Preface to Forgiveness: Blameless Living

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.
-Thich Nhat Hahn, Peace is Every Step
Though forgiveness is quite natural, most of us do not find forgiveness to be easily forthcoming. Only as I have realized how natural it is to be forgiving has it been easier for me to take myself forgivingly out of harm’s way (I call this “disharming” myself) from the inner terrorism of unforgiving sentiments. In doing so I recover the innate whole-self that I am from the acquired role-selves that I ultimately am not. Hence my purpose here: to provide a perspective from which to be a forgiving person comes more naturally.

Since unforgiveness is nonexistent in a mind that does not blame, realized forgiveness may be simply defined in just two words: “no blame.” Blameless living is a long-standing prescription for the well-lived life. The counsel of “no blame” shows up frequently in the 5,000-year-old manual for taking responsibility, the I Ching. Even today, blame is absent from the dictionary definition of “responsibility.” 

If absence of blame is the essence of realized forgiveness, casting blame is the contrasting essence of all unforgiving sentiments (accusation, condemnation, grudges, resentment, regret, hard feelings and the like), whether my unforgiveness is aimed at other persons, at myself, or at past or present circumstances.

“No blame” is what forgiveness is, and living blamelessly is how it is practiced. That’s the natural part. 

How to live blamelessly is the less than easily forthcoming part, to which this report is dedicated.

Between My No Longer and My Not Yet

When God closeth one door, he openeth another.

(Yea, variably, the hallways between God’s doorways are a bitch.)
-Revised Slandered Version
During my life’s dreariest hallway experience, I received the most valuable prescription for forgiveness that I know. It is valuable not only for what it prescribes, but for how the prescription is to be taken. I received it shortly after July 4th of my 41st year, while weathering my whetherings of a mid-life crisis. I had experienced Independence Day quite dubiously, feeling totally imprisoned in circumstantial suspension between my no longer and my not yet. I had no intuition of how to resolve my immediate situation, let alone what to do with the rest of my life. I felt as if were frozen in mid-air between trapezes, with no clear sense of up or down and nothing at hand to grasp should my suspended condition thaw.

I was vocationally burned out after a decade of championing human custodianship of the Earth, during which I assisted in establishing the environmental education movement across the United States. Though I longed for a new beginning, I had no intimation of what the new might be. Nor could I take comfort in recalling my childhood answer to the question of what I wanted to be when I grew up. “Unusual” had been my usual reply. (I’ve been at odds with the adult world ever since, though with but slight remorse. Only while contending with my midlife crisis did I lament not having been somewhat more specific.)

In addition to vacillating between vocations, the next of which was giving me no clues, I was dangling woefully between wifetimes as well. I had left my family a few years earlier, and was currently grieving the most recent evidence of my seeming inability to enjoy an enduring relationship with a woman.

Lastly, I was between places that felt like home, a temporary resident of Aspen, Colorado – a skiless bum whose marginal livelihood as a sometimes street-singer, play-by-ear lounge pianist, and free-lance cook in the marginally Chinese “Longhorn Dragon” restaurant, barely managed to keep my credit cards afloat. 

I felt so utterly ungrounded that I was contemplating sentiments I had seen scrawled on a public bathroom wall: “There’s no such thing as gravity. Earth sucks!!” – a rough nadir for a professed environmentalist who, like the wayfarer in John Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress, was now traversing my own “Slough of Despond,” the down-letting muck and mire of my own fears, doubts and apprehensions.

Being the Flow

The only thing that goes with the flow is a dead fish.
-Bumper Sticker
As is my custom whenever my internal “whether” report becomes exceptionally dreary, I sought solace from my situation by walking along a stream of water, which on this occasion was a creek that alternately tumbles and meanders down a mountain slope into the Roaring Fork River south of Aspen.

I was struck by the stark contrast between the creek’s turbulent and calm stretches, which seemed to emulate the stream of my consciousness, as well as the uneven rhythm of my life’s alternately tumultuous and tentative course. Honoring an urge to tune in to what this correspondence might be telling me, I sat down and solicited the creek’s advice: "If you were literate, what message would you have for me?"

I received a prescription for blameless accommodation of my life’s inconstancies and discontinuities: 
Be,

as water is,

without friction.

Flow around the edges

of those within your path.

Surround within your ever-moving depths

those who come to rest there—

enfold them, while never for a moment holding on.

Accept whatever distance

others are moved within your flow.

Be with them gently

as far as they allow your strength to take them,

and fill with your own being

the remaining space when they are left behind.

When dropping down life's rapids,

froth and bubble into fragments if you must,

knowing that the one of you now many

will just as many times be one again.

And when you've gone as far as you can go,

quietly await your next beginning.

In the light of this prescription for whole-self being, I could see why my current circumstances were so untenable. I was taking a strict laissez-faire, “let’s see what shows up” approach to my mid-life transition, yet nothing was showing up that seemed to be headed in my direction. The reason for this became quite evident to me as I contemplated the prescription’s initial instruction: be the flow, rather than go with it. 

My power to be at ease with myself and the world is resident in me, and is not to be found in the world.

Some folks advocate going with the flow as a prescription for ease-full living. Yet this presumes no more taking of responsibility than floating does. Even in the song, “Row, row, row your boat gently down the stream,” I am advised to accommodate life’s stream actively, rather than passively abdicate my ability to respond. Rowing establishes my own direction, even when my heading is downstream. 

Obviously, I had ceased to row, whereby I was assuring that no such thing as my direction could be discerned. Whenever I was asked to do or be a part of something a day or more hence, I would fabricate a reason to decline the invitation in order to be free for whatever showed up at the time itself. Yet by refusing to put an oar in my life’s stream with reference to the possibilities that lay ahead of me, I was at the effect of every bump and turn of my self-directionless version of “being in the moment.” 

The prescription I received was an antidote to such floating upon life’s stream without clarity of intention. By going as the flow, I may live ease-fully and blamelessly in and from the integral harmony of my whole-self’s intentionality even in the froth and bubble of the tumble of my circumstances. 

Going as the flow does not provide me with all of my life’s answers. It does, however, intimately engage me in life’s most important questions. Being my own life’s flow is my salvation, for whenever I instead set my course by the drift of my contingent world . . . well, as they say, “There goes the neighborhood.”

[For the history and availability of the “Flow” poem, see www.flowpoem.com]

Part One: Preview
The beginning is the most important part of the work.

-Plato 
The beginning of all wisdom in my work upon myself is this: no one else’s consciousness is grounded in my own body/mind. Self-wisdom begins with my full acknowledgement, acceptance and allowance of this indissoluble marriage to my most immediate environment. To live forgivingly or otherwise is a function of my fidelity, or lack thereof, to this primal partnership. Forgiveness requires me to cultivate a positive body/mind state that is intentionally faithful to its own self-reconstituting dynamics. Unforgiveness instead courts a mal-intentioned, dissonant state of body/mind that is unfaithful to the wholeness of my being. Forgiveness is a mindfully conscious choice, while unforgiveness is a relatively unmindful choice.

This report presumes that fidelity to my own body/mind is prerequisite to any whole-serving outcome of my choices. The more mindfully conscious I am of at least four things, the more I am likely to make choices that serve both my own and others’ integral well-being. Alternatively, the more unmindfully conscious I am of any of these four, the more likely I am to make choices that disserve the integrity of all concerned. The four things are: the options that are available for my choosing; the respective probable outcomes and related consequences associated with each option; the self-reconstituting nature of the act of choice itself; and – most important, since my self is the ultimate arbiter of all my choices – the person who is choosing.

When I am choosing to forgive, I further presume to be knowledgeable about the nature of forgiveness itself, the nature of one’s relationship to forgiveness in general, and the specific nature of my own relationship to forgiveness in particular. 

Although there is no universally exact agreement on what forgiveness is and how it is chosen, fathoming its dynamics would seem to be far less fraught with ambiguity than the endeavor to know myself. Yet like all other choices, the choice to forgive varies in accordance with the perceptions and understandings of the self who is forgiving. Therefore, any constancy I may find in the nature of forgiveness can exist only in accordance with whatever constancy inheres the nature of my being.

Not until I was in my thirties (some three decades ago) did I recognize the constancy of wholeness that prevails amidst the inconsistent role-play of my selfhood:

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 enemy.

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.

All of my experience, even of externalities, takes place internally. Wherever I may go and whatever I may do, my goings and doings are experienced "in here." Thus “here I am” is my eternal neighborhood, an environment as absolute to my self’s being as is the speed of light’s relationship to the cosmos. “Here I am” is the only perspective that prevails as if it were hard-wired into my consciousness. 

There is a road, no simple highway

Between the dawn and the dark of night.

And if you go, no one may follow.

This path is for your steps alone.

-Robert Hunter (“Ripple”)
“Here I am” is more than merely a statement about my being. It is my being. My always and only being here is alpha and omega – forever the first and last step on my path, both as its beginning and its end. Such is the constancy of whole-self being. 

Like “Hotel California,” the here-being destined for my steps alone is one that I can never leave, even when I seemingly check out of it. For instance, my future mother-in-law, some hours after meeting me for the first time, whispered to my fiancé, “Noel isn’t always where he sits, is he?” My bride-about-to-be laughed heartily, having learned how to retrieve me from my seeming self-displacement with a gentle, “Earth to Noel . . . Earth to Noel.” When I heard of her mother’s assessment I likewise laughed in good-humored self-recognition, for I am quite at home with my intermittent seeming to be elsewhere. I am eternally comfortable in my knowing that however “not at home” I sometimes appear to be, one constant nonetheless prevails: even my lack of presence is ultimately always here, never somewhere else. 

I once heard “home” defined as “the place that, when you go there, they have to take you in.” Yet my being at home is merely incidental to any “there” or “they.” In absolute terms, no “there” nor “they” resides where my state of being is lodged, only “here” and “I.” Accordingly, it is only my own self that I can comprehend (take in), or that can take me in. And as long as I truly comprehend myself, any susceptibility to being falsely “taken in,” whether by myself or others, is readily apparent to me.

“Home,” as in “here I am,” is not a physical locale. Its foundation is in my psyche, where it transcends all other locality. I am at home in my state of being as my state of being, whether or not I remember that this is so, and regardless of which nation state or physical structure I am also housed in at a given moment. Yet while being my own homestead is a given, being at ease therein is not. My full acceptance of myself is prerequisite to the sense of belonging that accords with the feeling of being at home.

My intuition of what it means to feel at home was sparked by a post-World War II anecdote in the Reader’s Digest. A young girl was perched on a pile of baggage at Ellis Island while her parents were immigrating as “displaced persons.” A sympathizing social worker remarked, “It’s too bad you don’t have a home.” The girl replied brightly, “Oh, we do have a home. We just don’t have a house to put it in.”

My deepest intuition of at-homely feeling attended a childhood displacement of my own, when I was briefly absent from the house in which I otherwise lodge the homestead of my being. During a so-called “near death experience” while I was ill with polio, I remained “here” even as I saw by body lying lifelessly “there” below me. Choosing to return my eternal homestead to its temporary bodily house was a “near life” experience for me. I felt closest to my whole-self’s being – my indivisibly integral, unique individuality – as I consciously resumed my bodily incarnation.

I have already forgiven my body’s aging and eventual death, in payment of respect to my greater life’s eternal here-I-am. Inhabiting a body is a “housing project” that transiently endures an entropy-weathering season, while being my own homestead is forever. With or without this body, here at home is where I always and only am. 

Accepting this absolute constancy of whole-being allows me a comfort far more powerful than the combined force of all the discomforts that I also experience. For better or worse, for richer or poorer, in sickness and in health, I am eternally wedded to the homestead of my being, no matter where my “here I am” shows up. I am accordingly moved to forgive and forego all dissonance that would distract me from feeling ease-fully at home in the wholeness of my being, 

The contrast between the constancy of always being my own homestead, and the inconsistencies that characterize all of my other experience, is a convolution of consciousness that I call “the selfhood paradox.” Thanks to this convolution, it is in my own body/mind and no one else’s that all of my choices are authored. Therefore, as I choose to feel forgiving or forgiven, it is here within myself as I, rather than out “there” as “they” or “them,” that my experience of the blame-game comes to an end.

The Selfhood Paradox At Large

 “Who am I” asked the devotee.

“Who is it that asks?” the Master answered.
-Tibetan Buddhist Lore 
What you are looking for is what you are looking with.
-St. Augustine 
The answer to the self I-identity question may be found only in the selfhood of the one who asks the question, for I am my own immediate environment that conditions all my thinking and experience. 

In a rewrite of the Jonah story, poet Irene Orgel allegorically portrays the convoluted selfhood paradox in terms of a transcendent state of whole-self being that incorporates all individual being, as she playfully illustrates the self-fulfilling prophesizing that quantum physicists call “the observer effect” – a consequence of one’s dipping an oar in life’s stream that they postulate as the “uncertainty principle.”

In the belly of the whale, Jonah was transformed.  He reversed all his behavior patterns.  People who had known Jonah before, and met him after the whale, said: "Jonah, you're a changed man."

It wasn't that his hair had turned white or anything obvious like that. It was simply that everything he had done before, he now did in reverse. He had been a fearful man and he had suddenly changed into an angry man. As precipitately as he'd run away from Nineveh, he now wanted to dash toward it. Just as sharply as he had turned away from God's word, he now wanted to overdo God's word.

"Hey, son!" shouted God.

"I'm off to Nineveh," yelled Jonah.  "Don't stop me."

"Wait a minute," said God, trying to keep up with him. "What are you going to do when you get there?"

"Fire a burst!" replied Jonah.

"Now take it easy," said the Lord, and he held Jonah back by his shirttail.

"But they don't listen to YOUR WORD," stormed Jonah. "We're not going to stand for that are we?"

So the Lord made him sit down and cool off under a gourd. As if in a speeded-up, documentary movie, Jonah saw it sprout from a seed, flower, and then, to his consternation, it withered before its time.

"What's the big idea?" he protested.

"Look," said the Lord. “Don't you go getting sentimental over the life and death of a gourd. This happens to be one of the stiffest, prickliest, least organized of all the organisms in my vegetable kingdom. Whereas people, and this includes even the people of Nineveh, are the most highly organized of all my organisms. Where's your sense of proportion, son?"

Then Jonah understood.

His fear and anger fell away from him, like so much unnecessary luggage, jettisoned. And this left room for love of the whole creation to well up in him. And he was no longer angry with Nineveh, which had after all represented nothing to him but his own past. Instead of a turreted town crammed with phantasmagoria, it now appeared before him as a plain, ordinary, workaday city, and the people in it were only people, after all.

Imagine Jonah now, having left behind his luggage of confusion and turmoil. He was free-riding and life-accepting as he walked along the road to Nineveh. Simplicity was in his pocket, and the principle of the gourd was deep-rooted in his heart.

Without knowing the scientific details, he knew he was a man who had come out of the sea. And he knew he was a man who had come out of the sun. The Lord had told him all this when he said: "Consider the gourd.  Respect it."

Because Jonah still thought things out best when he was walking, he had a long, calm discussion with the Lord on the way to Nineveh.  

"If you created the seed and the life and the sprouting," Jonah asked, "why did you create the negating and rejecting? The fear and the anger and the running away?"

"To tell the truth," said God, "I had no idea it was going to go this far. Of all the roads it might have taken, this is surely the most surprising. When I was in the infinitesimal speck which held the potentiality of creation, how was I to know that it would expand to become the universe? And when I blazed and exploded in the innumerable suns, how could I foresee that out of the near collision of two of them would leap the tide which would cool into planets? This by the way," said God confidentially, "I learned from Sir James Jeans. Most of what I know comes from Albert Einstein. Before that I had only Newton to go on.  And before that . . ."

"But before Man?" asked Jonah, shocked out of his wits. "Do you mean you understood nothing at all? Didn't you exist?"

"Certainly," said God patiently. "I have told you how I exploded in the stars. Then I drifted for aeons in clouds of inchoate gas. As matter stabilized, I acquired the knowledge of valency. When matter cooled, I lay sleeping in the insentient rocks. After that I floated fecund in the unconscious seaweed upon the faces of the deep. Later I existed in the stretching paw of the tiger and the blinking eye of the owl. Each form of knowledge led to the more developed next. Organic matter led to sentience which led to consciousness which led inevitably to my divinity."

"And what will you become next?" asked Jonah. 

"I don't know," said God reverently. "I am waiting to be told."

"By whom?" asked Jonah, and he looked around the lonely landscape in dismay.

"How I tremble," said God, "in rapture before the next stroke of consciousness. How I yearn to be created further!"

"But I don't like this at all," cried Jonah. "Can't we go back to the way it used to be? You scared me to death most of the time. But how I loved to hear your scolding voice."

"I couldn't go on forever," said God severely, "telling tall stories about whales, no more than I could have remained inert once the first colloidal systems started to form, or inchoate once the form of the atom was established."

"But it was cozy," sobbed Jonah. "You and me; I and Thou."

"Now it shall be We are One."

"And shall I never call you ‘father’ anymore? And will I never hear you call me ‘son’ again?" asked Jonah.

"You may call me," said God agreeably, "anything you please. Would you like to discuss semantics?"

So Jonah found himself alone on the way to Nineveh. And yet he was not alone. For the gourd was with him, and the lungfish, and the stars. He knew he was a man who had come out of the sea. And he knew that he was a man who had come out of the sun. And in Nineveh he took root, and he flowered in the expression of his consciousness until he died.                       (Chicago, Ecumenical Institute, 1948)
A friend of mine, Dodge Fielding, has observed that “Heaven” is our nickname for the reality with which some brand the selfhood paradox: God Are Us. (I note in passing that my friend’s full name suggests one way to avoid dealing with the paradox.) In my own experience of the selfhood paradox, godliness is present as the reconciling wholeness of being that universally underlies and unifies all diversity, including my own. In accordance with the selfhood paradox at large, whether God-sized or “me” guised, and in light of the observer effect’s self-fulfilling perception of the paradox, my life’s outcome depends on the perspectives, intentions and choices of the one who is living it.

SELF I-DENTITY
Forgiveness is among the most effective accommodations of the selfhood paradox, as it facilitates my release of perceptions, attitudes and feelings that keep me from being in the world as the beneficial presence that I would like others to be. 

Forgiveness empowers my  core intention of relationship to all beings, myself included:

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a further extension of humankind's inhumanities to other human kindred.

