APPENDIX

Blamefulness, Misery, and Other B.S.* are Optional at M.S.U.**

What precedes this Appendix reflect considerable forethought on my part. This section is for those who may be (as I am) likewise interested in my afterthoughts.

Depending upon the disposition of a given reader of the following appendices, they may seem more or less inflamed.

Hyperlinks

Here, like Marshall McLuhan and others whom I then and subsequently perceived as living prophets, was another being who self-showingly shared my craziness. Ever since my reading of The Fountainhead, We the Living, Anthem, Atlas Shrugged and the related burgeoning literature of Objectivist philosophy, my appetite had been whetted for a perspective on individualism that was less subjectively randy. McLuhan’s and Fuller’s works, my interpersonal exchanges with them, and my encounter of the works and personages of other living prophets and prophetesses, pointed me in my yearned direction.

THE SCIENCE OF MINDING MY OWN BUSINESS

The Way I See Is What I Get
Xxxx

–Xxxx

[Humankindness (our kindred potential) – The “noble savage”. . . not!]

I no more accredit Rousseau’s idealization of the “noble savage” than I do William Golding’s ideologue of the Lord of the Flies. As creatures born with a nobility that is readily compromised, we are too ready to explain – even justify – our compromises by asserting that they represent the rule of human nature, to which our nobility is the exception.

[On duel-mindedness and single-mindfulness:]

[On the world of my experience:]

[Adulteration and its discontents:]

[Recovery:]

Though the spirit of human kindness is born in every one of us, we tend to de-humanize rather than nurture it in the process of becoming adults. Each of us is a beneficial presence at birth, and then our beneficial presence is adulterated in such a way that re-humanizing ourselves is our only means to the truly grown-up expression of our kindred nature. Each of us is born as a solution to the problems that plague the adult population of our species. Yet each of us is constrained to subordinate his/her self-likeness to the collective self-ishness of our immediate (family) and extended (social) milieu. 

Born to see the world of our experience as a kindred realm that nurtures likekind overall, we are taught instead to experience the world as an adversarial arena rife with conflict and contention. Born for giving and receiving, we are taught instead the finely conned arts of baiting and taking – of pretending to be who we are not (the bait) for the sake of getting something we don’t have (the take).

Psychologist Abraham Maslow accounted for our adulteration and its discontents as follows:

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

Those human impulses which have seemed throughout our history to be deepest, to be most instinctive and unchangeable, to be most widely spread throughout mankind, i.e., the impulse to hate, to be jealous, to be hostile, to be greedy, to be egoistic and selfish are now being discovered more and more clearly to be acquired and are not instinctive.  They are almost certainly neurotic and sick reactions to bad situations, more specifically to frustrations of our truly basic and instinct-like needs and impulses.
Forgiving myself is essentially a process of recovering the kindred spirit of my inborn giving and receiving nature from the distorting and frustrating forces with which I have learned to squelch its nature.

Seeing, Once Again, Transparently
Xxxx

–Xxxxxx

 [Transparent vision]
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[Greg Braden]

[The balance of lifekind]

The fact that by birthright, every human being is a beneficial presence, is forgotten as we succumb to the self-fragmenting “taming and transforming” of social conditioning that contorts the authentic whole-play of our integral being into the distorted, imitative role-playing that accompanies “getting our act together” (a.k.a. as “growing up”). We become semi-conscious, automatically-piloted actors in a fabricated life-scenario, instead of the mindfully conscious producers and directors of our own scenarios that our beneficial presence empowers us to be. In the process of constraining ourselves to mere acting, rather than realizing (which means “making real”) what we were born to actualize by being our action rather than acting our being, we have also forgotten how to be a beneficial presence. 

My experience of life is framed in terms of the outlook that I project upon the world. The more delightful/frightful is my outlook on the world, the more delightful/frightful is my experience of the world. Like everyone else, I have learned to experience my life from the outlook of a self-fragmenting crabby-grabby mindset, rather than from the outlook of my holistic-soulistic state of being. Yet no matter how much my awareness of the whole-self being that I truly am becomes eclipsed by the outlook of my crabby-grabby mindset (role-self being), my beneficial presence is forever the default state of my being overalll. Once I have a committed, heart-felt intention to return to my default state of pristine wholeness-of-being, I can experience my life from the outlook of the holistic-soulistic being that I most truly am.

The relationship between whole-self being and role-self being is exemplified in an American gospel/folk song that was sung by the Weavers back in the 1950’s:

In this world of pain and sorrow,

Sometimes up, sometimes down,

There’s a better world I’m going to,

….

I don’t want to get adjusted

To this world, to this world,

I’ve got a home that’s so much better

I’m gonna go to sooner or later,

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

The best of all possible good news is that the “better world I’m going to’” is already and always here, that it is in here as the innately endowed beneficial presence I holistically-soulistically am. My self-fragmenting adjustment to the crabby-grabby world is what sustains my frightfully unforgiving experience of the people and circumstances that comprise it. The alternative to such fright-filled experience is a delightfully forgiving accommodation of the crabby/grabby world that liberates my experience of the holistic-soulistic being that I most truly am.

Welcome to the Paradigm Shift
We are all students at M.S.U. – making stuff up.

-Marilyn Ferguson

Although I have, indeed, adjusted myself to the crabby-grabbiness that accompanies being of this world as well as in it, this has merely eclipsed my beneficial presence by putting its expression on hold until I mindfully awaken to what I instinctively knew at birth: how to be a beneficial presence. My awakening is subject to a perceptual makeover of how I see and experience the world – a shift from my paradigm of adjusting to the world of my experience as is “the action” is out there, to a paradigm of accommodating the world of my experience in congruence with the holistic-soulistic nature of my being.

