Birthday card, July 3, 2006

Daughter –

You are the author 
of your own life.

It’s up to you to dream it,
imagine it, sketch it, shape it

build it, go after it,

and make it happen.

And then color it in

With bright, shining

Shades of joy

and deep, lasting

shades of meaning

that are yours 

and yours alone.

#

No one else can know

the dreams you dream

or the strengths 

you have within you

that will help you make

your dreams come true.

No one else needs to.

Because they’re yours.

And so is today.

Happy Birthday

[Hallmark Card HFB 819-8]
Dear Holly, 

This card does not come as advice for you to take. It is rather a  recognition of your already living according to its advice. 

Thanks to your support of my trip to Salt Lake City, I am now under contract to write a book, and my further travels to coordinate with its co-author are being financed by him.

While I am fortunate to have this opportunity, staying “on deadline” has made it impossible for me to follow through with my inclination to visit you when Scott and Alison are there.

Perhaps next summer.

Noel Frederick McInnis

30256 SW Thomas Street, #1106

Wilsonville, OR 97070 - 503/570-4331

noelmcinnis@forgivenessfirst.com
Sept. 4, 2004

Dear Holly and Scott, 
I’ve been thinking of you both frequently of late, and was last Sunday afternoon moved to call each of you just to be in touch. Unfortunately, I reached only your answering machines. 

Today it occurred to me that I would not want to die without letting you both know that I love you very much. Though dying is among the least of my concerns right now, my love for you matters to me. I have always loved you, yet in my remorse for having so abruptly abandoned you 30 years ago, I have also always felt that saying so would sound insincere. 
Nonetheless, I know that the love I feel for you both is genuine, in spite of its constraint by my regret for having so completely alienated myself from you between your early grade school and college years. And so it is time that I owned up to it.
Two years ago I wrote you a joint letter about my regret, yet couldn’t bring myself to send it because I suspected that it was – as it suggests – too little, too late.  Yet because it was the start of what has made it possible for me to write this letter, it now also is enclosed. 









Love,

Dear Holly and Scott,

Since I have the same message for each of you, I am addressing it to you both – in birth order, not in preference, because I love you equally.

I have reached a point of no return in my life, at which I can no longer avoid admitting to the error of my ways. What has always been the most difficult thing for me to own up to is my abandonment of the two of you so many years ago. I have always felt that it was a betrayal so unredeemable and unforgivable that it created an unbreachable separation between us.

That feeling of separation has haunted me from the beginning, etched in my consciousness in part by Harry Chapin’s song, “Cat’s in the Cradle,” which was popular at the time I left you.  Scott even asked me at the time what I thought of the song, which etched my remorse more deeply in my troubled soul.  
It was etched even more deeply 10 years ago when I first heard Cowboy Junkies’ recording of their song, “Escape Is So Simple” (from their album, The Caution Horses):
Escape is so simple in a world where sunsets can be raced.

But the distance merely loses the knife,

the pattern of the scars can always be traced.

It seems highly unlikely to me that either of you has avoided tracing the pattern of the scars that were left by my abandonment of you. Yet though they may never be erased, tracing their pattern is optional, and only as that ceases may a new pattern be established.
A recent realization came upon me, which has put an end to my own tracing, the fact that your fidelity to your own children is the greatest of all possible acts of forgiveness for my lack of fidelity to you.  Not only has the “Cat’s in the Cradle” syndrome not been continued, you are way ahead of me in forgiving the painful circumstances for whose creation I was responsible. Nor is it necessary that you forgive the perpetrator of those circumstances once the circumstances have themselves been so profoundly forgiven.
At the moment of this realization I felt free for the first time to openly acknowledge and express my remorse for what I have done.  I will be most grateful if my acknowledgment succeeds in breaching some of the distance that I have created, and allows the creation of a new pattern of relationship.
I will also understand if this is too little, too late.

Love,