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

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

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

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

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

The Selfhood Paradox Up Close

The cosmic joke is that the soul is made of that which the soul is searching for, immortal consciousness.

-Eli Jaxson-Bear
I am my own reality check. 

-Stephen Wolfram
I find it difficult at times to avoid the conclusion that I have come to a silly planet. In my quest for an understanding of the purpose that is served by my being among its inhabitants, I underwent a hypnotic regression to the state of consciousness that immediately preceded my present incarnation. In the course of a pre-incarnational briefing, I learned that not only am I my own reality check, the resulting check is invariably rendered payable to me.

Though the experience was an instance of “you had to be there,” its essence also lends itself to allegory: 

The being who was about to incarnate peered apprehensively from the balcony that overlooked its impending destination. There, portrayed in a patchwork splendor of blue, green, brown and white was the sphere of its next abode. The being was fascinated by the patchwork’s roundabout dynamics. While the other colors remained stationary, the scattered whitenesses performed full or semi-circular dances whose whirling seemed somehow in synchrony with the orbital and rotational motions of the sphere that their graceful rhythms wraithed. 

The whitenesses seemed utterly at home.

And then the Briefing commenced: “For all the brilliance and beauty that you see from this perspective, much darkness prevails in the world out of and into which you are choosing to be born.”

“And that is why I am incarnating there – to be a beneficial presence who brings some of the world’s darkness to the light,” the being said.

“Always,” was the Briefing’s confirming response. “Such is every being’s original intention for choosing a term of residency there.” 

The Briefing continued. “The darkness of which I speak is an indication of this world’s lack of enduring love. Though all beings who choose to go to this world do so with the intention of expressing the love that they bring with them, most tend to forget this after a while.”

“Why is that?” the being asked.

“Because no love exists in this world that is not an echo of the love that is brought by those who choose to incarnate there. Yet they sooner or later tend to mistake the outer echoes for the love that resonates within them. Thus mislead, they look to the echoes for love, rather than to love’s resonant inner source.”

“I don’t understand,” the being said. “Why would I turn to echoes rather than toward their source?”

“That’s happens when you underestimate the force of their distraction.”

“Why would I succumb to their distraction?”

The Briefing replied enigmatically: “The answer to that question is a paradox that is relative to each being who asks it. Your own particular answer will occur to you only as you are mindful enough to initially raise the question after the answer to which it points has been eclipsed by your self-distraction, and then to follow through by persistently living in the question until your answer has been uncovered.”

“Uncovered from what?” the being asked.

“From your false identification with the echoes.”

“And uncovered by what?” the being next inquired.

“By your withdrawal of the power with which you addictively enable the echoes to distract you.”

“Perhaps . . . I won’t understand this paradox until I’ve had the experience you are referring to?”  

“Always,” was the Briefing’s confirming response.

A long silence preceded the Briefing’s resumption: “Your greatest challenge in the world to which you are going will be to remain mindful of your primary intention, which is to be there as a beneficial presence. Such is the initial intention of all beings who choose this destination. Yet every being who incarnates there forgets its intention to be a beneficial presence. And so will you.”

“So what hope do I have remembering again, once I have forgotten?”

“However forgetful you may become, your intention to be there as a beneficial presence can never be fully extinguished. Nor will you ever loose your power to recall your intention and subsequently resume your residency as the beneficial presence that you are.”

 “If I understand correctly,” the being said half-inquiringly, “I am going to a world where I will find no love other than that which is reciprocal of my own . . . ?”  

“Nor anything else that is not thus reciprocal,” the Briefing replied. “Everything you hear there will be an echo of yourself, and everything you see there will bear your own resemblance. The world you see before you is a thoroughly self-distracting hall of echoes and mirrors in that regard, a place where the consciousness from which you perceive is the consciousness with which you receive.”

“So . . . my purpose for going there is to better know myself?”

“Yes, by not forgetting, or by recalling if you do forget, that you are there as a beneficial presence.”

“In a world that has no love . . .”

“More precisely, in a world where no enduring love exists for you other than resoundings of the enduring love that you yourself embody. The world to which you are going can only resound with the enduring love of its inhabitants. Accordingly, the only inhabitants who succeed in finding such love for them in others are those who evoke it in those others.

“If you go to this world in search of enduring love other than your own, you will despair of finding it. The experience of enduring love is always and only here, never there. Yet most who go to this world bearing their own enduring love, sooner or later settle for love that has a worldly reason. 

“Alas! Love that has a reason has a season. Though reasoning is ongoing, all particular reasons are transient, so that every reason for loving has a beginning and an end. Only love that has no reason has no season.  

“That is why, in this world of love that has its reasons for a season, the only non-seasonal love to be experienced by you is the enduring love that you forever have within you. Enduring love for you in this world exists only as a resounding of the love that endures as you in the depths of your own being.”

“How may I avoid settling for love that has a season?” the being asked. 

“To begin with,” the Briefing proceeded, “by forgiving the world for being so adaptive to your lapses of mindfulness that its own apparent lapses are no more than mirrorings of your own. And equally important, by remembering that while you must necessarily look to the directions taken by other beings there in order to establish your own bearings, you are not to become dependent on anyone else’s directions.”

“Why is that?”

“As it is with all beings, your knowledge of your own self’s direction is superior to that of any and all others.”

“Am I therefore likewise not to depend on others’ approval there lest they be wrong?”

“Always,” was the Briefing’s confirming response.

Another reflective silence ensued before the Briefing concluded: “Yet there is a source of guidance in this world that you will find always trustworthy whenever you feel in question of who and how and why you are, a guidance that embodies the essence of being a beneficial presence there. The at-homeness you discerned in the dancing whitenesses that grace this worldly abode will be embodied by you as well, as your foundation for the establishment of your own bearings there.

“The bodily form you are about to take in that world will consist mostly of the very substance that so gracefully imbues the clouds that cast its shadows. The fluidity of that substance embodies the wholeness of all being, which you may rediscover in contemplation of the substance’s flowing essence even when you have forgotten that the essence of whole-being forever resides within yourself as well. To comprehend the beneficial presence of whole-being anywhere is to restore your intuition of its presence within you.”

The being felt suddenly relieved of its apprehension. “So I will not be without a witness to my being in that world, because such witness is internal to all that is there, just as it is here.”

“Always,” was the Briefing’s confirming response.

The silence that ensued this insight resounded with intimations of eternity.

“You are now complete?” the Briefing inquired.

“Always,” was the being’s confirming response. 

The Selfhood Paradox Disclosed

(The Convoluted Make-Up and Ecology of Whole-Self Being)

These roses under my window make no reference

to former roses or to better ones;

they are for what they are;

they exist with God today.

There is no time to them.

There is simply the rose;

it is perfect in every moment of its existence.

-Ralph Waldo Emerson
Spiritual mentor Eli Jaxson-Bear tells the following mini-tale:

One day a little wave became curious when it saw a big, old wave coming from far away. The little wave approached the big wave and said, “You seem like a big, old, wise wave. You have traveled so far and seen so much. Maybe you can tell me, is there such a thing as an ocean?”

The old wave smiled and said, “Well, I have heard of the ocean, but I haven’t actually seen it.”

Another spiritual mentor, Ernest Holmes, penned a variation of this cosmic “joke”:

We can imagine a fish being told that he is surrounded by water but not realizing what this means.  We can imagine such a fish swimming north, south, east and west in search of water.  If we think of this fish as a person, we can even imagine him looking up the books of fish lore, studying fish psychology and philosophy, always endeavoring to discover just where the Waters of Life are and how to approach them.  

Perhaps some wise old fish might say, 'It has come to us through tradition that in ancient times our ancestors knew about a wonderful ocean of life. They prophesied a day when all shall live in the Waters of Life happily forever.' And can't we imagine all the other fish getting together, rolling their eyes, wiggling their tails, looking wise and mysterious and beginning to chant, ‘O water, water, water, we beseech you to reveal yourself to us; we beseech you to flow around and through us, even as you did in the days of our revered ancestors.’

The mysteries of quantum physics likewise convey the conundrum of whole-self being. For instance, in his book, The Universe Story (co-authored with Thomas Berry), astro-cosmologist Brian Swimme wrote, "the human being within the universe is a sounding board within a musical instrument." He preceded this statement with other metaphors of resonant intonation: "Walt Whitman is a space the Milky Way fashioned to feel its own grandeur"; and "the Milky Way expresses its inner depths in Emily Dickinson's poetry, for Emily Dickinson is a dimension of the galaxy's development." 

When I first read these observations, they brought to my mind an earlier statement by astronomer George Wald: “Matter has reached the point of beginning to know itself. [Man is] a star's way of knowing about stars.” During an interview of Brian, I asked if he could describe more literally our resonant intonation of universal whole-being. This was apparently one of those questions for which the first thing that comes to mind may not provide the most useful response. Brian looked thoughtfully about for some time before he responded as follows:

Let me do that by considering the rose outside the window here. First of all, the light from that rose is radiating from the rose itself. This is contrary to what Newton said, that light bounces off the rose. From the perspective of quantum physics, light radiates from the rose. When light is absorbed by the rose, every photon that comes from the sun to the rose vanishes, is gone, is absorbed by the rose. So then what happens? Actually, the rose creates light - except that I don't really think of it in terms of light, because this suggests that what is being radiated is different from the rose. What the rose creates is photons, and they are not the same photons that it absorbed. That is point number one: the rose's photons are creations of the rose itself. 

Point number two is that the connotation of the word "photon" is also faulty, suggesting that a particle of light is somehow different from a rose. The photons radiating from the rose are best understood as the self-expression of the rose. What is actually coming to you, what you actually see, is rose itself, as opposed to light bouncing off of rose.  It's just rose. 

Not only is our Newtonian idea of light faulty, so is our Newtonian idea of presence.  Because just as we once thought that light was like little bullets that bounce off the surfaces that it touches, we also thought that a rose existed in one place, that the actual presence of the rose could be localized. In quantum physics that's not the way it works.  It can't be, because the presence of the rose is wherever it affects anything. If you ask where the rose is located in terms of quantum mechanics, you must speak in terms of wherever it is affecting the universe. Therefore, if I am affected by the rose, it is here as well as there. I don't mean that it's partially here, or that its image is here, I mean that the rose itself is here. 

Yet even if you are profoundly influenced by the rose, you are still picking up only a tiny dimension of what the rose is expressing about itself. The range of energies given off by the rose is vast, and the ability of our eyes and other senses to respond to that range is very limited. There is so much that is flooding us, and we are able to respond to such a tiny piece of it. 

Now in that context, let's employ a metaphor similar to that of the sounding board, and say that human beings are like tuning forks. In the midst of a symphonic orchestra, a tuning fork begins to sound its particular note. And that's the way I think of a human being in the midst of the universe.”
Brian’s metaphor of resonant intonation, like Jonahs’ emergence from sun and sea, and like our common incarnation of the beneficial presence of whole-being, shed further light upon my own resounding of the selfhood paradox. To re-sound means to sound again, and to resonate means to re-sound persistently. Each of the universe’s parts is a local re-sounding of its transcendent yet omnipresent symphony overall, in immediate resonant accordance with the holistic orchestration of the universe’s perpetual harmony.

In my own experience of the selfhood paradox, I am moved to extend the metaphor of resonant intonation beyond that of my being merely one particular note. I am an instrument of the universe’s symphonic orchestration of whole-being, an instrument with and as which I resound my own melodic variation of the universe’s all-inclusive theme, in local counterpoint to the cosmos’ over-arching and never-ending arrangement of its own self-composition.

Like Emerson’s non-referring roses, each of us newly resounds the melody of universal wholeness somewhat differently. The clarity with which I resound my own tuning depends upon the precision of my attunement to the orchestration of the whole. Accordingly, whether my life is in or out of tune with the wholeness that infuses all well-being is dependent on the degree of my awareness and allowance of the unique expression that inheres my own well-being.

My life’s tune is played by hear – by deep listening in accordance (a chord dance) with the wholeness of being that is resident in here. As it is with the presence and scent of roses, so accordingly it is with the prescience and sentience of human beings. I am the lord within of my own dance.

As Marilyn Ferguson’s “new common sense” has characterized our ensemble of resounding intonations, “We are all students at M.S.U. – making stuff up.”

Yet we can only make up more of that to which our consciousness is mindfully attuned.

********************************
ATTUNEMENT

Spirit merges with matter to sanctify the universe. Matter transcends to return to spirit. The interchangeability of matter and spirit means the starlit magic of the outermost life of our universe becomes the soul-light magic of the innermost life of our self. The energy of the stars becomes us. We become the energy of the stars. Stardust and spirit unite and we begin: One with the universe. Whole and holy. From one source, endless creative energy, bursting forth, kinetic, elemental. We, the earth, air, water and fire-source of nearly fifteen billion years of cosmic spiraling. 

-Dennis J. Kucinich, “Starlight and Spirit”
Expression is the one fundamental sacrament. It is the outward and visible sign of an inward and spiritual grace...which each individual contributes at first hand…. 

No one can do this for another. It is the contribution of each to the knowledge of all.
-Alfred North Whitehead

I desire so to conduct the affairs of this administration that if at the end, when I have come to lay down the reins of power, I have lost every other friend on earth, I shall at least have one friend left, and that friend shall be down inside me. 
-Abraham Lincoln
Part Two: Overview
The heart of man is a hunger

for the reality which lies about him and beyond him...

a hunger not to have reality but to be reality.

–Gerald Vann 

As a being of volitional consciousness,

[man] knows that he must know his own value

in order to maintain his own life.
–John Galt 

When Leonardo da Vinci was asked what he considered to be his most important work, he instantly replied, “Leonardo da Vinci.” He thereby acknowledged his own originative/originative genius as the factor most vital to his artistry.

Each of us is his/her own ultimate “piece of work”:  

Nothing new under the sun?

I am proof this is not so.

No matter what's been done before,

or thought before,

I am the one 

who is doing and thinking 

right here and now.

Never before has the universe happened 

just the way I do.

There is always something new under the sun

whenever someone new is doing it.

In my life and through my hands

the universe is taking shapes it has never had before.

Originality – the perennial source of everything new – is an initiating and eternally ongoing quality of everything that is, atoms becoming cells as sunlight becomes roses.  All of existence perpetually remakes itself anew. What arises in this moment is not what arose in the last, nor what will arise in the next – even when my perception makes it seem so. 

For instance, just as the initial conditions that originated the universe still reside in its so-called “quantum flux,” there is likewise resident in my own perturbations the forever-present origin of my own being – the invisible incandescence of my inner essence that Browning called “the spark which a man may desecrate but never quite lose.” It is thus that all of my reality checks are forever payable to me.

It is commonly known to quantum physicists that newness and change take their origin from tweaks in the cosmic energy flow that they call “perturbations.” Accommodation of their dissonance to the pre-existing quantum harmony is what perpetually improvises local variations of its theme. In short: the universe is jazzed.

Where no perturbations are present there can be no originating movement toward the not yet, only stuckment in the already. And where perturbations are resisted, excess friction and/or stagnation result. All things considered, therefore, I continue to favor and savor the non-resistant strategy of being my own flow:

Bless my perturbations! All due speed ahead!