I call the pristine wholeness of my being my “eternity self” and (most often) my “whole self” – the “who I am” that I recover as I cease trying to get my fragmenting role selves’ acts together by being who I am not by. My recovery is a reversion from my separative condition of role-self being back into the all-inclusive state of whole-self being.

We all suffer from amnesia that obscures our awareness of the pristine wholeness of being that was and still is our birthright as part of what Matthew Fox calls our original blessing. Our amnesia may be remedied by a new perspective on recovery, which I will introduce by illustrating something that we’ve all been hearing about since the 1960’s, yet have never seen.

[Demonstration: Pair o’ dimes shift.]

Although the concept of paradigm shifts became public only two years after Ernest Holmes’ transition, he had a similar concept, that of changing our “thought atmosphere.” Emmet Fox characterized such shifts as a change in our “mental equivalent” of what’s so, a concept that Holmes also used. Like Holmes, Fox, and dozens of other new-paradigm thinkers who were their contemporaries and have since come forth with other perspectives on the wholeness of our being, my life purpose is to facilitate the paradigm shift from role-self to whole-self being.

Throughout humankind’s history, we have perceived our Earthly experience in accordance with the paradigm of external causation, in which reality is experienced as an objective “what’s so” that happens to us from the outside inward. Holmes, Fox, and other New Thought thinkers were exceptions to this rule. Along with quantum physicists, numerous exponents of Eastern philosophy and other new paradigm thinking, their teachings have been instrumental in shifting us to the paradigm of internal causation, in which we create our own experience of reality from the inside outward.

In 1977, after more than a decade of contemplating the works of many writers throughout history who intuited a paradigm of internal causation, I discovered Ernest Holmes’ writings, and I was so profoundly moved by what I read that I quickly decided to become a minister of Religious Science, so that I could facilitate further awareness of the internal causation paradigm.

[Ernest Holmes presented us with a paradigm of internal causation, not the internal causation paradigm. His version of the inside-outward paradigm was inspired by and congruent with earlier versions thereof, most immediately the Emersonian version called “self-reliance” – reliance on one’s own causal powers – as well as the versions that inspired the Emersonian one or that were also inspired by or congruent with Emerson’s. In my own study of the many paradigms of internal causation, I have developed what I call “The Science of Minding My Own Business,” which is a congruent variation of Holmes’ vision.]

In terms of my recovery from addiction and other adulterations of my being, the external causation paradigm focuses on what I am recovering from: my adulterated self, the socially conditioned expressions of me that I refer to as my “role-selves,” in recognition of my tendency to conform to my society’s formalized expectations. My role-self is that aspect of my consciousness that is primarily concerned with “getting my act together” for presentation to the world, as I my act were who I truly am. I see the external causation paradigm and evidence of our adulterated selfhood portrayed in almost everything I read about, see at the movies and on TV, or receive on the evening “news.” Only occasionally do I witness to portrayals of the internal causation paradigm and evidence of our pristine selfhood.

Out of all the testimonials to adulterated selfhood that I have witnessed since I began collecting them when I was 10 years old – though at that age I did not yet know that’s what I was collecting – two of them are sufficient to represent what happens as we become beholden to the paradigm of external causation. The first is a poem by Christopher Morley (c. 1922):

The greatest poem ever known

Is one all poets have outgrown:

The poetry innate, untold,

Of being only four years old.

Still young enough to be a part

Of Nature's great impulsive heart,

Born comrade of bird, beast and tree

And unselfconscious as the bee--

And yet with lovely reason skilled

Each day new paradise to build,

Elate explorer of each sense,

Without dismay, without pretense!

In your unstained, transparent eyes

There is no conscience, no surprise:

Life's queer conundrums you accept,

Your strange divinity still kept.

Being, that now absorbs you, all

Harmonious, unit, integral,

Will shred into perplexing bits,--

Oh, contradiction of the wits!

And Life, that sets all things in rhyme,

May make you poet, too, in time--

But there were days, O tender elf,

When you were poetry itself.

The second example of what happens to us as we become beholden to the paradigm of external causation is a song written in the 1980’s by a New Age cowboy folk singer named Chuck Pyle:
Well I woke up this other morning to this meeting in my head,

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

     The supposed conscious evolution center of the known universe,

     Not being totally present.

     I could'a been busted!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And they said "Yup!"  

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

And they said, "Easy does it."

And then I said, “Oh, my God, 

forgive us all this day our daily dread,

and grant me the serenity 

to accept the things I cannot change.”
                  “Keep It Simple,” © Chuck Pyle 
Xxxxx
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The internal causation paradigm focuses on what is being recovered: my pristine self, the unconditioned expression of me which I also call my “eternity self” or my “whole self.”

The principle difference between my adulterated self and my pristine self is that my adulterated self is busy with minding other people’s business, while my pristine self mostly minds only its own business. The difference between minding other people’s business and minding my own is best illustrated by a little survey I am going to take just now:

[Demonstration: Raise your hand/raise my hand]

The point of this survey is to demonstrate that you have to fully mind your own business before you can assist me in minding my own business. [Faith without works – treatment without feetment. Movement toward or away from what works.]

[Repeat demonstration with someone else.]

The point of this second demonstration is that minding my own business includes occasionally changing my mind, and my behavoir accordingly, even when others persist in seeing me according to my former way of thinking.

For me, the most awesome aspect of minding my own business is the fact that by changing my mind, I can change my experience of life. Changing my thinking changes my life – though only when the change of thinking changes the thinker. This is not just a change in what the thinker thinks about, it is a change in the way the thinker thinks. It is changing the way I think, not merely what I think, that most powerfully changes my life.

