck Pyle:
Well I woke up this other morning to this meeting in my head,

My ego had formed a terrorist group and I knew what lay ahead.

There'd be death threats on my confidence and extortions of my heart,

And I'd have to remain in control so as not to fall apart.

So I called my new-age girlfriend, who'd self-helped herself for years,

And I asked her I could overcome all of my inner fears.

She said that force would only drive ‘em deeper, I’d have to love my fears away,

But she sounded so together, that I was ashamed of being afraid.

So I called my local talk show radio therapist of the air.

She told me to write myself little love notes and paste 'em up everywhere.

She said it was not good to be ashamed, I should get therapy or meditate,

And right then I realized that I felt guilty that I was ashamed of being afraid.

She said "thank you for sharing," and put me on hold.

I got right off the line--I knew she was trying to trace the call.

So I said "I know I'm in there," and I walked over to the mirror to see.

"If I don't come out with my hands up," I said, "I'm coming in after me."

I know my inner child's enraged, but all my outer man can say

Is that I'm angry that I feel guilty that I'm ashamed of being afraid.

     Well it was right about then that my committee kicked in,

     And there I was on the streets of Marin County, California,

     The supposed conscious evolution center of the known universe,

     Not being totally present.

     I could'a been busted!

So I ran right home, turned off the phone, and changed the message:  

"Hi!  It's me! If I should return while I'm gone, please detain me until I get back."

So I called this twelve-step friend of mine who I thought might maybe know

Just why I feel so crazed these days like a psycho-desperado.

He took me to his support group and I shared about my rage.

They said everyone's addicted to anger, it's the rage this day and age. 

So I said, "You mean I'm addicted to being angry for feeling guilty that I'm ashamed of being afraid?"

And they said "Yup!"  

So I asked, "Whatever happened to 'Keep it Simple'?"

And they said, "Easy does it."

And then I said, “Oh, my God, 

forgive us all this day our daily dread,

and grant me the serenity 

to accept the things I cannot change.”
                  “Keep It Simple,” © Chuck Pyle
Thus it is that I am now a recovering adult, a presumably “grown-up” person who is now recovering my beneficial presence from the unforgiving grip of my inner terrorism – the anger-guilt-shame-fear-laden hard feelings, grievances, grudges and resentments with which I greet the persons and circumstances that frustrate my innate impulsivity to be a beneficial presence.