IN VESTMENT

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

-Albert Einstein

~~~~~~~

The universe’s investment in me

is so tremendous

that every where and every when

is converging here and now in my existence

To give me space

the cosmos has provided me with Earth,

whose atoms were forged in the cores of countless far-flung suns

to make of Earth’s body and mine a whole-universe catalog.

To give me time

Earth has provided me with billions of years

during which countless quintillions of events occurred 

in such a way that one day

the person known as me emerged

to fulfill my own possibilities.

Some of these space/time occurrences were large ones,

like the accumulation of Earth’s oceans and atmosphere.

Yet most were small,

like the chain of matings that networked their way forward

from the origin of lifekind through billions of links

to connect with yet another of its graceful passages

in the here-and-nowness that I call “me.”

Flowers blossom,

trees branch,

Earth peoples.

Like a blade of grass,

I have come out of this world,

as well as into it.

My existence is the current fruit of uncounted lifetimes

that successfully continued until this very moment

when the universe emerges as itself through me.

A View from One Living in the Selfhood Paradox
All coming into being is mixture, all perishing dissolution.
-Anaxagoras
Everything in the universe exists for the harmonious good of every other part. 

The universe is forever uniting what is harmonious and diminishing what is not.
-Ernest Holmes
Rather than getting to my point, or drowning it in my “story,” this report comes from my point, which is that blamefulness is not a state of mind that I was born with, rather one that I have acquired since my birth. My unforgiveness functions, therefore, as a condemnation of myself. Accordingly, the paradox of selfhood is implicated in the undoing of my acquired self-condemnation:

The only thing that requires my forgiveness is my perception that forgiveness is required.

This implication, like the selfhood paradox itself, exemplifies the all-at-onceness of whole-self being, whose hall-of-mirrors-like simultaneities defy unravelment via linear exposition. Hence my eclectic perspective on the recursively self-reconstituting process of my perception’s forgiveness of its own self. 

Every perspective in this report, from personal to cosmic, unpacks the operational principle of whole-self being: to resound what is whole-beingly harmonious while attenuating what is not. Local dissonance is forever being reconciled to the consonance of whole-being overall. In accordance with this principle, integral harmony is the grounding default state of my being as a whole. Blamefulness brings discord to this harmony, bearing the false assumption that I am powerlessness within to be at ease in the world without. Thus has unforgiveness become the world’s most prevalent dis-ease.

My resonant intonation of whole-self being resounds as compassion, creativity, kindness, peace, love and joy, and all of the other self-controlling qualities of the integrally harmonious being that I in-here-ently am. (A more extensive list of the “fruits of the Spirit . . . against which there is no law” is at Galatians 5:22-23). Yet such resonance manifests as me only as I allow its resounding by the relinquishment of my presumption of inner powerlessness and its attendant feelings of anger and self-pity, the perturbations that I project outwardly on others as suspicion, paranoia, malice, contempt – any feeling that fuels my role-selves’ blameful inner turmoil. Forgiveness re-empowers me to be true to my whole-self’s being, by mindfully reclaiming the inner harmony that I tend to eclipse with the dissonance of blameful feelings. 

When I say that blameful, self-negating feelings compromise my integral I-dentity, I don’t mean to deny that their dissonance exists. Denial of any feeling is whole-self disempowering, for until I acknowledge and allow myself to have all my feelings, it is my feelings that dissonantly have me. All dissonance comes to pass in its own season, rather than “hang in there” for me to indulge it ongoingly. So long as I deny or otherwise resist my experience of any feeling – such as when I am unforgiving of it – I cannot release its enthralling hold on me. Disharmonies that are not allowed to pass through me as I harbor them within me beyond their season, thwart the reconciling consonance of whole-self being. 

My Ultimate Inquisitor

If you hate a person, you hate something in him that is part of yourself.
What isn't part of ourselves doesn't disturb us.
-Herman Hesse

Blamefulness is an utterance (i.e., “outer-ance”) of my dissonant inner feelings of being powerless vis a vis the external world. Since my outward perception is inclusive of my own self-estimate, my blamefulness is an outward projection of my inward feelings of powerlessness, i.e., I have not forgiven myself for feeling vulnerable. As the initial recipient of my own perception, I receive what I perceive. Accordingly, while I do not always see what I am looking for, I do always see what I am looking from. 

Although blamefulness represents my endeavor to transplant hurtful feelings into the consciousness of others, it succeeds only in rooting these feelings more deeply in my own. My unforgiveness reinforces  - by perpetually reinstating – hard feelings that I do not allow to pass through me. Every feeling that I would forcefully impose or dispose upon others remains thereby forcefully reposed in my own being. Accordingly, there is only one species of unforgiveness, and that is self-unforgiveness.
The self that most requires my forgiveness is my own. Others seemingly require forgiveness only because I have aimed my unforgiveness at them in denial that it is I – feeling powerless to be at ease within myself – who am the actual target of my blameful feelings. I am inevitably the prime target of my own unforgiveness because it is a self-condemnation deflected outwardly upon others in avoidance of recognizing its censure of my inward feeling of powerlessness.  Yet again, the selfhood paradox prevails: I need never look beyond myself for whom my unforgiveness tolls, for it invariably takes its toll on me.

In addition to being the primary target of my own blameful feelings, I am likewise their source, since I am the one who chooses to originate and sustain them. I am accordingly 100% accountable for releasing my unforgiveness, as I am the only person who can dismantle its blameful inner tollgate. Being the primary target of my own blamefulness, I therefore do not forgive for the sake of the others whom I have targeted, even though I may feel that this is so. What I actually feel when I seemingly forgive another is the liberation of the wholeness of my own being from the eclipsing force of my self-condemnations. Forgiving others is a side effect – an outside effect – of my inside effecting of self-forgiveness.

My Ultimate Redeemer

And, if your friend does evil to you, say to him, "I forgive you for what you did to me,
but how can I forgive you for what you did – to yourself"?
-Nietzsche
Unforgiveness reflects the cross-purposes of my role-selves; forgiveness reflects my reconciling whole-self. My role-selves’ unforgiving dissonance is attenuated by my whole-self’s forgiving consonance.

My unforgiveness originates as the self-condemnation with which I ongoingly fuel it. Deflecting it onto others is an attempt at fuel disposal, yet serves instead to further inflame my condemnation’s intensity, making it even more difficult to reduce its self-denying toll. Only as my self-censure is forgiven from within does it cease to be compounded by its blameful outward deflection upon others. It is by forgiving myself that I accordingly forgive others, for condemnation of self and others can cease only as I recognize myself as my condemnation’s ultimate source and target, as well as the ultimate source of its resolution.

All unforgiveness – my accusations and condemnations, grievances and grudges, resentments and regrets, hard feelings, etc. – is reflective of my attachment to negative emotional and mental charges on whatever I am blamefully clinging to. Attachment to negation is the mechanism of my unforgiveness. Negative charges in and of themselves, when not ongoingly indulged, pass in their own time. I allow these charges to pass as I cease to keep them stuck within me by blameful attempts to stick them on others instead. 

Any attachment to negative charge is a form of unforgiveness. Yet such attachment is totally optional, for even when I am feeling unable to free myself of negative thoughts and feelings, I need not therefore entertain them. Forgiving is a matter of releasing my attachment to negativity so that its energy is freed to run its course. Once I release myself from my ongoing indulgence of negative thoughts and feelings, they come and go in their due season, leaving nothing behind that feels unforgiving or unforgiven. 

A highly valued mentor once asserted, “Self-forgiveness is an ultimate statement of epistemology.” In other words, both my knowing and my realization of self-forgiveness are always and only generated from within, not from any source external to my self. And so it likewise is with my presumed forgiveness of other persons. For example, I once overheard someone being asked how he knew that forgiving a former business partner who had betrayed him was the right thing to do. He responded with another question:

“Do you love your wife?”

“Of course I love my wife.”

“Who told you that you love your wife.”

“Don’t be silly. Nobody had to tell me that. I know it all by myself.”

“And that’s how I know that I am right in forgiving my former business partner.”

That is also how I know that I am right in forgiving myself, by ceasing to entertain negative thoughts and feelings that are invariably self-negating. I am always right to reclaim the mindful self-dominion that I have forfeited to my formerly unmindful nurturing of unforgiveness. I have come to know that this is so by fathoming the righteousness (right-use-ness) of my forgiving nature in numerous contexts and from many individual, socio-cultural, ecological, intuitive, metaphoric, paradigmatic, metaphysical, and cosmological perspectives. Accordingly, in these pages I have constellated a panoramic representation of the insights that have taken me far beyond conventional comprehensions of forgiveness.

What Is Growing On Here
We have met the enemy, and it is us.

-Pogo
Many who are concerned with humanity’s outlook are looking for a few good paradigm shifters. Forgiveness, as exemplified in this report, is an excellent candidate for this function, for it takes place in the very “gearbox” where paradigm shifts occur – in the workings of human consciousness itself.

All forgiveness experienced by me, be it of or from another or myself, takes place solely in my own consciousness. Of this I can entertain no doubt, because I always experience my consciousness as being within me. Everywhere I go, here I am, always capable of checking out, yet never able to leave myself behind. My consciousness is exclusively “in-here”-ent to my own state of being, and is never embodied “out there" in someone or something else. Nor does anyone else's consciousness reside right here, where and as mine does. Accordingly, forgiving and being forgiven is an inside job of my very own, occurring for me only as it occurs in me.
Nor can forgiveness occur in me until it takes place as me. Wherever forgiveness is taking place, at that very place exists a self that is experiencing forgiveness. And whenever forgiveness is being experienced by me, the self that is forgiving or feeling forgiven is my own.
Forgiveness happens to me only as it happens from me. Since I experience forgiveness only when and as I am the one who is forgiving or feeling forgiven, I conclude that forgiveness is self-governing. Its sole authority is within the person who is experiencing forgiveness. Accordingly, the release of unforgiveness is a function of the forgiving person's government of the self, for the self, and by the self as the self.
Blamefulness is the antithesis of self-governance, because it empowers everyone else to “push my buttons.” With each newly entrenched grievance that I do not allow passage when blaming it on others, I install another button for them to push. Thus is my ongoing unforgiveness a self-withholding tax paid to those whom I deprive of my forgiveness, enriching them at my expense by granting them a grasp on my unforgiving feelings that is rightfully my own. Relative to others my unforgiveness does exist “out there," providing a handle with which they may (and often do) exert uncaring emotional leverage upon me. 

Without forgiveness, there can be no handling with care - neither here nor there.
Talking to Myself

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
These pages constellate the autobiographical and intuitional highlights of my odyssey of self-forgiveness, testifying to my experience of releasing self-diminishing grievances with forgiveness as a paradigm, a process and a practice. My self-testimony is offered as a process-autobiography rather than as a story-telling chronicle, so that others may benefit from eavesdropping on the self-talk thus disclosed. The nature of this process is self-disclosure – a confession of my role-selves to my whole-self.

Because my own experience speaks for me most truly, I refrain from generalities that presume to speak for others’ experience as well. I instead speak for myself, by reporting from my own experience rather than merely about it, as perceived from a place much closer to the bottom line of my contemplations than to what is readily retrievable from the top of my head. Yet the experience from which I report does also include my overhearing of others’ self-reflections. For those who now in turn eavesdrop on my own self-referential discourse, whatever they may value will be mirrored in their reflections accordingly. Only with those who see their own reflection in my self-talk’s mirroring may a meeting of our mindfulness occur.

My odyssey commenced when, like babies everywhere, I was born as a beneficial presence. Yet while growing “up” – also as with children everywhere – my beneficent endowment of whole-self being was compromised by the socio-cultural indoctrinations that enforce the acquisition of my role-selves. My beneficial presence was put in harm’s way by the adult-eration of my inner harmony. My “up”-bringing induced an eclipse of my integral whole-self’s consonant way of being, via my overlay thereof with the dissonant veneers of a multiplicity of role-selves [a.k.a. “personae” (a.k.a. “masks”)]. 

In support of my role-selfish masquerade, my psyche formed a grievance committee, a corporate merger of inner nay-sayers to my wholeness of being. The diversified portfolios of this interlocking directorate of self-fragmenting body/mind states include worry, anxiety, future dread, fear, shame, guilt, anger – all of which I project as blamefulness – an inner terrorist group of entrenched grievances whose wholeness-negating shadow government of tumultuous thoughts and feelings deters me from being what I fully am.
Enlightening My Darkness

One does not become enlightened by imagining figures of the light, 

but by making the darkness conscious.

-Carl Jung
Fortunately, my grievance committee lacks ultimate dominion. Though its inner terrorism inclines me to function as role-selves that are dissonant with my whole-self’s way of being, my beneficial presence is no more liable to extinction under cover of my role-selves’ shadowy shenanigans, than is sunlight subject to extinction by the solar system’s darkness. Just as sunlight illumines the entire solar system from center outwards, remaining invisible only where nothing is present to reveal it, so it is with whole-self being. My inner darknesses represent only my non-resounding of the illuminating wholeness of being at my core.

The authenticity of whole-self being is impossible to extinguish, regardless of my shadow government’s capitulations to the masquerading role-selves that I ultimately am not. The beneficial presence of my whole-self’s being, however I may tend to put it in harm’s way, subliminally awaits my choice to forgivingly disharm myself from the self-fragmenting dissonance of my inner terrorists. It is never too late to be who I truly am by forgiving my dissonant endeavors to be who I am not. Yet such disharmament from my inner terrorism does not call for any ego-bashing diminishment of my role-selves. I am rather called to enlarge and mature my egoic role-selves by empowering them to be fully mindful and inclusive of my whole-self’s way of being. 

********************************
REALITY IS QUESTIONABLE

What is to be, or not to be, that is the question.

-Scramlet
Cosmologist John Archibald Wheeler has suggested that discerning our relationship to the world may be likened to a game of twenty questions that he once played with his colleagues.

One [of us], chosen as victim, was sent out of the room. The rest of us agreed on some implausible word like "brontosaurus." Then the victim was let back into the room. To win, he had to discover the word with no more than twenty yes/no questions. Otherwise, he lost.

After we had played several rounds, my turn came and I was sent out.  The door was closed, and was kept closed for the longest time.  I couldn't understand at all why they were taking so long.  Moreover, when at length they let me in, every one had a grin on his face, sure sign of a joke or a trick.  However, I went ahead innocently asking my questions.  "Is it animal?"  "No."  "Is it vegetable?"  "No."  "Is it mineral?" "Yes."  "Is it green?" "No."  "Is it white?"  "Yes."

As I went on with my queries I found the answerer was taking longer and longer to respond.  He would think and think and think.  Why?  That was beyond my understanding when all I wanted was a simple yes or no answer.  But finally, I knew, I had to chance it, propose a definite word.  "Is it ‘cloud'?" I asked.  My friend thought a minute.  "Yes," he said, finally.  Then everyone burst out laughing.

My colleagues explained to me that when I was sent out of the room, they agreed not to agree on a word.  There was no word in the room when I came in!  What is more, they had agreed that each respondent was permitted to answer my question as he pleased—with one small proviso: if I challenged him, he had to have in mind a word compatible with his own and all the previous answers!  The game, in other words, was just as difficult for my colleagues as for me. [From Mind in Nature (Richard Q. Elvee, ed., Harper & Row, San Francisco, 1982)]

Though the scientists were challenged by this make-it-up-as-you-go approach to the game of twenty questions, they were able to do so because the universe, after billions of years of practice at making itself up on automatic pilot as it were, now also makes itself up as creatures who have evolved to mindfully choose what they in turn will make up next. Such make-up artistry tends to come most readily and powerfully to those who ultimately know themselves to be, as Jonah did, a beneficial presence come out of the sea and sun (see p. xx).

Orientation
Reality leaves a lot to the imagination.

-John Lennon
You cannot depend on your eyes
when your imagination is out of focus.
-Mark Twain
Even though realities are optional, making them up is not, because my perception of reality shapes the world’s ongoing re-creation accordingly.

Today I'm feeling unfinished,

wondering what my completed puzzle is,

and longing for a box whose cover shows

a pre-existing picture of my life.

Fitful

about feeling fitless,

I seek to match the contour of my life

against the unknown nextness

that edges in on me.

I feel alternately apprehensive and excited,

knowing that the larger pattern yearned for

will build upon the shape I give this day.
In due consideration of my ongoing puzzlement within and by the selfhood paradox, it behooves me to perceive and shape my participation in this world blamelessly.

MID-FLIGHT REPAIRS

We see ourselves as broken, and then set out on a long and frustrating journey to fill our emptiness.  But it is not fixing that we require; it is awakening. 

-Alan Cohen
~~~~~~~

I recently heard of a pilot

who had to repair his aircraft in mid-flight

because he had no place to land.

How like my life this is:

I do not wish to terminate its flight,

so here I am, making repairs, somewhere above the ground.

The airborne pilot had an apparent advantage over me.

Airplanes come with repair manuals that tell you what to do.

I have no manual to instruct me in the task

of fixing my life while in mid-course.

And I have found no one else who surely knows 

what action I should take

when my choices turn out wrongly,

when other people let or get me down,

when I am the occasion of another’s pain,

when so many of my efforts go unrewarded,

when things that I hope for don’t come true,

when my spirit,

my dreams,

my faith,

my life

all seem to be broken.

At times like this,

when I feel and find me out of tune with a life I mean to enjoy

and/or a life that I had anticipated  would be otherwise,

my only guide is the life that I am living in this moment.

At times like this I find it far wiser to go

where my own flow is leading me

than to follow someone else’s what-to-do.

When I cease to resist the consequences of my past,

when I let go of shattered expectations for this day and tomorrow,

when I freely accept the opportunities 

that the near and how of present moments offer

my life repairs itself.

Welcome to M.S.U.

( One’s outlook is a reflection of the one who is looking out. (
-The new common sense
My outlook is reflective of its in-formation base, my overall perspective (a.k.a. “mindset”) on how things exist in form. My mindset interprets and defines both my viewpoint on and understanding of my inner and outer experience. In accordance with my uniquely individuated resounding of the selfhood paradox, my mind is set by the interpretations I give to my experience, and thereafter sets me up to interpret further experience accordingly. Not until my ongoing experience becomes unbearably at odds with the way my mind is set am I likely to newly “make up my mind” in a way that resolves the discrepancy.

From the perspective of my present mindset, the general outlook for forgiveness is better than ever before. In the face of global terrorism, resolution of lesser grievances is becoming more in vogue. Formerly advocated for the most part only by religions, forgiveness is now more frequently addressed from a secular perspective as well. Nor is this likely to be a passing fashion, for it is indicative of an emerging meta-trend in the collective human psyche, a change of mind in our consciousness overall.

Both forgiveness itself, and the concurrent shift in the collective gestalt of human awareness that it intimates, are adaptive responses to an increasingly cosmopolitan world. The more aware we are of the world’s diversity, the more forgiving we must be of one another’s differences if civilization is to survive. 

Although our diversities are alternative ways of being connected, they do so only as we allow our commonalities to unite us in mutual accommodation. Such is the ecology of whole-being, which forever tends to reconcile the discordant interests of each part to the concordant well being of all parts as a whole. The present emergence of so-called “global village” connectivity makes it increasingly essential for us to supplant our adversarial outlooks on humankind’s diversity with co-operative accommodations of our similarities. Fortunately, our taking of this prescription for our outlook overall is already (however barely) under way, so that my personal report of self-forgiveness is at the same time synchronistic with an emerging global meta-trend toward greater mutual forbearance on an omni-cultural scale.

The generic term for a fundamental change of mind (i.e., “meta-trend”) in our collective consciousness is “paradigm shift.” The word “paradigm” (Greek for “pattern”) refers to our overall contextual frame of reference, the conceptual/perceptual environment that structures our mindsets with respect to – or lack of respect for – all of our other environments. It is according to our paradigms that we set our minds. Changes of paradigm alter our mindset’s frame of reference. Our collective mindsets are altered by mega-paradigm shifts like those associated with Copernicus, Newton, Einstein and quantum physics. Though we are beholden to our mega-paradigm’s consensus, within its confines our mindsets are individually altered by “eureka!” moments, “conversion” experiences and other personal shifts of outlook for which the Greeks had another word, “metanoia.”

Paradigms serve as mental lenses that focus our comprehension of what is and is not so. Just as our collective paradigmatic mindset forms our consensus about what is real, our metanoiac shifts of mindset form our individual variations of that consensus. With every exchange of paradigms, whether collective or individual, the corresponding alteration of mindset reframes one’s concept and perception of what’s so, i.e., one’s outlook on “reality.”

Paradigm shifts occur when a prevailing outlook on the world is complemented or replaced with a newer one that successfully accommodates contrary data, anomalous experiences and adaptive requirements (both individual and collective) that cannot be satisfactorily explained or allowed for by existing paradigms. Thus did the Copernican mega-paradigm shift occur when our former Earth-centered and anthropocentric outlooks on the cosmos could not adequately accommodate the evidence of telescopically-aided astronomical observations. Ever since our adoption of the Copernican heliocentric paradigm, increasingly powerful telescopic and microscopic technologies have continued to refine our comprehension (which means “taking in”) of what is and is not cosmologically so.

As a result of each paradigmatic reframing of our mindsets, again whether it be collective or individual, we undergo a perceptual re-filtering, as if our mindset’s lenses are given a new prescription that more sharply focuses a former conceptual blur. In the course of this re-filtration process we become forgiving, as it were, of former and less comprehending (in-taking) ways of looking at and thinking about the world. 