When my changes of thinking remain in the paradigm of external causation, I continue to be at the effect of my circumstances and other people. I have only changed what I am thinking about, rather than the way that I think about it. Changes of thinking that leave my existing paradigm intact are what I call “perceptual tune-ups.”

Only changes of thinking that result in a shift of paradigm result in a change of the thinker. Changes in thinking that change the thinker are what I call “perceptual makeovers.” 

Those of you who have received e-mails from me have probably noticed that my signature block contains two epigrams: “Stay in the grace,” and “Though I don’t always get what I pray for, I do always get what I pray from.”

For me, the term “grace” signifies what is meant by the modern Hindu term, “Namasté,” a derivation of the ancient Sanskrit word, “Namaskaar,” which Leo Buscaglia translated as follows:

I honor the divine in you.

I honor the place within you where the universe resides;

I honor the place within you of love, of light, of truth, of peace;

I honor the place within you where, if you are in that place in you, and I am in that place in me, 

there is only one of us.  Namasté.

To me, the meaning of the second epigram is quite clear, yet I am sometimes asked what I mean by saying that I don’t always get what I pray for, yet do always get what I pray from. And when I am asked, I give the following example: when I pray for abundance from the paradigm of lack, I increase the abundance of my experience of lack.

It is a fundamental metaphysical principle that no matter what I seek to experience, I can experience it only in accordance with the framework of my existing paradigms. Therefore, if it is my intention to experience more abundance I can do so only in terms a more abundant experience of my existing paradigm. Accordingly, only when my paradigm is one of feeling the presence of abundance rather than its lack, do I get the kind of abundance that I am seeking.

Abundance is the universal rule, lack is the exception that proves the rule, which is why nobody feels “just a little bit” of lack. Have you ever heard anyone complain about a tad of lack? Lack is the experience of abundance in reverse, just as the external causation paradigm is the experience of the internal causation paradigm in reverse.

In Ernest Holmes’ terminology, the perception of lack and the external causation paradigm are examples of what he called the negative use of faith. None of us has more faith than anyone else. We all have an enormous abundance of faith that most if us invest in reverse by thinking in terms of lack. The experience of lack derives from the external causation paradigm, wherein abundance is perceived as something that is made to happen outside ourselves.

Xxxx
Xxxx

–Xxxx

The perception of lack is what I call “absence-mindedness.”  Absence-mindedness is best illustrated by a remark that someone once made as he overhead his friend say that the local millionaire's money was tainted. "You said it," he agreed. "His money is twice tainted." 

"What do you mean?" asked the friend. 

"It's obvious: 'tain't yours, 'tain't mine." 

The external causation paradigm is a paradigm of absence, the perception of a possibility that presently exists only out there beyond my experience (somewhere else, and under someone or something else’s control), and that presently does not exist here, within my experience.

Science of Minding is a paradigm of internal causation, in which I own all of my experience as experience that I cause within my own consciousness. My two most favorite statements of the internal causation paradigm are by Ernest Holmes and Rudolph Steiner:

Talk to yourself, not to the world. There’s no one to talk to but yourself because all experience takes place within. Conditions are the reflections of our meditations and nothing else. (Ernest Holmes)

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)

My understanding of the internal causation paradigm differs from that of those who say that we create our own reality. I do not perceive that I create my own reality, only that I create my experience of reality, for the reason suggested by a recent story that is making the rounds of the Internet.

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 the external causation paradigm, reality pre-exists my own existence “out there” and all of my experience consists either of unconscious reactions or conscious responses to externalities.

From the perspective of the internal causation paradigm, reality is universally created in an ongoing manner that is always inclusive of me as my own created experience of it. I can know only my created experience of reality. As experienced, all reality is virtual. Only because my experience is a virtual reality am I able to change my experience of reality. 
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The first law of the Science of Minding My Own Business is this: I create – and may re-create whenever I choose to – my experience of reality. The second law: my experience of reality corresponds to my perception of reality. The third law: changing my perception of reality changes my experience of reality.

The Science of Mind that Ernest Holmes bequeathed to us as is a science of perceptual makeover. Holmes also gave us a specific perceptual makeover process that empowers us to treat our own individual minds as spiritual instruments in addition tour treating them as mental and psychological instruments. Accordingly, his name for this process of spiritual makeover was “spiritual mind treatment.” [Some folks feel more comfortable with the term, “affirmative prayer,” which has become an alternate term for the “treatment” metaphor.]

Spiritual mind treatment/affirmative prayer is a process for shifting us out of the external causation paradigm into the internal causation paradigm, resulting in a perceptual makeover. In other words, spiritual mind treatment/affirmative prayer is a paradigm for shifting paradigms. 

Although Holmes did not himself formalize the process of affirmative prayer into so many steps, others have done so. Several forms of spiritual mind treatment have been developed, including a seven-step process, a four-step process, a three-step process (my own when I’m called upon to pray in non-Religious Science circles), and a five-step process.  Presently, the most widely used version of spiritual mind treatment is a five-step version.

The political propaganda and advertising industries make use of something else that has the power to influence our paradigms: the jingle. Jingles are used by propagandists and advertisers to anchor thought forms. A wartime jingle that I learned in the early 1940’s went like this:

Whistle while you work, 

Hitler is a jerk,

Mussolini is a wienie, 

whistle while you work.

Also during the 1940’s, the thought form of a laundry soap (before they had detergents) called “DUZ” (so named so they could claim that “DUZ does everything”) went like this:

D-U-Z, D-U-Z, 

Put some in your washing machine,

Everything comes out very clean,

D-U-Z does everything.

The principle thought form being anchored by the advertising industry today is brokenness. We are being sold the paradigm that we are sick, insufficient, incomplete, or otherwise in need of fixing, and therefore in need of some product or service that will fix our broken condition or situation.

There’s a very savvy insight in the gospel of Luke, which observes that the children of this world (such as the propagandists and the advertising industry) are wiser to the ways of the world than are the children of light. (Luke 16:8) One day I decided to be capitalize on the wisdom of the worldly wise by composing and borrowing a series of short, repetitive songs that work like jingles in terms of anchoring the thought forms of spiritual mind treatment. I don’t call them “jingles,” and I don’t call them “chants,” I call them “enchantments” because that says precisely what they do – they enchant us into remembering their corresponding thought-forms by anchoring them in our consciousness.

RECOGNITION: Acknowledging the presence of God in all that is.

[Everywhere I Go, Here I Am]

UNIFICATION: Recognizing my relationship to and with God’s presence as God’s presence

[God Dwells within Me as Me]

REALIZATION: Claiming the power of God’s presence in my worldly condition and situation.

[Every Little Cell in My Body is Happy/Oh, How Lucky I Am]

THANKSGIVING: Declaring my gratitude for the power of God’s presence in and as my life.

[My Heart Sings and My Soul Does Rejoice]

RELEASE: Allowing the power of God’s presence in and as my life to fulfill my claim in accordance with the principles, processes and timing of its nature

[I Don’t Want to Figure Myself Out]
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Many years ago, before I knew about affirmative prayer and spiritual mind treatment I received a less formal prescription for what amounts to essentially the same thing while I was walking along a creek. This is what I always do whenever I feel deeply distressed and scattered. On this particular occasion, I was struck by the stark contrast between the creek’s turbulent and calm passages, which seemed to emulate both the stream of my consciousness and the uneven rhythm of my life’s alternately tumultuous and timorous course. Honoring an urge to tune in to what this correspondence might be telling me, I sat down with pen and paper in hand as if to take dictation and solicited the creek’s advice: "If you were literate, what message would you have for me?"

The creek, indeed, did have a message: a prescription for what I now know as treating my mind spiritually:
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.

And so I will leave you with this parting thought: when you have gone as far as you can go, quietly await your next beginning.

Stay in the grace!

Additional material (three-phase treatment process)

ACKNOWLEDGE the flow.

ACCEPT the flow on behalf of my heart-felt intention.

ALLOW the flow to actualize my heart-felt intention.

Part One: Intra-view

The a priori Primacy of Context

All ways of seeing are approximate. Each experience is an approximation abstracted from a larger context. We don't even know why scientific objectivity works as well as it does, and if its workability is ever understood such knowing still won't be the totality of truth. Consciousness itself is approximate, and our experience of consciousness is an interaction among approximations. -Geoffrey Chew
If content prevailed over context we would all be doing what others tell us to do rather than tend to emulate what they actually do. Perhaps the reason we tend to step in others’ do-do rather than according to their say-do is that the latter is so relatively tenuous. For instance, as one commentator on the ambiguity of language has remarked:

The phrase “I’m not happy with these results” has one meaning if George Costanza of Seinfeld mutters the remark, and quite another if the speaker is a murderous Mafia boss talking to an underling. . . . Perhaps a word exists before use in a type of quantum haze as potential with the possibility of an enormous number of meanings. Through conversation these meanings become more restricted and refined as the context and the speakers establish whether the conversation is friendly or formal, between peers or among speakers of different status, etc., all of which restrict the reference of the term. –Eugene Linden, The Octopus and the Orangutan: More True Tales of Animal Intrigue, Intelligence, and Ingenuity (p. 184)
Ryle on standard usage.

The Teaching Company’s courses on The History of the English Language and Joyce’s Ulysses.

Every Answer Begs a Question
We have long been [the] guests of creation.

We owe to our host the courtesy of questioning. 

–George Steiner

Out beyond ideas of wrong-doing and right-doing, there is a field.

I'll meet you there.

-Rumi
I can surrender to sorrow and pain.

Do birds fight the seasons?

Do flowers fight rain?

​-Summer Raven

Life seizes me with difficulty that is proportionate to my resistance.

Life is difficult?

Thus begins – except for the concluding question mark – a well-known travel guide for a road less raveled with human misery than the one that is usually miss-taken. This guide further asserts that, when I mindfully understand and accept the “great truth” that life is difficult, my own life ceases to feel that way because “once it is accepted, the fact that life is difficult no longer matters.” In the meantime, those who observe instead that “life is a bitch and then we die” are thereby destined to live their life sentence accordingly. 

On “Measuring Up” (or Not)
If you see me getting smaller,

it’s because I’m leaving you.

-Jimmy Webb
I am unwilling to part from my own life sentence with a period unless I change Peck’s life-qualifying term to accord with my far more consistent experience: Life is questionable. My life is always experienced on my own terms (i.e., according to the words with which I describe, define and express it), and all terms that empower me to live life as I like it are invariably graced with a question mark. Hence my customary parting salutation when another is about to see me disappear because we’re parting. In lieu of the more conventional perspective, “Have a good day,” I leave others with an encouraging “Stay in the grace.” It is upon those who respond by looking at me questioningly that I rest my case for dispensing this graceful prescription. Awareness of grace, I have discovered, dawns only on those who question their difficulties.

Propositions & Prepositions – 

and other Doxes that Come in Pairs
Adaptation to one’s environment is dependent on the kinds of questions one asks.

-Ron Sutton 

It is questions that hold knowledge together. Answers pull it apart.