1: Paradigms As Mental Echo-Systems

I see the world not the way it is, rather the way that I am. 
-The new common sense
We are presently witnessing a paradigmatic transition in mid-progress. Both our collective and individual mindsets are slowly but inexorably accommodating the emergence of a paradigm that accords with our dawning awareness of complexly networked co-operation within as well as among Earth’s holistic natural systems, i.e., the so-called “ecology” paradigm. [“Co-operation” in the context of holistic paradigms literally means joint operation – mutually “working together” not merely “just getting along.”] Although the term “ecology” was coined in 1873, only a century later did Earth finally have its Day, in our culture’s official recognition of ecology’s emergence as a paradigm – a shift that nonetheless has barely begun to inform the majority’s political will as reflected in the voting booth.

The emerging ecology paradigm of natural systems parallels a complementary shift in our perspective on human systems. Our paradigmatic outlook on civility is progressing from a fragmentively self-centered, either/or, win/lose frame of reference to a coherently whole-centered, both/and, win/win reference frame. In accordance with this complementarity of particularism and holism, we are ameliorating our long-standing competitive, adversarial tendency to work against one another with a more co-operative, mutual tendency to work for our common good – an amelioration that has likewise barely just begun.

As lifekind overall has always done, humankind is learning to honor and respect the common ground of all Earthly creatures. The consequent emergence of co-operation as a feature of our collective mindset is modifying the general outlook born of an earlier shift of paradigm from group-centeredness to individual-centeredness, which was characterized by the spiritual philosopher, Ernest Holmes:

The first great discovery man made was that he could think. This was the day when he first said "I am." This marked his first day of personal attainment. From that day, man became an individual . . .
It was in recognition of the cosmic implications of this earlier paradigm shift that George Wald noted (as quoted above): “Matter has reached the point of beginning to know itself. [Man is] a star's way of knowing about stars.” [Wald had earlier noted that we are the atoms’ way of knowing how atoms work.] 
As a consequence of the universe’s dawning discernment of itself in human consciousness, its evolutionary process is locally (i.e., on Earth) ceasing to function entirely according to its prior script, as human beings discover and exercise scripting powers inherent in their free will. We have yet to mindfully embody the cosmos’ self-knowingness of its own functions by coming into alertly co-creative partnership with the evolutionary process that forms our common ground – the “dirt” that we literally come out of even as we are alternately amazed and/or appalled by all that it turns into.

We are becoming ecologically conscious scarcely (multiple entendre intended) in time to exercise our powers of evolutionary re-scripting responsibly. For while the “I am” paradigm’s shift of outlook is cosmically self-liberating, its role-self-centeredness conditions us to a fragmented adversarial outlook that subverts evolution’s tendency to conserve and preserve the ecology of mutuality overall. Our respective “here I ams” tend to be unhearing and unseeing of the contextual necessities born of our multiplicity.

The “I am” paradigm’s object-oriented frame of reference accustoms our collective and individual mindsets to an either/or, win/lose outlook that undermines nature’s mutuality via our unforgiving, strife-ridden adversarial behaviors. The prevalence of adversity in the world is a logical corollary of our adversarial frame of mind, to which our enthrallment is so insidiously pervasive that it shows up even on the frames of license plates, with declarations such as “Happiness is … biting my parrot back.”  

The object-oriented frame of reference presumes that “reality” is defined by the arrangement of objects that impinge upon my experience, so that I “object-ively” perceive the external spectacle just the way it is, as if it were real estate writ large and deeded to me. I thus tend to take contrary perceptions personally, deeming those who hold them as “wrong” while asserting that my outlook is the real one for them as well.

In consequence of this pervasive adversarial mindset, our consensual reality tends to be determined by the survival of the fittest contending outlook. In the course of this contention old paradigms are only reluctantly forgiving of new ones, tending rather to die hard. For instance, Max Planck, the father of quantum physics, observed of his colleagues’ resistance to his discovery of quantum wholeness, “Science progresses funeral by funeral.” So it is with our forgiveness of outworn paradigms in general. We tend to be long-suffering with old ways of thinking, rather than suffer an alteration of our frame of our mind.

2: The Know-etic Connection

[U]ltimate reality is encountered neither in our minds nor in the physical cosmos, but at the point where these meet. Reality is a marriage of mind and matter.
–Alan Smithson
At present, the “I am” paradigm’s presumption of objectified thought is being complemented by humankind’s second great discovery, the realization that we tend to shape our notion of what is so in accordance with the way we think rather than merely according to what we think. Reality, as we experience it, is as much a product of noetics – the dynamics of our psyche’s processes – as it is a product of physics, chemistry and biology. In other words, the contours of reality’s spectacle tend to correspond to the contours of the collective and individual mindsets that frame our beholding of the spectacle. I am an active participant-observer of reality’s spectacle, not a passively recording webcam-like observer.

As noetically experienced, the world’s components are arranged like the fragments in a kaleidoscope, and are subject to change in appearance with every nudge of new perspective – though sometimes only as the nudge becomes what in Yiddish is called a noodge:

Two Zen monks were approaching town on a windy day.  One, observing a flag flapping noisily in the wind, commented thereupon. "No," said the other. "It is not the flag that is waving. The wind is waving." A vigorous argument ensued, in which no agreement was reached. So they consulted their master. "Tell us," they asked, "is it the flag or the wind that is waving?" “Neither," said the master.  "Mind is waving."

At a noetic minimum, I perpetually reinvent my experience of reality by adding to, subtracting from and rearranging its component parts. At a noetic maximum, I modify the perspective from which I effect my rearrangements. In either case, reality is the product of its ongoing spectacular rearrangement of my perspective along with the consequent ever-changing spectacle. In accordance with this understanding, in today’s rapidly changing world my forgiveness of the shortcomings of older ways of thoinking, as well as of the long-comings of newer ones, is becoming a universal imperative.

As a noetic “shape-shifter” of the ongoing and mutable manner of my looking out, I am far from being a passive recorder of an outlook that is objectively given to me. I am instead a co-creative participant in our shared reality’s subjective reformation. To the extent that I am a participant-observer of the shape that the world is in, fathoming reality is not a spectator sport. I am not a mere onlooker who gazes passively upon reality’s many shapes. My participatory observations instead have reality-altering implications.  

In other words, the emerging holistic paradigm acknowledges that the dynamics of my spectatorship affect my assessment of the spectacle, in which I see as I believe. As the mutable musings of the observing “I” resound in the reality-shaping process, reality ceases to look like an aggregation from which the seeing “I” is absent. How far we have yet to go in our incorporation of the “I” of the beholder into the beholden, acknowledging that reality is congregate rather than aggregate, may by be seen in magazines about house and home, in most of whose images no people are present. Among the notable exceptions, á la the paradigm of reality as realty writ large, are the ads that feature real estate salespersons.

It is essential to our present transit of realities that the emerging holistic paradigm be kept in historical perspective. For instance, its shape-shifting implications have long had precedent in the outlook of indigenous shamanic cultures. It is also historically noteworthy that, more often than not, while emerging paradigms forgivingly relinquish the discontinuities that former ones portend, they do respect what continues to be valid by complementing rather than eradicating their predecessors. So long as preceding paradigms continue to be useful, they remain co-existent with their successors, as do the coexisting mega-paradigms of Newtonian and quantum physics, each of which is eminently workable in its own domain. Paradigms will continue to complement one another so long as each accounts for things that others tend to leave out, until (if ever) the search for a theory of everything comes up with a paradigm that covers all of our traces. In the meantime, paradigmatic evolution tends to be adaptive via mutual accommodation, so that seldom – as did the pre-Copernican outlook – does a mega-paradigm become approximately extinct. 

In summary of our know-etic connection: the emerging holistic mega-paradigm merely qualifies, rather than replaces, long-established group-centered and individual-centered mindsets that seem subject to perpetuity in periodically readapted paradigmatic form. The qualification is this: for the first time in the history of post-indigenous humankind, the partisan realities of group-selfness and individual-selfness are being complemented with the non-partisan reality of whole-selfness.

3: From Partisan Points of View to Non-partisan Points to View

God doesn’t have a point of view.

God has points to view.

-Mr. God, This Is Anna
I once observed an acknowledgement of the holistic paradigm that had been etched in stone. While walking to my college classes one day in the early 1960’s I passed some freshly cemented sidewalk on which was scrawled an “X” and the inscription, “This is the exact center of the universe!” That evening, the hardened cement also sported a contending “X” with the inscription, “So is this!” As a student then majoring in the history of ideas, my immediate response to this fretful cosmic tablature was, “I wish I’d said that.”

The tandem graffiti acknowledged that the ancient quasi-Hermetic description of God (“that whose center is everywhere and whose circumference is nowhere”) was being complemented with the contemporary quasi-frenetic quantum physical perspective: that the cosmos, whatever its circumference may be, is uniformly centered at every point. Contemplating the two “X’s” recalled to mind my first observation in childhood of the beam of light cast by the moon on a reflecting body of water. No matter how vigorously I jumped sideways in either direction, the beam remained precisely aligned between myself and the moon. In quantum terms (i.e., the terms laid down by light itself), each of us is simultaneously situated at front row center and stage front center, at once in both passive and active alignment to the cosmic proscenium. In keeping with the selfhood paradox yet again, I need never seek where “the action” is, for it is ceaselessly taking place as me.

The irreducible ambiguity of my shape-shiftful peerings through the lenses of overlapping co-existent paradigms, even as each of my six-billion-plus human peers is seeing through lenses ground at least somewhat differently than mine, suggests that perceiving anything from a single perspective is a liability. 

Understanding something in just one way is a rather fragile kind of understanding…. [Y]ou need to understand something at least two different ways in order to really understand it. Each way of thinking about something strengthens and deepens the other ways of thinking about it. Understanding something in several different ways produces an overall understanding that is richer and of a different nature than any one way of understanding. –Mitchell Resnick, in Turtles, Termites and Traffic Jams; Explorations in Massively Parallel Microworlds (MIT Press, 1999)

Readers who are intrigued by the overall ramifications of co-existing group-, individual- and whole-self paradigms may consult the later chapter, “Surfing on the Paradigm Shift” (p. xxx). My immediate purpose just now is to relate these ramifications to my experience with the realities of self-forgiveness.

********************************

REASON FORGIVING
Our Age of Ambiguity

was heralded by the discovery

that the motion of atomic particles

cannot be fully comprehended:

we cannot determine their velocity

without altering their course of travel;

nor can we determine their trajectory

without altering their speed.

The metaphysics of shifts in consciousness

is no more certain than the physics of quantum leaps.

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

(how much do you love me?)

then loving's flow will tend elsewhere to go.

Or should I attempt instead to plot love's course

(will you always love me?)

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

The ultimate science, 

whether of motion or emotion,

is the art of being with and as what is.

4: Three Partisan Outlooks on What’s So about What’s So . . .
If the Lord God held out to me in his right hand the whole of truth,

and in his left hand only the urge to seek truth,

I would reach for his left hand.

-Gottfried Theodore Lessing
The quest for truth necessitates my living with all questions left unresolved, in preference to presumption of having all of the right answers. Accordingly, I am devoted to addressing all questionable aspects of forgiveness, while facilitating others’ discovery of answers that reside within themselves. 

Broadly speaking, there are at least three questionable outlooks on what’s so, each with its own implications for self-forgiveness, which were once cited by a trio of baseball umpires:

“I calls ‘em as I sees ‘em.”

“I calls ‘em as they really are.”

“They ain’t nothin’ ‘til I calls ‘em.”

Some say that without all three of these outlooks, my assessment of “the way things are” is incomplete. Which or how many of the three I choose as my own may make no difference to what is actually so:

“Sir, we ought to teach people that they are doing wrong in worshipping the images and pictures in the temple.”

“Do you think God does not know that he is being worshipped in the images and pictures?  If a worshipper should make a mistake, do you not think God will know his intent?”  (From The Gospel of Sri Ramakrishna)

Yet though my choice of outlook(s) on reality may not alter what is actually so, it does make all the difference to my experience (and thus my forgiveness/unforgiveness) of what actually is so.

********************************

ONE SONG
"What is this universe?" I asked

of physicists, astronomers and others

who strive daily to penetrate its depths and breadths.

They told me of wondrous things,

of energies, velocities and distances

measured only by time that I don't have.

And they told me about stars that have long since ceased to shine,

but whose prior light still serves to guide seafaring mariners in the dark.

Since I am a mariner myself,

destined to find my own way on life's uncharted sea,

I thought: "Perhaps the stars have guidance for me, too.

I shall consult them face to face."

And thus it was I found myself beneath a starry night,

surrounded by the rhythms of rustling stalks of corn,

of crickets and of other night-time celebrants.

I watched and listened far and long,

and marveled that a guiding star,

though dead, perhaps, two thousand years

could be trustingly communed with by those who seek direction.

I consulted with the galaxies,

until I recognized that the sparkling far above

was echoing in the pulsing melodies of the celebrants below.

"What is this universe?"

The answer to my question came in four-part harmony:

S elves, in unison with

               O thers, re-creating

          N ature and fulfilling nature's

                                                                        G od.

The universe is one song.

5. . . . None of Which Is Necessarily So
Reality isn’t what it used to be. 
-John Lennon
The 19th century American humorist, Artimus Ward, observed, “It ain't so much the things you don't know that get you in trouble. It's the things you know that just ain't so.” A forgiving antidote to such unwarranted certainty was penned by 20th century composer, George Gershwin: “It Ain’t Necessarily So.”

Those who live close to the Earth tend to have the most seasoned view of necessity, as witnessed in the following assessments of “what’s so” by two farmers. The first assessment comes from the Zen tradition, and concerns a farmer whose horses broke down a fence and ran away.
"That's too bad," his neighbor said upon hearing the news.
"Who knows what's bad?" replied the farmer.
The next day the farmer's son found the wayward animals amidst a band of wild horses.  When they were once again securely fenced at home, several of the wild horses were now among their number.
"That's good," said the neighbor, reflecting on the farmer's gain.
"Who knows what's good?" replied the farmer.
The following day, the farmer's son broke his leg while trying to tame one of the wild horses.
"That's too bad," the neighbor commiserated.
"Who knows what's bad?" replied the farmer.
Yet another day later, a group of soldiers visited the farm, to conscript the son into military service.  Seeing his condition, they rode on.
"That's good," the neighbor said when hearing of this latest turn of events.
"Who knows what's good?" replied the farmer.
The second assessment of necessity’s relative inevitabilities is from Carl Sandburg’s 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.

Necessity, like consistency, is relative to my perception. 

Sandburg’s concluding imagery also reminds me that it sometimes takes no more than a single insensitive look, oversight or statement from me to go against the grain of another, and tend to wither his or her spirit. Therefore, the more forgiving I am in my overall temperament, the less likely I am to make incidents of forgiveness necessary.

Making Sense of Reality
The difference between fiction and reality is that fiction has to make sense. 

-Tom Clancy
Our desire to know and understand what life is all about is the genesis of all enlightened fiction. According to the emerging holistic paradigm, my experience and understanding of what’s so (“reality”) partakes of the very nature of enlightened fiction, because my outlook is a virtual model of what “really” is only as “what is” makes sense to me. My experience is a noetically constructed simulation of what’s so, a voyager’s reasoned (and, in quantum terms, wave-making) sensory report rather than a voyeur’s point-to-point facsimile. Speaking in more philosophical terms: reality Kant be entirely construed via a Locke-down of the senses.

My experience is a by-product of reality, not its end product. As experienced, all reality is virtual – a virtual reflection of the I of its beholder, as biased by his/her inner disposition(s) and contingent situation(s). My experience is invariably comprised of a set of sensory data that is qualified by a reasoned – albeit sometimes unreasonable – interpretation thereof, based on my unique projection of personality, cultural inheritance and past experience, and my present intentions, motivations and expectations. My experience is an intersection of my fluctuating inner and outer worlds, a unique noetic marriage of my perceiving mind with perceivable matters, a criss-crossroads of reception and conception that physicist Hendrick Casimir has characterized (in the title of his book) as a Haphazard Reality.

After all is said and done, reality is a non-stop Rorschach test, for reality as experienced it is inevitably my own kinesthetic assessment of the cosmic “inkblot” that the universe of effects presents to my sensorium of sight, sound, smell, taste and touch, as further abetted by my insights and intuitions. All of my assessments of “what’s so” are projections of my outlook (i.e., my sense-making of what’s so) upon whatever I am looking at, an ascription of my perceived “truth” to my experience. For example, the so-called starry “Big Dipper” looks like such only from our galactic neighborhood’s window on the night sky, and only since humankind’s invention of dippers. And like the Big Dipper, all else that I see is similarly constellated from the perspective of my own kinesthetic window on the world of my experience.

Given that everyone’s experience of reality is virtually conditioned by his/her own unique marriage of mindset and circumstances, George Bernard Shaw spoke with insight uncommon to most of us when he observed, “You are the window through which you must see the world.” His insight further suggests that mutual forbearance of one another’s outlooks is the moment-to-moment order of the day:

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

Thus I cannot clearly see nor fully understand the place you occupy.

Yet, even though I cannot be with you in that place,

I am no less with you in my here than you are next to me in yours.

Whatever reality may be when it is not being observed, we will never know what unobserved reality is actually like. We have yet to document what no one has detected and observed. Observation (sensation, conception, perception, experience and our synthetic, noetic construct of all the foregoing) is the only reality-detector available to us, and all such detection virtually contaminates the evidence thus detected with at least some variation particular to each participant-observer’s perspective. No matter how precisely we may be aided by telescopic, microscopic, electronic and other extensions of the human sensorium, it continues to function as an audio-visual-tactile mixing board, not as a merely passive recording device.

However successfully I may objectify my experience by endeavoring to perceive the world exactly as it is, I am unavoidably somewhat like a blind person who seeks to discern the nature of a snowflake by touching it. The universe has an irreducible “user-friendly” way of melting into my chosen means of comprehending it, as if it is ongoingly rearranging itself to accommodate my picture of reality. These user-friendly dynamics are revealed and documented by such diverse pursuits of knowledge as gestalt psychology, quantum mechanics, general semantics, general systems theory, chaos theory (a.k.a. “non-equilibrium thermodynamics”), complexity theory, fractal mathematics and the emerging noetic sciences. 