-The way things seam to be
The secret of enduring love

is to remain forever each

while becoming both and wonder full.

-The Wizard of Is
Though I do not dispute that life is at times difficult, painful, unfair, meaningless, and otherwise negatively challenging, I also know it to be more than any or all of these distresses. It is this “more than” that I now affirmatively rather than doubtfully question. While numerous distresses are among the 33-plus flavors that my experience of life is served, none of my savoring of life’s negative stresses is more or other to me than what I make of them. And so it is as well with the positive stresses of overcoming and accomplishment that likewise comprise the route I choose to travel. Nothing means more or other to me than the difference that I allow it to make in my life.

My Preferred Discretion
Life is not a problem to be solved, nor a question to be answered. Life is a mystery to be experienced.

-Alan Watts
Human life is lived amid mystery[,] gliding always on the edge of the unknown, and it is very dangerous to believe otherwise. –Walter Truett Anderson

Life’s difficulties and miseries notwithstanding, ending them with a period suggests a degree of finality that my experience of living has thus far yet to deliver. As I live in any answer, I beg life’s ultimate question – “Wilt thou be made whole?” – by endeavoring to hold locally hostage a non-locally omnipresent integrity that is everywhere immanently imminent and can nowhere be put to arrest. Though this integrity may be known, my knowledge of its essential wholeness resides is derived from realm of intuition. This is why, whenever anything or any One (i.e., God included) is touted as the answer, I immediately ask, “And just what was the question?”

Honoring the Stasis Flow
Schizophrenia is a necessary consequence of literacy.

-Marshall McLuhan
I need not literally endorse Marshall McLuhan’s most radical assessments of literacy in order to recognize that the fragmenting, schizoid tendencies inherent in the human pursuit of analytic objectivity are contrary to the synthesizing, sigmoid integrity of cosmic order that is represented by the s-curve centered within one of humankind’s most ancient symbols, the yin-yang. Like boundaries in nature, this symbol’s s-curve denotes the transactional flow of mutually inclusive tendencies that function as well to preserve the integrities of tendencies that are mutually excluding.

Experiencing the Stasis Flow
He saw that the water continually flowed and flowed and yet it was always there; it was always the same and yet every moment it was new. . . . [T]he river is everywhere at the same time, at the source and at the mouth, at the waterfall, at the current, in the ocean and in the mountains, everywhere . . . [T]he present only exists for it, not the shadow of the past, nor the shadow of the future . . . -Herman Hesse, Siddhartha
Shortly after I separated from my first wife and our two children, my current employment was also terminated. Never before or since have I been more inclined to end the declaration that “life is difficult” with a period. Shortly before my work was terminated I fulfilled a two-day consultation at the with the educational staff St. Catherine, Kentucky, to assist them in their establishment of an environmental education curriculum. Having read Siddhartha from cover to cover during the previous day’s airplane and bus trip to St. Catherine’s, when the first day of my consultation concluded at mid-afternoon I asked the nuns where I might find a nearby river or stream. My intention was to surrender there, just as Siddhartha had, to life’s stasis flow. 

Being the Stasis Flow
The only thing that goes with the flow is a dead fish.
-Bumper Sticker
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.

The stream of life is like

The fiction of fixture.

[FLOW]

Xxxx
The greatest requirement of our age is tolerance of ambiguity.

-Paul Tillich
I instead anticipate concluding my present life’s sentence with a “. . . !?”  The “. . . “ acknowledges my expectancy of forever furthering my experience, while the “!?” (once known as an “interrobang” – a really big question) represents the ultimate ambiguity of life’s presumed terminus. 

 ‘S No Job for the Linear-Minded
A kindergarten teacher was observing her class as the children drew.  She occasionally walked around to see each child's artwork. When she got to one little girl who was working diligently, she asked about the drawing. The girl said, "I'm drawing God." The teacher replied, "but no one knows what God looks like." Without missing a beat or looking up from her drawing the girl replied, "They will in a minute." -​Joke of the Day

Looking for God is like seeking a path in a field of snow;

if there is no path and you are looking for one, walk across it and there is your path.

-Thomas Merton
He not busy being born is busy dying. 

–Bob Dylan
This book is about a previously non-traveled road that I have been making up, one step at a time (or misstep as the case may sometimes be) for the past 66 years, in search of knowing wholly who I am. Some folks perceive the quest for whole-self being as an interior search for God. If their god is perceived as the sustaining whole of the cosmos, they may be right. 

On Being One’s Own Redemption Center
. . . where sin abounded, grace did much more abound. –Romans 5:20
There are no substitutes for words like “sin” and “grace.” But there is a way of rediscovering their meaning, the same way that leads us down into the depth of our human existence. In that depth these words were conceived; and there they gained power for all ages; there they must be found again by each generation, and by each of us for himself.  –Paul Tillich

When I was a child I saw that human misery abounds primarily because of its so-called “love” of company. When I put away childish things, I further saw that the company misery tends to keep conducts its business according to standards that are quite poor. For instance, I read some years ago that on the average, when people have bad news they tell it to 13 other persons. (Perhaps this is how 13 came to be an unlucky number?) Yet when something good happens to us, we share it only on average with three persons. 

Re-membering Things Passed
The greater part of happiness or misery depends on our dispositions, and not on our circumstances. We carry the seeds of the one or the other about with us in our minds wherever we go. -Martha Washington

Resolve to be thyself; and know, that he

Who finds himself loses his misery.

-Matthew Arnold
Misery loves the company it keeps by keeping down with the Joneses. I once experienced what began as a downer for the Joneses, during a workshop designed to assist its participants in making our lives more manageable. The assistance commenced with an opportunity for each of us to “share” the misery that s/he wished to heel. [NOTE: By definition, management tends to be a heeling rather than healing profession.]

Morale Disharmament: Taking Another Look
I can’t understand why people are frightened by new ideas.

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

Almost everyone is familiar with Ivan Pavlov’s famous experiments that account for why most readers of this sentence have just thought of slobbering dogs. A major implication of Pavlov’s contribution to our understanding of behavioral moulding was his demonstration that one’s outlook (whether dog or human) is conditioned by one’s environment. He proved this beyond any doubt by reducing his dogs’ environment to only a pair of stimuli.

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

Whether this anecdote is true or not, his experiments with behavioral conditioning were a profound demonstration of thinking in other categories – taking another look that differs from former ones. His alleged memorandum has profoundly influenced my own inclination to take another look at everything, including the way that conventional formalities of language tend to condition me to established ways of thinking.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

The future lies before me

Like an offer – not a vow.

The past is dead like a book I’ve read-

I’m living here and now.

​-Summer Raven

Both “Misery” and “Keep It Simple” have been instrumental to my recognition, understanding and increasing avoidance of what some call “stinking thinking,” i.e., the outlook that is engendered by the blameful inner terrorism known as “unforgiveness.” I continue to disharm myself of my inner terrorist group by honoring the wisdom of George Santayana’s proclamation, “Those who cannot remember the past are condemned to repeat it.” At the same time, I equally honor the complementary wisdom of don Juan, who told Carlos Casteneda that forgetting our history is the best way to avoid re-creating it.

The Odors of Perception
If the doors of perception were cleansed,

 everything would appear to man as it is, infinite.
-William Blake
The real voyage of discovery consists

not in seeking new landscapes

but in having new eyes.

–Marcel Proust
Somewhere in my youth or childhood,

I must have done something good.

-Julie Andrews (in The Sound of Music)
I deliberately encountered the hobgoblins of foolish consistency and ungrounded certainty in my own mind during a yearlong exception to my more sedentary lifestyle before and since, when I intermittently hitchhiked about the country for 10,000 miles. This “thumbs-up” year (my fortieth, from mid-summer of 1977 to the end of the following summer) transpired when, with Aspen, Colorado as my temporary home base, I inserted within the semi-bondage of my more ordinary existence a parenthesis of deliberated vagabondage. The successive installments of my bizarre trek were motivated both by a mid-life crisis of loneliness that was haunting me between my first two wife-times, and by my intention to discern my own answer to what Einstein said is the most important question: Is the universe friendly?

Whatever I Reign, it Pours (or Poor’s as the Case May Be)
Memory and creativity . . . 

do not by any means exclude one another. 

–Nicholas Peter Harvey
Though I was now no longer at the effect of negative childhood memories, I was soon comparably at the effect of my positive ones. Perceiving that my childhood was a positive one, I no longer had the unexamined comfort of my previous answer to the question, why am I unhappy now? To the extent that my happiness was still at issue in the present, I no longer had a convenient explanation for it in my past.

Is My You ‘n’ I Verse Friendly?
We either make ourselves miserable, or we make ourselves strong. The amount of work is the same. -Carlos Casteneda
A parable that is circulating the global e-mail network comes and goes around (in one of its versions) as follows:

Concluding Metaphysical Prescript

(Concerning Little Read Personhood)

Each person’s life is lived as a series of conversations. -​Deborah Tannen
Talk to yourself, not to the world. There’s no one to talk to but yourself because all experience takes place within. Conditions are the reflections of our meditations and nothing else. –Ernest Holmes

Magic words of “poof-poof piffles,” make me just as small as Sniffles. –Mary Jane (from the 1940’s comic strip, “Sniffles and Mary Jane”)
“I’m a listener.” –Doodley Bixenshoes (from the 1950’s comic strip, “The Twins”)
Some folks read other folks by observing their body language. I instead listen to their self-talk language, both spoken and written. I perceive all language as “sign” language, i.e., as a sign of the relationship-with self of the one who is speaking or writing. What all usage of language primarily signifies is the series of conversations that its user is having with him/herself. 

The Power (and Mixed Blessing) of Self-Transparency
I’ve got spurs that jingle, jangle, jingle.

-from the popular song (1940’s)
What began as a classroom strategy spilled over into all of my discourse, and proved to be powerful in ways I had never suspected. This power was first brought to my attention during the confectionate leisure of the thumbs-up year that my two major vocations oreoed. On one occasion I hitchhiked from Aspen to Eugene, Oregon, to address an interdisciplinary group of professors concerning my emeritus academic specialty, environmental education. Afterward a philosophy professor in the group invited me to address his class, soon to convene, and also present to them what I had termed my “environmentalized philosophy of life.”

A Near and Resident Danger
What we fear most is truly seeing others and being truly seen.
-from the movie, Sunshine
When the professor and I were later alone together, he confided in me concerning the nature of the “some things” that pained him, and in our dialog I further deepened my awareness of “some things” that pained me also. (Suffice it so say that both of our “some things” were about relationships.)

Part Two: Purview

Write I Am As I Know I Am

It will be seen in the end how greatly metaphysicians and psychologists may err, who assume their own mental operations, instincts and axioms to be identical with the rest of mankind instead of being special to themselves. -Sir Francis Galton,
The term “purview” is defined as “the range of vision, physical or mental; outlook; range of experience or thought; contemplation, consideration.” (Oxford English Dictionary) In other words, my purview is the overall perceptual field that shapes and forms the gestalt ecology of my outlook.