Two scientists characterized reality’s user-friendliness in titling their book, The Looking-Glass Universe. It is because of my paradoxically self-mirroring relationship to all else that my making sense of reality is a consummate fictional art. My kinesthetic synthesis of what’s so is just what the word denotes: synthetic. This realization inspired yet another scientist to assert that, rather than being “fields” or “disciplines” of knowledge, our sciences are just as much “imaginations” as are the arts, albeit more objective ones.

Life is a novel experience for all concerned, based for each of us upon a unique psycho-neuro-physiological computation and description (image-ination) of the world, a noetic construct of the “real” world rather than a true copy thereof.  Like everyone else, therefore, I comprehend (take in) and map reality as I sense it to be, rather than as a precise re-fabrication. My experiential map is an ongoing reconstruction of the self-fulfilling prophecy that inhere’s my outlook, a reconstruction that is uniquely individual, in accord with a perspective that is more or less – yet always somewhat – mine alone.

No matter how accurately my noetic map represents the world, the well-known cliché prevails: my map is not the territory. In accordance with a well-known statement of Zen perspective, I am as twice-removed from reality’s primal territory as is a finger pointing at a moon whose own reflections likewise represent yet another point of origin in a universe whose every point, like the roses outside my window, has originating power as a point of view, a point to view, and (when sentient) a point that views as well.

And so it is for everyone. Our comprehension of reality is “in-here”-ent to each of us in accord with his or her unique noetic and situational perspectives. No two persons can have a precisely identical construct of reality, because no two of us are able to have an I-dentical outlook. Even when we agree on words with which we testify to our outlooks, the shared experience to which we refer only approximately overlaps. To recapitulate: Each of us creates a unique simulation of the world as s/he neuro-physiologically and circumstantially experiences it to be. Consequently, since we can experience the world only as it seems to be, each of us is a “shape-shifter” who is continually re-inventing his/her own outlook on the world.

Because a seem-lessly exacting computation, perception and experience of objective reality is beyond anyone’s attainment, the “real” world at present includes six and one-quarter billion different outlooks on reality (counting only the outlooks of human creatures). The forgiveness-related implications of such diversity are self-evident. As one witness to this realization attests, “It is as though every individual is exploring life with a compass that has a unique setting. That any meaningful dialogue at all is possible bespeaks man’s enormous compassion for his own condition.” (David Hawkins, Power Versus Force, p. 92) 
An even more enormous exercise of compassionate mutual forbearance and forgiveness is now essential to civilization’s fitness to survive. The co-existence of billions of diverse outlooks requires an unprecedented degree of global agreement to disagree. Fortunately, such amnesty inheres the emerging holistic paradigm, which informs me that since my situational relationship to reality is a noetic computation and construct thereof, I can forgivingly re-compute and re-construct – and thus neutralize –any unforgiving adversariality that lurks within my present outlook.

The time for all of us to be forgivingly engaged in such re-invention is at hand.

********************************
THE FIELD OF PLAY

Until the Original Moment  when space and time began

God had no room for movement.

And so it was in the beginning that God spoke the Word:

"Let a cosmic playground be, where all that is 

may know enjoyment by taking itself lightly."

Thus was the Field of Play brought into Being.

Seeing this as good, God said,

"Now let there be amongst the play some time of rest from playing."

Hence the periodic darkness whose service is enhancement of the light.

This, too, God saw as good.

"Now let the Field of Play be filled with players," God decreed,

and the eternal procession of lifekind began.

Seeing, still, that all was good God finally declared,

"From amongst the players let those come forth

whose game it is to write their own scripts."

Eventually the Field of Play emerged as you and me

and we, God said, are also very good,

good enough to continue writing our scripts

unless (and until) we right ourselves out of the play. 

Making Reality of Sense
What you are speaks so loud I cannot hear what you say.

-Ralph Waldo Emerson

The medium is the message.

-Marshall McLuhan
In recognition that each way of being “here I am” is the loud-speaker of its own message, some folks greet the paradigm of holistic awareness from the perspective of the longstanding individual-centered paradigm by declaring, “I create my own reality.” A comprehensive description of how this happens (and, yes, another representation of the selfhood paradox) maintains that

"Reality" is what we take to be true.

What we take to be true is what we believe.

What we believe is based upon our perceptions.

What we perceive depends on what we look for.

What we look for depends upon what we think.

What we think depends upon what we perceive.

What we perceive determines what we believe.

What we believe determines what we take to be true

What we take to be true is our reality.

So . . . We create our own reality. 

-Gary Zukov

This description is in keeping with one of humankind’s few perceptual accords, that circularity is a template of cosmic form and function, from the universe’s sphere-sprinkled night sky and heavenly orbits to its earthly cycles and sub-atomic oscillations. Nonetheless, the macro- and microcosmic panoramas thus presented to my sensorium suggest that any assertion of self-created reality grossly exaggerates and misconstrues both the individuality and virtuality of my experience. Since my total cosmos is comprised of quadrillions of only approximately simultaneous and partially overlapping contingencies, the cosmic dictatorship implied in saying “I create my own reality” is suggestive of the sound of one ego, tripping. 

Presuming to account for the nature and arrangement of all existing objects, situations and events by claiming to be their creator is the equivalent of saying that each object fabricates the cosmos that sustains it – once again as if reality were mere realty writ large in accordance with my appreciation, not its own. The ultimate logic of this claim – that each human figure creates the totality of its cosmic ground, as if the entire universe were its very own real estate – does not compute in any reasonable set of co-existing paradigms. [This reality-as-realty mindset was exemplified by an acquisitive Texas rancher who denied that he yearned to own the entire state, merely all of the land adjoining his own at any given moment.]

Just because I am holistically centered in the cosmic ground, I am not thus the progenitor of everything that is experienced by me. Reality, however I seem to experience it, remains far more what it seams to be ecologically than what I deem it to be ego-logically.

The assertion of self-created reality especially fails to compute in what is probably the most widely revered and ancient of all mega-paradigms, the one that conditions so many mindsets to attribute the creation of reality to a “higher power” most commonly designated as “God.” Yet even those who reject the God hypothesis may fully appreciate the holistic implications of a current anecdote: 

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.”

From the perspective of any workable outlook, this anecdote illustrates the absurdity of the ego-logical proposal that I am my reality’s creator. I am rather a co-creator of a shared reality, in accordance with the way that I perceive and experience it. Reality works for me in accordance with the way that I work reality as a local weaver of a universal, cosmic fabric of existence that long precedes my own warping and woofing of its ongoing fabrication. 

What I unquestionably do create is my own unique assessment of reality, an enigmatically paradigmatic perception of, relationship to and corresponding experience of a pre-existing cosmos. I create my experience of reality, not reality itself, and I consider this qualification to be quite fortunate. The universal system of seamingly ordered objects and events called “cosmos” is far more stable than the affairs of any bipedal loudspeakers whom I have thus far heard proclaiming to be its creator.

“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.”  

I also need not invoke the God hypothesis – yet neither do I become a non-believer – when I propose that I create my own perception of, relationship to and synthetically interpreted experience of reality. Some kind of stuff invariably pre-exists my making up of it, for no matter how sophisticated or proficient my make-up artistry may be, cosmology invariably precedes cosmetology. Where forgiveness is concerned, therefore, Marilyn Ferguson’s “new common sense” of being a student at M.S.U. is simply stated:

· Unforgiveness makes me up to be someone who I am not.

· Forgiving the someone who I’m not allows me in turn to further make up for my role-selves’ unloving transgression of my whole-self’s being.

********************************
REWRITING MY OWN SCRIPT FOREVER

When I behold a rock

I also see the soil

that the rock shall one day be,

the ground of lifekind's future offspring.

When I contemplate the air

I imagine the trillions of other creatures

who also have been, are, and will be

breathing it back to life.

When I observe the planet's waters

I remember that my body,

like the substance of all other earthly creatures,

consists mostly of this ever-flowing

re-life-cycling liquid.

When I gaze at human fabrications,

I marvel at the fact

that so many of them are made

from substances that formerly had life or one day will.

Nearly everything that passes through my hands

has either been a part of something living

or is on its way to being so.

I sometimes contemplate the things that come to hand,

to remember or to speculate about

their once-upon-a-time and future life.

Former lifekind fuels my car,

clothes my body,

heats my home,

while lifekind yet to be

lies dormant in nearly all that I cast off.

Nothing in my world is fully dead.

Like the rain, life falls in one place

to rise elsewhere in another.

And wherever I see life that is no longer or not yet,

It reminds me that I, too, 

am in and of what is forever now.

The Sense Abilities of Forgiveness
He that cannot forgive others breaks the bridge over which he must pass himself,

for every man has need to be forgiven.

-George Herbert
Unforgiveness – the resentful, angry, hateful nurturing of my grievances via their outward projection on others – is first and foremost a harmful transgression against the wholeness of my own being. How may I thus harmfully self-transgress? Let me count the ways . . .

Resentment has been compared to holding on to a burning ember with the intention of throwing it at another, all the while burning yourself. When we feel resentful, we feel strongly the pain of the past again and again. Not only does this take an obvious and dramatic toll on our emotional well-being, it can powerfully and negatively impact our physical well-being as well. -Robin Casarjian
***

Of the seven deadly sins, anger is possibly the most fun. 

To lick your wounds, to smack your lips over grievances long past, to roll over your tongue the prospect of bitter confrontations yet to come, to savor to the last toothsome morsel both the pain you are given and the pain you are giving back - in many ways it is a feast fit for a king.
The chief drawback is that what you are wolfing down is yourself.
The skeleton at the feast is you.  -Frederick Beuchner
***

When we hate our enemies, we are giving them power over us: power over our sleep, our appetites, our blood pressure, our health, and our happiness. Our enemies would dance with joy if only they knew how they were worrying us, lacerating us, and getting even with us! Our hate is not hurting them at all, but our hate is turning our own days and nights into a hellish turmoil. -Dale Carnegie
***

If I don’t forgive you, and I hold some kind of resentment or grudge inside of me, it’s not going to bother you. You’ll go right on with your life, but I’ll be suffering.  I’ll have backaches, nervous tension, or disease from the festering sore of this unforgiveness of you in me.  My attitude about that is that it’s not worth that much to me.  I won’t give a person free rent in my mind when I don’t even like that person. -Della Reese
***

These witnesses – and others whom I elsewhere cite – attest to the fact that my unforgiveness is a grievous self-transgression because of its inescapable locale: my unforgiveness exists entirely within me, where it subtracts from my well-being far more than it exacts its presumed visitation of ill-being on those for whom it is intended. In addition to this testimony, extensive documentation of the toxic effects of unforgiveness has been clinically compiled as well. Entrenched unforgiveness

· distresses my central nervous system;

· stresses my circulatory system;

· stresses my muscular-skeletal system;

· stresses my glandular systems;

· depresses my immune system

Ongoing unforgiveness tends to distress my central nervous system by giving harbor to a wide range of self-transgressing feelings, such as irritability, nervousness, anxiety, hostility, anger, resentment and depression. The nervous distress of entrenched blamefulness can constrict my heartbeat, which is a barometer of my nervous system’s health in general. It also tends to disrupt the harmony of my brain waves, making me less able to think clearly and make appropriate decisions.
In addition to its impairment of heart function, persistent unforgiveness tends to reduce the flexibility of my cardiovascular system overall by increasing blood and arterial wall pressure. 

Steadfast unforgiveness tends to distress my muscular-skeletal system by increasing forehead muscle tension, thereby producing headaches, as well as by inducing other tensions and dis-ease: stomach aches, muscle and joint aches, dizziness, and tiredness.
Enduring feelings of unforgiveness further tend to provoke a glandular rush of adrenaline, an energy boost in support of fight or flight reflexes. When neither of these responses occurs, the hormonal discharge dissipates by agitating my other body systems.
As my lasting unforgiveness invokes some or all of the foregoing mental, emotional and physical strain, it correspondingly tends to depress my immune system’s ability to ward off both acute and chronic disease. 

Taken together, the foregoing experiential and clinical data clearly indicate that persistent unforgiveness is indeed an egregious self-transgression. The primary sense abilities of unforgiveness are in the long run disabilities that are self-destructive of my healthy sensibility overall. Hence my earlier assessment: I need not seek for whom my unforgiveness tolls, it takes its toll on me.

Hopes and Expectations

Life is not the way it's supposed to be. It's the way it is.
The way you cope with it is what makes the difference.
-Virginia Satir
Although Jean Paul Sartre once asserted that “Hell is other people,” the foregoing witnesses and clinical evidence indicate that hell is a condition I make for myself by endeavoring to condemn other people to its distress. It is my hell to which I condemn them. Yet since they have no way to join me, I remain my hell’s sole occupant. As Eric Butterworth defines the hellacious genesis of self-negating condemnation, “the adversary is not the person or situation that stands before you, but your reaction to or feeling about it.”

Unforgiveness is far more intimately related to my own self-transgression than it is to others’ perceived transgressions against me, or to my projected counter-transgressions. Accordingly, my condemnation of others harmfully negates my own well-being far more than it does theirs, because it steadfastly maintains its residence within me rather than within the ones whom I presume to condemn. They always have the option that I have rejected: not to buy into my unforgiveness.

By far the greatest torment inflicted upon myself in consequence of my unforgiveness is the pain of negating my own causal power by attributing its source to someone or something else. Such is the prescriptive wisdom underlying Jesus’ well-known commentary on judgment, which may be more generally stated as, “Be ye not against another, lest ye be against yourself.” The law of cause and effect is such that whenever I am reactionary, I become my own equal and opposite reaction. Hence does the logic of unforgiveness preclude all possibility of reconciliation: “I’ll burn that bridge when I come to it.”

The deepest transgression of my unforgiveness is its denial of my own self-dominion as I negate my causal powers by believing that the role-selves of others are the source of the powers that govern me. I thereby obscure my intuition of an essential truth:

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.

Even though my hopes and expectations are integral to much that may upset me, they are likewise thoroughly integral to any concern about what happens to myself and others. I cannot live caringly in the absence of having such anticipations. It is therefore utterly essential for me to grieve when my hopes are tragically dashed and my expectations are grossly unmet. What is unessential (however understandable) is my tendency to entrench my grief by blaming myself and/or others for failing to match my anticipations.
My freedom of choice does not include freedom from the consequences of my choices.  Accordingly, the choice to have hopes and expectations inevitably includes the consequence of living in a world where no one's hopes and expectations are consistently met.  To the extent that it is natural for me to have hopes and expectations, it is consequently natural to experience grievance for anticipations that are unfulfilled.
Everyone has grievances. Grievances are an inevitable aspect of being alive, because the choice to have hopes and expectations is inexorably inclusive of opportunities to grieve when they are unmet. Yet the greatest of all grievances would be to have no hopes and expectations in the first place. 
It is the entrenchment of my grievances that is optional, rather than the fact of their existence. Although the periodic experience of grievance is inevitable so long as I have hopes and expectations, casting blame on the persons (including myself) and on the circumstances that fail to fulfill my hopes and expectations is an entirely optional aspect of my grieving. Even though some grievances may be with me unforgettably for the rest of my life, I can nevertheless choose to remember my experience of them without blame.
Why would I opt to live blamelessly with my grievances, rather than with condemning unforgiveness? Simply because whenever I have grievances to which I hold on with blame, it is my grievances thus entrenched that instead have me. No matter where my blame is aimed, it continues to be first and foremost an attack upon myself. Even though my reason for harboring hurtful unforgiveness is to inflict its pain on persons and circumstances that thwart my hopes and expectations, the harbor of my anguish is within. No amount of effort to elsewhere export its pain can succeed in doing so.
Attempting to cast blame is no more effective than the endeavor to throw molasses.  As long as my experience of blaming is sustained in the body/mind inhabited by me and not in the body/mind of another, I can no more offload the pain of my unforgiveness onto someone else than I can upload myself onto a truck by tugging at my feet. Both endeavors are equally futile.
Treasuring my pain by gluing myself to my grievances with the pain of blame only succeeds in sustaining chronic suffering that otherwise eventually would pass. Blame is the extinguisher of my internal vitality, with which I burn my bridge to a less painful future.  

Sometimes the healing alternative begins with forgiving myself for treasuring my painful grievances. As the following rhyme suggests, the most healing of all remedies is to live blamelessly with my unmet hopes and expectations that the people in and circumstances of my life be other than the way they are.

THE COLD WITHIN

Six humans trapped by happenstance in black and bitter cold,

each one possessed a stick of wood, or so the story's told.

Their dying fire in need of logs, the first woman held hers back,

for on the faces around the fire she noticed one was black.

The next man looking cross the way saw one not of his church,

and couldn't bring himself to give the fire his stick of birch.

The third one sat in tattered clothes, he gave his coat a hitch.

Why should his log be put to use to warm the idle rich?

The rich man just sat back and thought of the wealth he had in store,

and how to keep what he had earned from the lazy, shiftless poor.

The black man's face bespoke revenge as the fire passed from his sight,

for all he saw in his stick of wood was a chance to spite the white.

And the last man of this forlorn group did naught except for gain.

Giving only to those who gave was how he played the game.

The logs held tight in death's still hands was proof of human sin.

They didn't die from the cold without, they died from the cold within.

-Author Unknown
NO COMPARISON

The supreme good is like water,

which nourishes all things without trying to.

It is content with the low places that people disdain.

Thus it is like the Tao.

In dwelling, live close to the ground.

In thinking, keep to the simple.

In conflict, be fair and generous.

In governing, don't try to control.

In work, do what you enjoy.

In family life, be completely present.

When you are content to be simply yourself,

And don't compare or compete,

Everybody will respect you.