My outlook – and everyone else’s – is a projection of the specific purview of the one who is looking out, and as such is an individually constructed virtual reality. Each of us perceives a different construct of virtual reality, and each of us has the power to replace our present construct of virtual reality with one that better serves us. (Those who are most adept at perceptual “shape-shifting” are called “shamans.”)

There are presently six and a half billion virtual realities on this planet, each of them different yet almost all of them linear. At present, nonetheless, a holistic virtual reality is urgently preferable to the prevailing linear one, lest both the psyche-ecology of our own individualities and the bio-ecology of lifekind overall become catastrophically destabilized. This is the whole point of my report as I survey the perceptual field of wholeness from which I am pointing, even as my verbal shape-shifting incarnates the perceptual makeover required of those whose aspiration to perceive holistically is, like mine, a work in progress.

The way I was taught to write in school reinforces the non-holistic virtual reality to which I have subsequently become beholden. Since I now express myself from the work in progress of my own holistic perceptual makeover, rather than merely point to my makeover by writing about it, my prose is also undergoing a transformation that embodies the very makeover it incarnates. It thereby reflects the emerging holistic perceptual field as I see from it, hence my frequent verbal transmutations. 

Those who yield to my linguistic unorthodoxies, allowing themselves to be intrigued and perhaps entranced by my semantic antics rather than piqued and dismissive of this report because of them, may progress in their own individualized incarnation of the holistic perceptual makeover from which I now proceed.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Depending on What Depends
I know of nothing more difficult than knowing who you are, and having the courage to share the reasons for the catastrophe of your character with the world. –William Gass
Catastrophe – An event producing the subversion of the order or system of things. Character – The aggregate of the distinctive features of any thing;. . . the sum of the moral and mental qualities which distinguish an individual or race, viewed as a homogenous whole; the individuality impressed by nature and habit on man or nation; mental or moral constitution. –O.E.D.
Catastrophe of character everywhere abounds in subversion of our individualities, as we systematically subordinate our independence of being to living in dependence on the dependencies of other beings. If, indeed, as the once popular song maintains, “people who need people are the luckiest people in the world,” then the luckiest of the lucky are people who, in addition to feeling needy of others, also feel needed by needy others. The character of all concerned is thus eclipsed by the habit of at least needing to be needy even when one does not feel needfully needed.

So it is as well with the character of our relationships. An I-dentity that characterizes itself as “I need, therefore I am” meets another I-dentity self-characterized as “I am needed, therefore I am.” These mutually cloying I-dentities fall in love, rather than stand in true affection for one another as a whole, by relating from their respective needs to have a needy “relationship” rather than from their mindful capacities to creatively relate. They institutionalize their continued neediness by unmindfully marrying themselves to a life of living scrappily ever after (or until further notice, whichever comes first), as they persist in need-ling one another. In short, they are had by the con artistry of their “having” a relationship based on the mutually needy inner terrorism that distracts them from “keeping it simple.”

To relieve their shredded bliss, either or both parties to such relationship may further gamble on their neediness, in hope of becoming the luckiest of all the luckiest of the lucky: a needfully needed needy person who satisfies a need to win the lottery. 

[Lotteries feed on this raising of need to the fourth power, which transforms need to “greed.”  A recent analog to the lottery is the new game of corporate football – performing an Enron.]

Our institutionalization of mutual need is so common that we even have a name for the institution to which we commit ourselves: co-dependency. This commitment is widely perceived as a byproduct of our addiction to so-called “substance abuse,” which may include lottery tickets. Yet in my experience, the interpersonal addiction to mutual neediness that characterizes co-dependency has been my principal addiction, which has subsequently (if not concurrently) extended to other addictive behaviors.

Co-dependency – my dependency on being in dependency – is initially established as I become addicted to objectifying other persons in terms of our universally perceived mutual neediness. Only thereafter is it further projected on mood-altering substances or behaviors of my choice. In other words, insofar as I am driven to eat, drink and be scary, my co-dependency is the chauffeur that takes me there. 

Being in dependence on the dependencies of others is the mother of all the forms that my co-dependency may take.  Forfeiting my independency in order to depend on others’ dependencies is my original sin: self-travesty.

The good news is that self-transformation of character also everywhere abounds, and even more so. This bounty of inner grace empowers us to break the vicious circularity, viscous insincerity, contemptuous familiarity and other insidious inner terrorisms of our mutual dependencies on dependency itself. Self-transformation empowers a life of service to others in the form of our not needing to exercise our natural inclination to be of such service.

Transformative potential silently abides in every one of us, awaiting our own abiding of its bounteous empowerment, if and when we finally grow weary of seeking such bounty elsewhere:

You have said,

“I will go to another land, I will go to another sea.

Another city will be found, a better one than this.

Every effort of mine is a condemnation of fate;

and my heart is—like a corpse—buried.

How long will my mind remain in this wasteland?

Wherever I turn my eyes, wherever I may look,

I see black ruins of my life here,

where I spent so many years destroying and wasting.”

You will find no new lands, you will find no other seas.

The city will follow you.

You will roam the same streets.

And you will age in the same neighborhoods;

and you will grow gray in these same houses.

Always you will arrive in this city.  Do not hope for any other.

There is no ship for you, there is no road.

As you have destroyed your life here in this little corner,

you have ruined it in the entire world.  –C. P. Cavafy

The municipality of my own psyche, from which I frequently check out even though I can never leave it, is the citadel of the prophesying voice of self-fulfilling virtual reality that accompanies me wherever I may go. Accordingly, there is no place other than within myself to which I may repair to do the homework that is required to get my psyche’s neighborhood in a positive state of order. Only thus may I experience a corresponding order in my inner and outer peripheral neighborhoods.