      -Tao Te Ching, Translated by Stephen Mitchell
~~~~~~~

I'd like to stop comparing myself with other people.

Comparing has become a heavy burden on my soul.

I can always think of ways that I seem to be “better” than another,

but others always seem to be “better” than I in some ways, too,

and the “better” seemed in others seems more certain.

Comparing always leaves me feeling a deficit.

I can always find at least one person

“better” than I in any given quality,

yet this is never fully compensated

by my estimate of others who are “not as good” as I.

I feel each quality begin to die in me

whenever I compare it with that quality in others.

There are so many more of others than of me,

that comparing myself to them is a game I only lose.

I would no longer overlook 

that other people are for loving,

however they may be,

not for comparing.

Disorientation

It’s hard to fight an enemy

who has outposts in your head.

–Sally Kempton
The disruption of my whole-self’s mode of being by my role-selves’ dissonant ways – the occasion of everyone’s requirement for self-forgiveness – is lamented in Barry Stevens’ essay, “Curtain Raiser”:

In the beginning, I was one person, knowing nothing but my own experience.

Then I was told things, and I became two people: the little girl who said how terrible it was that the boys had a fire going in the lot next door where they were roasting apples (which was what the women said) – and the little girl who, when the boys were called by their mothers to go to the store, ran out and tended the fire and the apples because she loved doing it.

So then there were two of I.

One I always doing something that the other I disapproved of. Or other I said what I disapproved of. All this argument in me so much.

In the beginning was I, and I was good.

Then came in other I. Outside authority. This was confusing. And then other I became very confused because there were so many outside authorities.

Sit nicely. Leave the room to blow your nose. Don’t do that. That’s silly. Why, the poor child doesn’t even know how to pick a bone! Flush the toilet at night because if you don’t it makes it harder to clean. DON’T FLUSH THE TOILET AT NIGHT- you wake people up! Always be nice to people. Even if you don’t like them, you mustn’t hurt their feelings. Be frank and honest. If you don’t tell people what you think of them, that’s cowardly. Butter knives. It is important to use butter knives. Butter knives? What foolishness! Speak nicely, Sissy! Kipling is wonderful! Ugh! Kipling (turning away).

The most important thing is to have a career. The most important thing is to get married. The hell with everyone. Be nice to everyone. The most important thing is sex.  The most important thing is to have money in the bank. The most important thing is to have everyone like you. The most important thing is to dress well. The most important thing is to be sophisticated and say what you don’t mean and don’t let anyone know what you feel. The most important thing is to be ahead of everyone else. The most important thing is a black seal coat and china and silver. The most important thing is to be clean.  The most important thing is to always pay your debts. The most important thing is not to be taken in by anyone else. The most important thing is to love your parents. The most important thing is to work. The most important thing is to be independent. The most important thing is to speak correct English. The most important thing is to be dutiful to your husband. The most important thing is to see that your children behave well. The most important thing is to go to the right plays and read the right books. The most important thing is to do what others say. And others say all these things.

All the time I is saying, live with life. That is what is important.

But when I lives with life, other I says no, that’s bad. All the different other I’s say this. It’s dangerous. It isn’t practical. You’ll come to a bad end. Of course . . . everyone felt that way once, the way you do, but you’ll learn!
Out of all the other I’s some are chosen as a pattern that is me. But there are all the other possibilities of patterns within what all the others say which come into me and become other I which is not myself, and sometimes take these over. Then who am I?

I does not bother about who am I. I is, and is happy being. But when I is happy being, other I says get to work, do something, do something worthwhile. I is happy doing dishes. “You’re weird!” I is happy being with people saying nothing. Other I says talk. Talk, talk, talk. I gets lost.

I knows that things are to be played with, not possessed. I likes putting things together, lightly. Taking things apart, lightly. “You’ll never have anything!” Making things of things in a way that the things themselves take part in, putting themselves together with surprise and delight to I. “There’s no money in that!”

I is human. If someone needs, I gives. “You can’t do that! You’ll never have anything for yourself! We’ll have to support you!”

I loves. I loves in a way that other I does not know. I loves. “That’s too warm for friends!” “That’s too cool for lovers!” “Don’t feel so bad, he’s just a friend. It ius not as though you loved him.” “How can you let him go? I thought you loved him?” So cool the warm for friends and hot up the love for others, and I gets lost.

So both I’s have a house and a husband and children and all that, and friends and respectability and all that, and security and all that, but both I’s are confused because other I says, “You see? You’re lucky,” while I goes on crying. “What are you crying about? Why are you so ungrateful?” I doesn’t know gratitude or ingratitude, and cannot argue. I goes on crying. Other I pushes it out, says “I am happy! I am very lucky to have such a fine family and a nice house and good neighbors and lots of friends who want me to do this, do that.” I is not reason-able, either. I goes on crying.

Other I gets tired, and goes on smiling, because that is the thing to do. Smile, and you will be rearded. Like the seal who gets tossed a piece of fish. Be nice to everyone and you will be rewarded. People will be nice to you, and you can be happy with that. You know they like you. Like a dog who gets patted on the head for good behavior. Tell funny stories. Be gay. Smile, smile, smile. . . . I us crying. . . . “Don’t be sorry for yourself! Go out and do things for people!” “Go out and be with people!” I is still crying, but now, that is not heard and felt so much.

Suddenly: “What am I doing?” “Am I going to go through life playing the clown?” “What am I doing, going to parties that I do not enjoy?” “What am I doing, being with people who bore me?” “Why am I so hollow and the hollowness filled with emptiness?” A shell. How has this shell grown around me? Why am I proud of my children and unhappy about their lives which are not good enough? Why am I disappointed? Why do I feel so much waste?

I comes through, a  little. In moments. And gets pushed back by other I.

I refuses to play the clown any more. Which I is that? “She used to be fun, but now she thinks too much about herself.” I lets friends drop away. Which I is that? “She’s being too much by herself. That’s bad. She’s losing her mind.” 

Which mind?                                           

-From Carl Rogers, On  Being A Real Person
SELF I-DENTITY REVISITED
Man's reach must exceed his grasp,

Else what's a Heaven for?
-Robert Browning
For those who would know themselves as the beneficial presence of whole-self being that they are (see p. 6), the ambiguity inherent in the selfhood paradox counsels a consummate flexibility. Accordingly, even though I sometimes exemplify the very things that I know my beneficial presence to be more or other than, my truest witness may nonetheless prevail as I forgivingly release myself from whatever obscures the truth to which the wholeness of my being testifies:

I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned.

And just how may I again resound my whole-self’s beneficial way of being?

By living from moment to moment in this very question, rather than by any final answer, thereby ceaselessly reaching for that which is forever left of who I truly am.

Ordination: Paradise Ingrained

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

-Hugh Romney (a.k.a. "Wavy Gravy")
My mother once wistfully lamented, “You were such an affectionate child....” Her lamentation lingers in my memory as a commentary on the human situation overall. 

I arrived in this world as an innocently carefree, universally accepting, and joyfully unspoiled beneficial presence.  I was wholly endowed – and thus ordained – to be present in this world in a manner that is beneficial to all concerned, myself included. 

And so were we all. 

The socio-cultural systemic betrayal of our beneficently ordained state of whole-self being is poignantly acknowledged in a poem by Christopher Morley:

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.

Once upon a time, each of us was poetry itself. Our subliminal retention of this ordination is recalled in some of our tales that likewise begin with “once upon a time.”  

Each human being begins life as a beneficial presence born for giving, with the evidence of his/her beneficent endowment quite literally in hand. For example, 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 grab or seize the offered finger, nor did I clutch, cling or otherwise hold on to it. At one with the prescription for being the flow (p.  2), 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 of its removal. I enfolded the presence of all persons, without ever for a moment holding on, and allowed them harmless passage without prejudice, distinction or other imposition.

In the beginning each of us likewise accommodated the presence of all others, without imposing ourselves on any. This initial and universal gesture of enfolding and allowing is the primal human handshake, known to all of us at birth and, for a brief season, offered by each of us to every other one of us. Irrespective of our own race, color, gender, ethnic origin, etc., we begin our lives as whole-self beings willing to shake hands with all other embodiments of such being, no matter what may be their present form or condition, enfolding them "as is" and unconditionally allowing harmless passage to them all. 

This universal handshake is powerful testimony to – while at the same time a quietly dramatic demonstration of – our innately non-imposing and forgiving selves. (Even our crying was at first devoid of impositional intent.) As we thus whole-beingly granted harmless passage to everyone, we witnessed to our original, innate state of “being all for one and one for all."

And then we grew . . . all the while being told that we were growing upward. Yet in our encounter with ascension into adulthood, we descended from the endowed gracefulness with which we were originally ordained. We profaned the authenticity of our whole-self’s being, becoming instead adult-erated children. We substituted a masquerade of role-self being for our innate and genuinely authentic whole-self being.

Regardless of our profanation, we may yet again resound our original beneficent ordination. Our descent into inauthenticity is self-forgivably redeemable. As affirmed by Anaϊs Nin:
One discovers that destiny can be directed, that one does not need to remain in bondage to the first wax imprint made on childhood sensibilities. One need not be branded by the first pattern. Once the deforming mirror is smashed, there is a possibility of wholeness; there is a possibility of joy. 

The possibilities of wholeness and joy are forever with us, for they are among the endowed qualities of my ground state of being. Furthermore, the profanation of my childhood sensibilities in “the deforming mirror” of my adulter-ation may be remedied far less forcefully than the word “smashing” suggests. I can forgive my way back to the endowed authenticity of my whole-self’s way of being, without ego-bashing the masquerading role-selves that I have so insidiously acquired. 

I can yet again be who I am, as I forgive who I am not.
My beneficial presence subliminally awaits my resounding of its grace as – now consciously – I assume my initial whole-self’s ground state to once again be poetry itself. Because I am endowed with this graceful quality of expression at the start, I cannot eradicate my whole-self’s beneficial presence. At most I can more or less eclipse it, yet all the while knowing what it takes to dispel the consequent shadows:

How I know I have forgiven someone is that he or she has harmless passage in my mind. -Karyl Huntley
With reference to our initial predisposition to be grantors of harmless passage, a good friend testified, "I have been fortunate to have forgiveness as a grace. It seems to come naturally to me, without a lot of effort." Yet her exceptional good fortune is not that of being graced as a forgiving person – an ordination that is common to us all – rather that of having substantially avoided the eclipse of her communion with grace that is universally endowed.

Grace-fully did our lives begin and, as it was in the beginning, grace-full may our lives be once again.  That which is supra-liminally and pre-consciously endowed to us remains subliminally latent in our being. Equitable granting of harmless passage to all who come into our presence may yet again grace our way of being in this world. We may once again be staid in the grace of our authentic whole-self’s state of being, as we disharmingly remit what is grace-less – as (in Emerson’s terms) we “get our bloated nothingness out of the way.” We thereby reclaim the temperament of our beneficial presence whose resounding, however eclipsed by our self-shadowing role-play, can never be extinguished.

PRACTICING DISHARMAMENT: Restoring Harmless Passage in My Mind

As a mindful endeavor to remit perceptions that are hurtful to myself and others, and to re-engage my beneficent ordination, when I feel ill at ease I often visualize a baby's hand unconditionally enfolding every finger that comes to rest there. I specifically focus this practice on persons whom I tend to perceive with hard feelings, grievance, resentment, blame – i.e., with unforgiveness. I visualize successive enfoldments of their finger by babys’ hands of all colors – black, brown, yellow and white (my own color last) – thus serving as well my larger quest to grant in my own mind equity of harmless passage to persons of all ethnic origin.

Enculturation:  Paradise In-Seined

Enculturation: the process by which a person adapts to a culture and assimilates its values.
Seine: a net for encircling fish.
~~~~~~~

I don’t want to get adjusted to this world.

-American folk hymn
Like all who undergo the mix up of growing “up,” I deviated from the nurture of my whole-self’s beneficent expression as I helplessly (so I felt) allowed myself to be molded to the specifications of my well-meaning yet errant elders’ presumably wiser ways. The social scientist’s terms for this molding are “socialization” and “enculturation.” As experienced, this moldy indoctrination smacks (often literally) of adulteration, the in-seine-ing of whole-self being that psychologist Abraham Maslow assessed 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.

To cite metaphors just entering our language in Maslow’s day, our inseinement “bugs” the “program” of our whole-self’s way of being. We are most deeply bugged thereby, not by what is going on in the world, rather by what ceases from growing on within us consequent to our socio-cultural enmeshment.

Maslow’s perspective on whole-self deterioration was shared even more forthrightly by one of his contemporaries, R. Buckminster (“Bucky”) Fuller, a genius of 20th century engineering, architecture, mathematics and natural philosophy, who some have likened to Leonardo da Vinci. Yet when asked if he was indeed a genius, Bucky replied: “I am convinced that neither I nor any other human being, past or present was or is a genius. I am convinced that what I have, every physically normal child also has at birth. There is no such thing as genius. Some children are less damaged than others.”  

I quoted Bucky’s declaration to my students in an introductory college-level social science course that I was teaching at the time (in the mid-1960’s), with the request that they reflect upon how some of us manage to “stay in the grace” of our whole-self’s innate genius more effectively than others. A spontaneous confessional ensued, in which we self-revealingly recounted our respective experiences of being “de-geniused” as a consequence of our being caught up in the seine of socio-cultural despoliation. Our testimonies moved me to summarize them in a song entitled “A Plea for Damaged Children,” whose verses epitomize the aversion of young people in those days to being “put down.”  The verses also alternate between genders, á la the 1960’s aspiring equality of respect for our primal diversity.

Most every newborn babe in this universe is put together mighty fine.

Though one of millions conceived in nature's bountiful purse, he's the only one of his kind.

Born for perfection, given over-protection, he's boxed in body and mind.

Born to be him, he's raised to be us, and we put him in a lifetime bind.

We've gotta let grow our little children, cause verbs weren't meant to be nouns.

Yeah, children are a whole lot like people that way, and we've gotta stop putting ‘em down.

The six-year-old child is brought into school where we tell her what she doesn't know.

We tell her what we're gonna tell her, then we tell her, then we tell her that we told her so. 

Born for creation, not regurgitation, she diligently wilts in her row.

Born to think her thoughts, she's stenciled with ours, and she's made to be someone she won't know.

We've gotta let know our growing children, cause verbs weren't meant to be nouns.

Yeah, students are a whole lot like people that way, and we've gotta stop putting ‘em down.

When graduation comes the student's on his way, he can start to be a human being.

But he'll only have a couple hours a day when he's not serving some machine.

Born for relations, it's for manipulations his life is rewarded so green.

Born to do his thing, but doing some thing's thing, he seldom gets a chance to mean.

We've gotta let go our grown-up children, cause verbs weren't meant to be nouns.

Yeah, grown-ups are a whole lot like people that way, and we've gotta stop putting ‘em down.

[My use of the feminine gender in the next verse created quite a stir in the 1960’s]

Though our Creator saw that all she made was good, we haven't learned to share her trust.

We think that other people behave as they should only when they act like us.

Born for expression, not moral repression, they never become what they might.

Born to sow their seeds, they're made to reap ours, and they never grow in their own right.

We've gotta let sow our fellow sinners, cause verbs weren't meant to be nouns.

Yeah, sinners are a whole lot like people that way, and we've gotta stop putting ‘em down.

Though others get on my case, my only disgrace is to join with them in their loss cause.

No matter what they may think, it’s with me I’m in synch, for which I don’t require their applause.

Born for presentment, not others’ contentment, I’m here to be on my own way.

Born to do my dance, not listen to their can’ts, it’s time for me to write my own play.

I’ve gotta let grow my way of being, cause verbs weren’t meant to be nouns.

Yeah, my self is a whole lot like all selves that way, and I’ve gotta stop putting it down.

As acknowledged in the final verse of my “Plea,” succumbing to the adult-eration of my whole-self’s way of being was my “original sin.” I thus learned to forsake the beneficial presence of my being

· by doubting myself and thereby doubting my experience as well;

· by perceiving the world to be infested with bad people – and the possibility that I was one of them;

· by repressing what was right with me as I yielded to my elders’ extinguishment of what was “wrong”;
· by trashing my childlike nature along with what was childish, and condemning myself to an unrelenting sense of incompleteness that I felt as a vast emptiness within.
As a consequence of acquiring these self-transgressing sentiments, I forsook my former communion with the beneficial presence of my being, eclipsing it with

· deep distrust of myself and, accordingly, of others;

· fearful feelings of ignorance, inadequacy, and unworthiness;

· malingering emotions of anger, guilt, shame and other inner terrorism;

· constant cravings for release from all of the above.

My subsequent addictions to the artificial highs of various abusive consumerisms only momentarily satisfied my desire for the surcease of my self-transgressions, utterly failing to erase my gnawing sense of inner emptiness. The highs served rather to fuel the increase of its foreboding as they wore off. Only when I had enjoyed as much of this self-inflicted inner torment as I could stand, did I choose to cease my compliance in the continued despoliation of my whole-self’s way of being. 

As the author of my craving for release, I authorized instead the release of the very craving itself. I began my ascent from the second-hand, role-selfish personhood to which I had become socialized and enculturated, in favor of again resounding my original beneficent self-expression. Initially I entertained a new addiction, the quest for self-improvement. This lasted only until I encountered Ram Dass’ characterization of self-improvement: adding wings to a caterpillar when one’s objective is to become a butterfly. Only then did I fully opt for the chrysalis of inside-outward self-transformation.

I sometimes jokingly refer to myself as a “recovering adult.” Central to the “recovery” of my whole-self’s original state of grace – being poetry itself – is my requirement for forgiveness, and most of all the forgiveness of myself for surrendering to so many of the world’s inducements to be who I am not.

PRACTICING DISHARMAMENT:  Re-minding Myself of Who I Truly Am

Whenever I feel in a dissonant, self-negating mood I sincerely ask myself questions like, “With who else’s eyes am I looking at me right now? Who else’s prescription for living my life am I talking right now? From whom did I learn to feel this way?”  Although I am open to knowing the specific answers to these questions, my true power lies in their asking rather than in their being precisely answered. The moment I sincerely ask questions such as these, I re-mind myself that my dissonant feelings and perceptions are acquired, and that they are not required. I then correspondingly realize that whatever (and whoever) was my reason for choosing to indulge my self-diminishing moodiness in the past, I can now, for present reasons, choose instead to replace their dissonance with self-transforming moods – such as helpfulness of others rather than helplessness of myself, and grateful acknowledgement of whatever capabilities and blessings I do have, instead of lamentation about what I perceive myself to be “missing.”

Re-orientation
When our first parents were driven out of paradise, Adam is believed to have remarked to Eve, “My dear, we live in an age of transition.”

–Dean Inge
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death,

I need not pitch my tent there.

–Revised Slandered Version
Though the adulteration of my beneficial presence while “growing up” is a socio-cultural given, my continued submission to such adulteration is optional. Equally possible is my remission of the submission that I have formerly allowed.

Whenever I feel insignificant

I remember that I am energy, mattering.

And just how much do I matter?

Since energy can neither be created nor destroyed,

without my energy the universe would be

less than complete.

And what choice do I have in this matter?

Should I decide to matter little,

the universe would still be no less whole.

Yet only as I decide to matter much

is the universe I fill

full filled.

Because each of us is uniquely indispensable to the completeness of the universal whole, none of us is less special than another, nor is any one of us more so. There is no privileged relationship either to cosmos, bios or Theos other than the privilege of being at home in the homestead of my own being. What therefore matters most to my enlightenment is that I do not pitch my tent in the shadowy assumption that either my life or anyone else’s is a finished product that is subject to a final judgmental assessment.

The purpose of all transition is to keep on transiting until we recognize the place from which we began.

TO TAKE YOU IN

To thine own self be true...

and thou canst not then be false to any man.

-Shakespeare
If you are not yourself deceitful,

you will not be deceived.

-Anthony De Mello
~~~~~~~

When you have no place to sleep that isn't empty,

and you've got no place to stay that feels like home,

when there is no one to meet your need for filling,

or to write back to from places that you roam,

when you know with all your being 

that you've not yet really been,

you start looking for someone to take you in.

When people see you're somewhat out of focus,

and sense you don't know who you're looking for,

some will take unfair advantage of your confusion,

and make you feel that they're your open door.

You'll discover you've been found, only to find

so many different ways to be taken in.

When you’re looking for someone to fill your empty,

and share some place that feels like common ground,

you may fall for another lonely seeker

who needs to fill an empty of his/her own.

But two empties don't make a full, and when you fall,

You’ll find it was yourself that took you in.

When you've learned just which folks' glitters are not golden,

and you're not about to fool yourself again,

'cause you've found that filling empty isn't easy,

in a world of beings that also haven't been,

you'll find what you're without somewhere within,

before you let another take you in.
Rejuvenation: Paradise Reframed

We spend the first half of our lives growing up,

and the second half of our lives recovering what got lost in the process.
-Maori Proverb (paraphrased)

Always be a first-rate version of yourself

instead of a second-rate version of somebody else.

-Judy Garland
The cost of cultural taming is my payment of its “social maturity tax” – the constant withholding of my authentic whole-self’s way of being in a world that expects me to be inauthentically like others. To the extent that I succumb to the assessment of this tax, I settle for second-rate self-expression in forsakement of what most worthily awaits my maturation: my whole-self’s beneficial presence.

The culture’s social maturity tax is assessed on every hand. My mother wanted me to be a doctor, because doctors make lots of money.  My father wanted me to be a musician, because that is what he was. My stepfather wanted me to be a farmer like himself. My teachers wanted me to be a good student. My Sunday school teachers wanted me to be a good Christian. My peers expected me to be like them. Few were seriously interested in what I would like to be. 

Knowing only that I did not wish to be a conformist, when the question was put to me in its routine “when you grow up” format, I replied, “unusual,” since I had no doubt that anyone who might manage to grow up being authentically him/herself would have to be unusual. Yet  for all of my clarity on this matter, I nonetheless capitulated to the almost universal tendency among my elders and peers to please others at the expense of their whole-selves’ ways of being – to “keep down with the Joneses” as it were, by feigning to be someone and/or some way that seemed more acceptable than who or how one most truly feels oneself to be. 

By putting my desire for others to like me ahead of my desire to be liked by myself, I forgot to be unusual. How utterly usual!

I eventually understood that authenticity and uniqueness are ultimately not a matter of their preservation, since these inherent qualities are forever conserved in my endowed wholeness of being, ever awaiting my actualization thereof. It is rather a matter of their recovery. Hence my occasional light-hearted reference to myself as a “recovering” adult, with the understanding, nonetheless, that the essence of my recovery is uncovery. True self-unspoliation has far less to do with what I am recovering from (i.e., my “adult-eration”) than with what is being uncovered in the process: the beneficial presence evidenced in the primal handshake with which we once upon a time greeted all others.
Our systemic loss and sometime recovery of the wholeness of our being is the theme of numerous stories that describe our "fall from grace" and our subsequent quest to restore optimum relationship to our true nature. Characterized as “the myth of eternal return” (a panoramic perspective on the selfhood paradox), among this theme’s well-known exemplars are the elaborate Biblical scenario that begins with the story of Adam and Eve, and its capsulated version in the story of the Prodigal Son. 

The theme is even more tightly encapsulated in T.S. Eliot's enigmatic statement, "We shall not cease from exploration, and the end of all our exploring will be to arrive where we started and know the place for the first time." To comprehend the common end that is served by my whole-being’s sensibilities is at last to feel, as Jonah did, at home in the selfhood paradox.

Four Quartets, "Little Giddings 2"  

From the perspective of forgiveness, and especially of self-forgiveness, the widely storied fall-and-redemption facet of the selfhood paradox is foreshortened in a truncated retelling of the Garden of Eden story. In the “revised slandered version” thereof that follows, Adam and Eve’s expulsion is represented as a learning experience, rather than a punishment.  

"Wait a minute," Eve said to Adam after they had journeyed several miles from the Garden of Eden.  "We don't have to continue this trip."

"But God said—"

"Yes," Eve spoke decisively, "and until we heard what God said we didn't know that being out here was an option.  We didn't even know that options existed until we ate that apple.  How could we have known?  We were...just there."

"We're not there now."  Adam was bitter.  "God kicked us out for good." 

"No!  We can go back!" Eve said, with a certainty that astonished Adam.

"How?"

"By choosing.  By choosing to go back."

"But God said—"  

"Yes," Eve asserted, "and what God said is a choice that we don't have to accept.  I'm just now seeing this whole business of making choices well enough to use it rightly."

"For instance?" Adam challenged. 

"Like I already said, we didn't even know that the choice to be out here was available until God chose it for us."

"How does that change anything?"  Adam was unconvinced.

"Now that I see how we've always been at the disposal of choices that weren't our own, I also see the power that knowing about choices gives us." 

"Humph!  Enough power, I suppose, to convince God to let us back in?"

"Exactly."

"You're suggesting that God will take us back simply because we choose to go back?"  

"Especially because we choose to go back.  That's just it.  We weren't in the Garden by our choice before.  We were..." Eve searched for the right words, then shrugged.  "It's like I said, we were just there.  Put there, I mean, with no idea that there was an alternative, no idea that we could choose whether or not to be there."

"I get it.  You think that God would appreciate having us around again if we were there by our choice."

"I'm sure of it," Eve declared.  So the two retraced their steps to Eden, building their case for re-admission.  

"We're back!" they called to God, when they reached the edge of the Garden.

"So I see," God greeted them.  "And just what is it that brings you back so soon?"

Emboldened even further by the absence of sternness in God's voice, Eve and Adam came right to the point of their new-found understanding of the power of choice.  

"We realized," Eve declared, "that banishment is a choice we don't have to accept.  The further we walked, the clearer it seemed to me that we were headed for a lot of things that we have no desire to choose from." 

"In other words," said Adam, "from what you've made it possible for us to learn about choices and their consequences, we've learned that being anywhere else but with you isn't worth choosing."

After a pondered silence, God declared, "It's really good to have you back!" then added, in quiet afterthought, "and you sure did cut short one hell of a story."

Rather than further detail herein my own “hell of a story” of falling from the grace of my whole-self’s beneficial presence, I am now content to summarize its essence and move on. 

My “fall” commenced with my first moment of submission to self-doubt. This was my “original sin”: my capitulation, via pleasing others, to the socio-cultural adulteration of my whole-self by my masquerading role-selves. Yet no matter how hard I tried, I was unable to master, as so many others do, the politics of measuring up to public standards of conformity. 

The desire to be “liked” is the foundation of all self-transgression and betrayal. Its lure is the apple in Eden’s garden as it were – the lure of conforming to others’ perceptions of good and evil. Seeking favor in others’ perceptions is the politics of worldly dominion, of molding myself to others’ expectations so that I may project a self-image for which they will vote their approval. Yet so long as my objective is to match or mold others’ estimations of me, I forfeit my whole-self’s lasting dominion for the sake of gaining momentary role-self dominion over transient perceptions. I do this by controlling myself and my circumstances to elicit the input that my role-self is desiring to receive, at the expense of the output whose utterance my whole-self even more greatly desires. My role-selves control for others’ input, rather than for the expression of my own output. 

All pursuit of worldly dominion is a quest for perceptual dominion over others’ approval. Yet as I pursue the politics of approval, I raise the greatest question ever asked concerning acquisition of such dominion: “For what is a man profited, if he shall gain the whole world and lose his own soul?”  (Matthew 16:26)

As all great spiritual traditions profess, though we are here for one another as well as for ourselves, we are not here as one another. None of us exists for the purpose of being a means to others’ ends. Accordingly:

· I am here to do and be my best for the sake of all concerned, not to conform and measure up to others’ standards of what is best for me according to their own sakes.

· I am here to do and be my best, not “there” from others’ perspectives to be doing their best. 

No one can ever succeed at doing another’s best, because no one has ever been nor ever will be where anyone else is coming from. We each come only from the near and how of our own unique way of being.  

I am the only one of me

the universe shall ever see.

At being who I am I have no rival.

But at being other than who I am,

I am no one else's equal.

Only when myself is all I try to be

is my life no contest.

Being like those who are around me is a crap-shooting (a.k.a. “B.S.”-ing) popularity contest, because one never knows for sure who else’s crap to emulate. Showing up authentically consists of not entering the be-alike contest by paying its initiation fee of entrenched self-doubt, nor of entering the reactionary be-unlike contest by resorting to role-selfish expressions of rebellion. (The latter is especially difficult, because once I’m on a role the temptation to continue role-playing is insidious.) Once I have entered either contest, authentic self-presence requires that I withdraw from it via the remission of my self-doubt.

Refusing to enter either version of the be-liked contest is not an option for most of us, for we all tend to become enmeshed in the seine of approval-seeking before (if ever) we awaken and recognize it for what it is. Quite understandably, we come to feel what we are meant to feel: that not to be in seine is to court being deemed insane. Nonetheless, one’s only escape from the seine of socio-cultural conformity is to rescind its entry fee: unmindful self-doubt about the legitimacy of one’s whole-self’s way of being. 

Revocation of self-doubt is the only way out of the negative scenario of the selfhood paradox, and the way of its revocation is self-forgiveness.
Blaming my culture – parents, peers, politics, etc. – for “framing” me obscures the fact that it nonetheless is I myself who (however understandably) capitulated to the framing. Until I reframe my outlook, by forgiving my “original sin” of accepting others’ invitations to adulterate the authentic expression of my whole-self’s being, I unforgivingly bind myself in continued capitulation to self-negating doubt.

Only as my “original sin” of doubting my whole-self’s way of being is forgivingly relinquished may I again resound the beneficial presence that I pre-consciously and subliminally always am. Given the present state of the “civilized” world, such surrender by all concerned is imperative if authentic civility is to prevail. The good news is that each of us has, in the authority of his/her endowed wholeness of being, what Ernest Hemingway said all authors require, “a built-in crap detector.” 

PRACTICING DISHARMAMENT: Affirming and A-Firming My Beneficial Presence
I begin each day by shaping my motivation.

-The Dalai Lama
It has been truly said in so many ways:

· "You cannot travel the path until you become the path." -Buddha

· "As within, so without.  You cannot think one thing and produce another." -Emmet Fox

· "You must be the change you wish to see in the world." -Gandhi

· "If you haven't, you aren't." -Raella Weinstein

The world undoes to me only as I undo to it. Thus my due being in the world is the only fulcrum upon which I may leverage a change in the world’s dues. Duly recognizing the fundamental reciprocity between my selfhood and all other selfhood, my practice of self-forgiveness includes the regular and mindful shaping of my motivation by contemplating my heart-felt affirmation of self I-dentity (p. 6). I also frequently check the shape my motivation is in by mindfully asking myself, “Am I being a beneficial presence right here and now?”

BEING FOR, YET NOT AGAINST

It would be wonderful indeed if a group of people should arrive on Earth who were for something and against nothing.
-Ernest Holmes

It is commonly believed that one cannot be for something without at the same time being against something(s) or someone(s) else. Thus is it assumed, for instance, that to increase peacefulness in my world, I must array myself against those who disturb my peace. Yet as someone has observed (more inelegantly than I), "fighting for peace is like copulating for virginity." 

The only hope for peace without is ease within.

There is ultimately only one mindful way that I may be for something and against nothing: to be a model of what I advocate, while being devoid of condemnatory antagonism toward (and reciprocal emulation of) those who strife-fully advocate what is contrary. I cannot effectively model anything so long as my actions reciprocate the contrariness of those who are modeling otherwise.

Of all the things that I have ever been for, forgiveness is the most potentially reconciling of its opposite. My forgiveness draws a circle that accommodatingly includes what my unforgiveness antagonistically precludes. Forgiveness removes from me the divisively dissonant state of inner turmoil, and replaces it with a decidedly consonant state of integral harmony.

There is no weakness of capitulation, only strength of resolve, in my decisions to forgive. From the consequent powerful state of inner equanimity that is empowered by my release of blamefulness, I mindfully hold others and myself both accountable and responsible for the consequences of our mistakes and misdeeds. Thus empowered, I may establish whatever justice is due to all concerned while being blamelessly centered at ease within.

Redemption: Paradise Un-Seined
Mutual Forgiveness of each vice,

Such are the Gates of Paradise.

-William Blake
Genius is the ability to exercise at will one’s endowed sensibilities and sensitivities, rather than capitulate to inner and outer forces that compromise their expression. 

-The New Common Sense
As a college student in the mid-1950’s, I took a course entitled “The Psychology of Adjustment.” By masterfully regurgitating its contents at examination time, I earned an “A” for my effort.  Nonetheless, the “A” represented to me an Accommodation rather than an Adjustment. I had verbally obliged the subject matter’s construct without embracing its capitulatory paradigm, in honor of the concluding sentiment of an American folk hymn: “I don’t want to get adjusted to this world.”

The necessity of making some worldly accommodations (a.k.a. “rendering unto Caesar”) is an inevitable consequence of being in it. Adjusting (rendering unto seizure), in order to be of the world as well as in it, is optional. Accommodations are concordant, mutually co-operative arrangements that increase overall workability for the whole-self being of all concerned. Adjustments are discordant, lopsided dis-operative arrangements that work to the advantage of some at the expense of what works for those who get adjusted. Accommodations blend with what adjustments bend toward (and sometimes away from). While accommodations freely permit, adjustments arbitrarily fit, and what the world needs least from me is another fit, whether in consequence of an attempted adjustment of its way to my own, or vice versa. 

Learning how to accommodate the world in a way that works for me, rather than persist in adjusting myself to the way that others would have me be, is the means of my liberation from the socio-cultural seine. The process of accommodation requires me to disharm the agents of adjustment that I collectively designate as “inner terrorists” – my psyche’s mal-adjusters within, to a maladjusted world without.

My capitulation to the enemies who have outposts in my head, and my consequent “fall” from the gracefulness of my whole-self’s integral nature, is acknowledged in the Biblical passage, “God hath made man upright, but they have sought inventions” (Ecclesiastes 7:29),  [In some translations the word “schemes” is used instead of “inventions.”] Translated into “New Age” language, this passage might read, “The universe created us as whole, complete and perfect beings, and we have sought self-improving remedies of our perfection.”

Among the most insidious creations of my scheming inventiveness are the self-negating thoughts and feelings that bug my original program of beneficent well being, the inner terrorism whose shadow government of my psyche eclipses my endowed uprightness with uptightness (p.16). How my inner terrorists squelch the beneficial presence of whole-self being is described in a song whose lyrics I have somewhat modified in the light (or in the darkness, as the case may be) of my own experience:

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
True serenity is not freedom from life’s storms, but being at ease amidst them. As the well-known prescription for “recovery” from inner terrorism postulates, I become a center of ease in the midst of my life’s stormy moments by accepting what I cannot change and changing what I can, both of which are functions of my wisdom to tell the difference. Wise discernment empowers me to forgivingly alter my course by repenting from my descent into self-doubt. Such repentant acts of self-forgiveness are portrayed in all scenarios of the “myth of eternal return,” wherein a redemptive moment empowers the hero(ine) of the scenario to change direction by repenting (which means “turning away from”) his/her own descent into error, in favor of resounding with his/her prior upright state.  

I have had my own redemptive moments of repentance, turning from dissonant to consonant ways of being in the world. One of these moments marks a paradigmatic watershed in the evolution of my own mindset. It was a classic instance of metanoia – a momentous transition from one outlook to another – that was provoked by a challenge to my practice of meditation. 

Each morning my wife and I meditated before I went to work. One morning our ritual was disturbed by the raucous honking of a horn in front of the house next door, alerting our neighbor that his ride to work had arrived. From that morning onward the honking ritual became as regular as our meditation.

As the days passed I became increasingly irritated with the honker’s unfailing disturbance of my meditation. One morning I exclaimed after our meditation had concluded, "If I had powers, I’d give that guy four flat tires!" To which my wife gently and smilingly replied, "That's why you don't have powers."

I was struck by the insightfulness of her well-humored response. Like the legendary sorcerer’s apprentice, I cannot reliably wield “powers” until I am sufficiently at ease to command them effectively.  So I replied, “You’re right. If I actually did have powers, all I'd really do is bust his horn." 

Again ever so gently, my wife said, "That's a bit better." And again, I saw her point: I was still in forceful reaction to the horn.

Following our meditation on a subsequent morning, having mellowed considerably, I said to my wife, "If I had powers, I'd see that his horn didn't work in this neighborhood." Yet again she quietly observed, "That's a bit better."

I was now taken aback by my wife’s assessment. I was quite sure that selectively silencing the horn would be the correct use of the “powers” I yearned to have. So now what?

I eventually fathomed the heart of the issue, as my wife had from the start: I was stuck in the adversarially reactive mode of looking “out there” for a forceful resolution of my distress. I perceived the honking horn to be the source my problem, when the actual problem was my awareness of the horn and my choice of how to relate to this awareness.

Graced with this further insight I recognized that the option of rescheduling our meditation to the evening, when I was too tired to remain alert while meditating, would also be a reactive solution, an adjustment on our part to the circumstance of the honking horn, rather than an accommodation of its presence. Even though we ourselves, rather than the honker, would be the objects of this adjustment, rescheduling under such circumstances would, except in target and degree, be no less reactionary than the flattening of tires.

On a subsequent morning during our meditation, I realized that the only satisfactory resolution of my inner turbulence would be a non-adversarial accommodation of the daily honking. When our meditation ended I told my wife, “"If I had powers, I wouldn't be distracted by that horn."

“Yes,” she smiled.

PRACTICING DISHARMAMENT: Authorizing the Subtraction of My Distraction
So long as I harbor unforgiveness, my happiness docks elsewhere.

-The new common sense
I realize that the ultimate author of the meaning of my experience is me, since its meaning is subject to my author-ity. Therefore, no matter how I have formerly allowed other people and contingent circumstances to shape my life, as the ongoing author of my experience I can edit a new edition thereof.

I accordingly realize that the power with which I choose what to get upset about is the same power with which I may authorize the subtraction of such distraction. 

I now employ this power to stop looking at the absence of the way I wish things were, so that I may instead appreciate and accommodate the presence of what is.

I used to do a whole lot of frettin'

about the way my life didn't work for me,

I didn't know how to be happy

'cause I paid so much attention

to the way that I rathered things would be.

Instead of seeing blessings, I kept an inventory

of everything I lacked to make me free,

and as long as I kept looking at what wasn't there

my happiness was nowhere I could see.

I was into pleasing those who wished me to be otherwise

instead of those who like me as I am,

and I got so busy fixing what others thought was broken

that what worked already wasn't worth a damn. 

I couldn't find the good in me while seeing what was missing,

and so my life became a sham,

and as long as I kept looking at what wasn't there

my happiness was nowhere I could see.

So I let go of my fretting about what isn't so,

and my rathering that life came differently,

I'm no longer pleasing others by trying to fit their pictures

or by fixing what already works for me.

I no longer give my energy to things that used to bother me,

it's so easy just to let them be,

'cause as soon as I stop looking at what isn't there

my happiness is all that I can see.
THE FUTILITY OF BLAMING THE TRIGGER
Our first line of defense against unhappiness is refusing to believe that we are the victims of the bad intentions of others. The formula is: Do not blame the trigger. The world is full of triggers; in fact, life is designed like that, so that we will truly practice. We can be grateful for all these triggers, as without them we might never recognize our own unfortunate reactions....  Be thankful for whatever forces you to deal with your own strong emotions. -Ayya Khema
 
If targets were the cause of my shooting at them, I would be shooting at every target I see.  If triggers were the cause of my pulling them, I would be pulling every trigger I see.  And so it is with the targets and triggers of my unforgiveness: neither of them is the cause of my blamefulness.


Even if targets and/or triggers were the cause of shootings, there would be no effect in the absence of ammunition. Yet neither is the presence of ammunition the cause of my discharging it, for if it were then everything I see would be its target.

Neither individually nor severally are target, trigger or ammunition what cause me to shoot. Shooting is caused by my choice to shoot. My choice to shoot is what brings target, trigger and ammunition into causal relationship.

So it is with the hard feelings that I discharge at others in the form of blame. Someone or thing (a potential target) may do something (a potential trigger) that evokes my hard feelings (potential ammunition), yet only when I choose to discharge the feelings blamefully does a "shooting" occur. 
Blaming is the cause (and form) of my unforgiving shots at any chosen target I may choose. When I instead process my hard feelings blamelessly, no shootings take place.
Getting Personal

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
Steiner’s statement acknowledges the “powers” with which I am able be my own flow, “powers” of ease within that allow me to be undistracted by potentially distressing impingements of the outer world. Indeed, was I not meditating in presumption that this practice is how such powers are developed? 

Upon realizing that powers of non-distraction actually are at my disposal when they are mindfully invoked, I became less beholden to the adversarial paradigm of competition, conflict and retribution, and proportionately more attuned to the holistic paradigm of co-operation, amelioration and forgiveness. By recognizing that my upset was not a causal property of the horn (for if it were, then everyone would be comparably upset whenever and wherever the horn was being blown), I at last fully realized that my distraction was not external since my self is the ultimate arbiter of all choice to be distracted.

My experiences of distraction are issued from the marriage of mind and matter that gives birth to all experience – an outlook on causality that is common to mystics and quantum physicists alike:

It is we who make wine drunk. -Rumi   

Is it the bell that rings, is it the hammer that rings, or is it the meeting of the two that rings? -Zen
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
Nothing that happens in my own body/mind can occur without my body/mind’s conscious or subconscious permission and acceptance. [Such is not necessarily always the case with what happens to it, such as someone’s honking of a horn. Were it the case I could then truly claim to be the creator of my own reality.] My body/mind cannot experience anything other than in the way it has agreed to participate. The selfhood paradox never fails me in this regard: conditions in and of themselves do not determine my response to them. It is I who determines (again either consciously or subconsciously) to which influences my body/mind submits and how it does so. Accordingly, all distraction is a consequence of the way I choose to interact with my impinging contingencies, rather than being inherent to the contingencies themselves.  

For example, neither upset nor distraction was embodied in the honking of the horn. My experience of being disturbed by its honking and my subsequent inner turbulence were instead sustained by the way I chose to interact with my awareness of the honking; and so it is for any stimulus with which I interact.

Just as folks who do not like the taste of raspberries have “powers” to refrain from consuming them, so are those who dislike upset and distraction likewise empowered. There is no ordained necessity that I continue consuming or being consumed by any experience I find distasteful, while blaming it for “making” me consume it, since all my preferences of taste reside within. My tastes, which vary from time to time and for which I always have some reason, exist in the why of their beholder. Blaming what I deem to be distasteful is a convenient denial that this is so. For example, when my resort to blame is not convenient in a particular instance, I do not even think of “going there.” Thus when my “why” for eating is a condition of starvation, and something I have formerly considered distasteful is the only available food at hand, I am likely to eat it gratefully rather than with blame. 

Forgiveness always involves my letting go of blame, for when there is no blame in me, neither is there anything to be forgiven. All blame is confounding of my reason for being blameful, since my unforgiveness is non-existent in the object upon which I cast it. My unforgiveness exists only where I am, since all blame arises in the one who is blaming and continues to reside in the blamer alone. Once again, casting blame is as futile as throwing molasses. 

None of the incidents in my life is the bottom line causal factor in my choice of how I perceive it.  Though I may think that the object of my blame is causal of the problem it presents to me, it is I who am the creator of all "my" problems:

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 beneficial presence can be forsaken only in the very place where it is otherwise to be realized, within myself rather than in my outer world. Although the outer world’s attraction of my attention is a given, all distraction thereof is optional, existing only as I make it “mine.”  The ultimate cause of my reactions and responses is “the ruler in myself.” This “ruler” determines what I attend to and how I do so, rather than any effect(s) to which I may attribute and blame the causation of my behaviors. The fact that my reactions and responses are often caused by me subconsciously, by conditioned perceptions and/or patterns of habit, does not abrogate the truth that all of my “powers” are self-causal.

As long as I am unmindful of my causal power, I experience reality as a realm of external forces and control.  Only as I mindfully exercise this power with consciously directed intent do I experience reality as a domain that is subject to my own powerful command from within. It is the relatively unmindful reactions of my acquired role-selves that tend to rule me unawares, while the mindful responses of whole-self being occur with conscious deliberation until they become my subconscious response pattern as well.

Role-selfish outlooks tend to smack of finality, yet in the final analysis of any outlook there is no final analysis thereof that the selfhood paradox allows. In accordance with the futility of asserting such finality, my whole-self’s way of being accommodates all things flexibly. Accordingly, though I have experienced the rigidity of unmindful blamefulness, I have also experienced the ease of mindful forgiveness.

Forgiveness feels much better.

PRACTICING DISHARMAMENT:  Clearing the “mine” field of all blame
So long as I own a problem as "mine," yet look elsewhere for its solution, the world is "mined" with a problem for all concerned. I therefore choose to recognize that I am possessed in turn by all that I call "mine"; that I am the sole proprietor of any problem that I choose to adopt as "mine"; and that the multiplicity of "my" problems is a "mine" field of my own creation.

I further recognize that safe passage through the "mine" field of my problems requires that I cease stepping blamefully in relationships and situations that do not work for me.

I now cease my participation in what doesn't work for me, or else find a forgiving reason for my continuing to thus participate. Either of these choices frees me of my self-distressing blame drain. And on further behalf of ceasing to center my awareness on persons, situations and circumstances that I perceive problematically, I daily declare my heartfelt intention to make the release of all such grievances my top priority. 

As my problems are thus forgiven in and by me, they are likewise forgiving of me and are no longer mine.

For this realization I am grateful, and I thereby let it be.

 Accessing the Ruler within Myself

Ne te quaesiveris extra

(Do not seek yourself outside yourself)

-The perennial common sense

~~~~~~~

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

whose special magic leaves today's life undistracted

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

that cloud over my inner-most intentions.

"Good old days,"

childish ways

and other once-were's

are as absent from the Wizard's view

as are apprehensions about tomorrow. Instead

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

the time and place from which my being forever emanatesitself.

If I would fathom the secret of overflowing from such instants

I must consult the Wizard of Is.

Fortunately, this Wizard inhabits my own domain,

within the being who bears my name.
“The ruler within myself” is the operational principle of whole-self being: the union of all that is harmonious and the diminishment of all that is not. This principle also functions like the foot-ruler with which I take other measures, since my experience is gauged by the quality of my relationship with this principle as determined by the quality of my choices. Insofar as my choices are in accord with the harmonious function of this principle, I experience being at ease with all that is. To the extent that my choices instead accord with the principle’s diminishing function, I experience unease. 

Sustained ease of being is evidence of my mindful attunement to this principle in a concordant relationship with my whole-self that is inherently forgiving. Sustained unease of being evidences my unmindful mal-attunement to this principle in a discordant relationship that is unforgiving. In any event, I am the one who draws the bottom line of my relationship to this principle, which is: “Here I am” as an incarnation and emanation of whole-self being, which rules us each impartially while functioning as us each uniquely, by uniting what is harmonious and diminishing what is not. The impartiality of this principle insures that none of its relationships is special because all of its relationships are unique.

Often what brings me the most ease does not come easily. Yet it takes far more effort to sustain my feelings of unease than it takes to sustain my feelings of ease. For example, my eventual accommodation of the honking horn was effortless, while all of my perceived “adjustments” to it were by contrast quite effortful – flattening four tires, breaking or silencing the horn, rearranging my life to work around it. Peaceful, ease-y feelings are their own cause, rather than the result of any contingency. My feelings of ease are an internal consequence rather than some external cause of my being at ease in the homestead of my being.

As I was writing this report, my wife experienced another contrast between doing the easing thing and doing an uneasing thing. For some years she has suffered from intermittent acute whole-body pain, which can be relieved only by 100-mile round trips over a mountain pass to a body-worker whose technique is the only effective one we know of. During one of these episodes, as we were leaving the house to do some shopping, she uttered a low, prolonged “Oooh!” – the metanoiac exclamation that announces the arrival of a mindful insight. She had suddenly realized the cause of a current episodic flare-up of her pain. She was wearing her backpack in such a way that she was awkwardly positioning her spine – and thus her shoulders, neck, legs and feet – in order to adjust to its weight. The difference between ease and unease was as simple as choosing to wear her backpack differently, by shortening its straps and bearing it in accord with her body’s innate harmonious structure. This, too, was quite effortless in contrast to her suffering and an additional trip to the body-worker. 

When Heidy shared her realization with me, the first thing that came to my mind was an echoing realization: “Ahhh, of course.” Next came the thought, which I shared with her, that her body-worker would most likely have come to this same realization had he seen how she was wearing her backpack, yet she had always left it in the car. And then came a temptation to unease myself with a self-incriminating thought: “The solution is so obvious, and I am so familiar with the operating principle involved, why the !!!#@%*&!!! didn’t I notice it?” Yet even as this thought was taking form I instantly forgave myself, recalling that insight never occurs prior to one’s mindful allowing of the obvious to become obvious. I released my self-recrimination by acknowledging to Heidy, “I, too, could have been more mindful of how you were wearing the backpack.”  My blamefulness always ceases when I cease shoulding on myself.

Diminishing My Unmindfulness

Ninety percent of life is showing up.
-Woody Allen
Fully “showing up” is a matter of being here while being, here – i.e,, of being mindful while I am being here. And once again self-paradoxically, the beginning of mindful awareness is my recognition of my own unmindfulness. I can’t get with the program of my well-being until I understand the way its program works, and I can’t fully know the program’s workability until I am mindful of its unworkability as well. 

I am very accommodating. I ask no questions.  I accept whatever you give me.  I do whatever I am told to do.  I do not presume to change anything you think, say, or do; I file it all away in perfect order, quickly and efficiently, and then I return it to you exactly as you gave it to me.

Sometimes you call me your memory. I am the reservoir into which you toss anything your heart or mind chooses to deposit there. I work night and day; I never rest, and nothing can impede my activity. The thoughts you send me are categorized and filed, and my filing system never fails. I am truly your servant who does your bidding without hesitation or criticism. I cooperate when you tell me that you are "this" or "that" and I play it back as you give it. I am most agreeable. Since I do not think, argue, judge, analyze, question, or make decisions, I accept impressions easily. 

I am going to ask you to sort out what you send me, however; my files are getting a little cluttered and confused. I mean, please discard those things that you do not want returned to you.  

What is my name?  Oh, I thought you knew!  I am your subconscious. – Margaret E. White

I begin the resolution of any condition or remedy perceived to be “out there” when I realize that the perception with which I define it is resident “in here.” I am thwarted far less by the limitations of contingent situations and other persons than by the self-defining limitations of my own perception, most of which are filed in my subconscious reservoir. 

Diminishing my unmindfulness is a matter of re-viewing my subconscious mind, becoming mindful of what is bugging it and consciously altering my responses accordingly. Such is the purpose of Part Three of this report.

********************************
SPIRIT–YOU–ALL-ITY

May your strength give us strength,

May your faith give us faith,

May your hope give us hope,

May your love bring us love . . .

-Bruce Springsteen
…’til by turning, turning, we come ‘round right.

-The Gift to be Simple
It has been noted somewhat cynically that religion is for those who are afraid of going to hell, while spirituality is for those who have already been there. However pertinent or impertinent this statement may be with reference to religion, it does faithfully acknowledge that spirituality is a return trip to a more desired state of being than the one that I am presently experiencing. My own returning is influenced by five concordant teachings:

· Restore who you are by atoning for yourself (Moses and many others)

· Know who you are by fathoming yourself (Socrates and many others)

· Open to who you are by emptying yourself (Buddha and many others)

· Trust who you are by being true to yourself (Jesus and many others)

· Remember who you are by surrendering to yourself (Mohammed and many others)

Since there is ultimately only one true teaching, though many concordant ways to honor it, each of these clues to the ever-present origin of my never-ending story includes all of the spiritual mentors here named among the "many others" who have taught it from their own perspective. May all these ways of re-turning to origin be resoundingly concordant in my own way as well.

PRACTICING DISHARMAMENT:  Ceasing to do what doesn’t work

Most of us don’t have much to change,

just a lot to get over.
-Bradford Brown
Disharming myself from my inner terrorism and all other forms of unmindfulness becomes much easier as I honor the nature of workability:

Doing what doesn’t work doesn’t work.

Improving what doesn’t work doesn’t work.

Doing more of what doesn’t work doesn’t work.

Trying harder at what doesn’t work doesn’t work.

Getting better at what doesn’t work doesn’t work.

Mastering what doesn’t work doesn’t work.

Only what works works.
-Douglas Yeaman
The principle of all workability is twofold: accountability and responsibility – holding myself blamelessly accountable for my thoughts, feelings, behaviors and actions; taking blameless responsibility for their consequences; and likewise blamelessly holding others accountable and responsible. The dictionary definitions of accountability and responsibility do not include blame. 

Even when I am blaming others rather than myself, my blame is a self-condemnatory way of assigning accountability and responsibility, because it perpetuates and intensifies the inner stress that it represents – my inner stress- by converting my well-being to ill-being (p. 29). In short: blame is to my psyche as cancer is to my body – ultimate unworkability.

In accordance with the two-fold principle of workability, exercising my self-dominion is often less a matter of what I do than it is a matter of what I cease to do.  Therefore, as the mindful sovereign of my own being:

· I cease presuming to choose for others, and allowing others to choose for me.   

Though I do choose to have others in my life, I do not make choices for them once they are old enough to choose for themselves. All of my choosing is self-choosing, by myself, for myself, as myself.  Since this is true of every person, I respect the power of choice in others accordingly. Rather than presume to advise them, I instead assist them in clarifying their own options, whether they are children or adults.

· I cease holding others accountable for the quality of my experience, and holding myself accountable for the quality of their experience.
Even though I am constantly surrounded with circumstances generated by others, it ultimately matters not who, how many or whatever else is generating these circumstances, since the quality of my experience thereof is entirely self-assessed. I am the sole (and soul) proprietor of the meaning of my experience, and I honor that same proprietorship in others.

· I cease making others responsible for the consequences of my experience, and likewise refrain from holding myself responsible for the consequences to others of their experience. 

I am responsible for others' consequences only in the way that I allow their consequences to affect my own. And so it is for others in their relationship with me. Where I once made others wrong when their ways did not agree with mine, I now merely let them know (and only when necessary) that their ways do not match mine.

· I cease denying the effects on others of my own choices and consequences, as well as discounting the impact that their choices and consequences have on me. 

I hold myself accountable only for and to the realm of my own consequences, which includes the impingement of my consequences on others and of theirs on me, and I support others in being likewise response able.  I also hold myself accountable for seeing the gift in every consequence, whether it be my own or someone else's. 

· I cease blaming others or myself. 

Blame, no matter of or by whom, is always a diminishment or denial of my own or another's ability to respond. Since the only way to obtain response ability at discount is to reduce the very ability itself, I instead assume my full response ability . . . blamelessly.

FURTHER GROWINGS ON

 “Part Three: Re-View” provides practical insights that facilitate being one’s own flow, in harmonious accommodation of the selfhood paradox via one’s exercise of the foregoing principles of cessation.  

“Part Four: Meta-View” further explores the paradigmatic and transformational implications of and prospects for self-forgiveness globally, in accordance with a further constellation of individual, social, organizational, economic and political perspectives.
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