My ongoing attempts to force changes in my outer world, prior to realizing a corresponding initial change within me, are merely the symptoms of my addiction to the original self-travesty of idolizing my perceptions of neediness. The symptoms do not go away until I have forgiven myself for this sin, because it is impossible for me to escape the consequences of my selfhood: what goes around within me is what comes around about me.

What Is (or Isn’t) Growing On Here
The degree to which a person can grow is directly proportional to the amount of truth about himself that he can accept without running away. -Leland Val Vandewall
The fabled city of golden opportunity, originally called “El Dorado,” presently goes by the name of “Things-Are-Better-Somewhere-Else.” The endless search for “Somewhere-Else” – i.e., the compulsive search itself, not its perceived destination – is the imaginary haven of all who con themselves into running away by hiding from themselves in their own seeking. 

The assumption that salvation from self-ruination awaits me somewhere other than in my present estate of awareness constitutes my contemporary El Dorado, whose opportunity is as foibled as it is fabled. “Somewhere-Else” is the illusory foundation on which the scaffolding of all my other illusions precariously teeters. Such is the ultimate import of El Dorado’s being called a “lost” city: it was never founded to begin with. 

“Somewhere-Else” is an outward projection of my being in what some folks call “la-la- land” – an ungrounded augury signifying nothingness.

“Somewhere-Else’s” sole inhabitant is the absence of my presence to myself, a vacuum fluxuation that goes around as fleetingly as it comes around, having its existence only in the inconsistent I of its beholder:

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. –Yours (more or less) truly
My true companion may be – nay, inevitably is ambiguous. I am ambiguity incarnate. Here I am is solid, like a rock.

“Somewhere-Else” is the imaginary realm in which I dwell upon my fickleness to who-I-am-as-a-whole, whose character is known to me only in my mindful presence to the near and how of the immediate estate of present-to-self awareness that I always and only experience as being here. 

Everywhere I go, here I am, sometimes presuming that “Somewhere-Else” is “where the action is.” Yet so long as the action’s whereabouts is sought beyond the realm of my true companionship, the only action I find here is the distraction of my reactions. And – I am repeatedly told by one who considers himself qualified to know – so long as I am thus distracted here “I can’t get no satisfaction” wherever “there” may be.

Everywhere I go, here I am, sometimes allowing the illusion of “Somewhere-Else” to masquerade as “the good old days,” as, for instance, did the disillusioned elderly woman in the movie, A Trip to Bountiful. Yet “Somewhere-Else” by any other name is just as deplete. “Somewhere-Else” is the empty place where, each time I get to it, I encounter only my own vacancy – my absence of present-to-self mindfulness – which compulsively impels me on a bounty hunt that I inevitably conclude by tripping over my ungrounded expectations here.

Once upon a time the quest for “Somewhere-Else’s” good was also called “the search for the holy grail.” Again like all true bounty, the holistic grail of self-salvation may nowhere else be found than where it already and always is – all of it ready and always saved within right here, where it awaits my discovery and subsequent wielding of its power via a mindful inner trek of the self-transformational path:

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 continues to take shapes here 

that it has never had before. –Ibid.
Cavafy prophesied precisely when he wrote, “There is no ship for you, there is no road”: 

· My ship is indeed not there, it is here: the self-authorship of my own being. 

· My road is indeed not there, it is here: the road of my unique I-dentity.

When all is rightly said concerning the place where the action that I am seeking takes its form, and something constructive is accordingly enacted here in the realm of my true companionship, only then may the “Somewhere-Else” illusion serve its most constructive purpose: revealing to me its non-existence as I recognize that there is no here there. With reference to my true companionship, “Somewhere-Else” is the forever ethereal terra incognita whose only “here” is the place where “there be dragons” – namely, my own.

I checked out every program on my TV,

to find none as interesting as the one in me –

the one that programs how I everywhere see

my own self mirrored in effigy.

For nearly a decade I was on a media fast, watching no television, reading no newspapers or popular magazines and seeing very few movies, as I focused instead on the news within. Only as I heeded my interior newscast did I finally hear here the inner news about the outer news: “That’s me all over.”
Character Assassination: The Inside Story
Which do you want – for events to go well, or for you to go well? When you go well there is no such thing as unwell events. –Vernon Howard

A man’s character is his fate.

-Heraclitus
My own catastrophe of character has been a consequence of my self-standardization, in accordance with my culture’s presumption that standards of character exist outside myself for importation via conformity to their measure. Yet beyond the further presumption that standards of character should incorporate one’s identity with dependency, there is no agreement on precisely what the external measures of internal character actually are, nor on what it is that such measurements actually measure. I therefore tend to validate my being here by the degree of my conformity to conformity itself, in validation likewise of John Cage’s quip about all self-referentially circular calibrations: “Measurement measures measurement’s means.” Forever inching up on myself in a here that is likewise forever short of being here, I never gain a solid foothold in my own existence. 

“Measuring up” via conformation to external calibrations is the prevailing de facto standard of character in the linear construct of virtual reality: I conform, thereby I am. Yet conforming myself to the diversity of others’ inconsistent expectations is a standard so relatively diffuse that the moment I leave the company of my relatives I am expected to simultaneously conform as well to the standards of all other companies I may keep.

Hence the greatest challenge to my character: to be the self that I am given to be here as, while being enculturated into a caste system that entrains and constrains me to selflessly mirror others’ selves in co-dependency. Insofar as character is fate, mine is externally fêted to be internally fetid.

I liken my cultural milieu to a caste system because its denizens (the culturally correct term with which we masquerade our alienation is “citizens”) tend to be categorically graded according to their success in casting their individuality aside. My parents, siblings, relatives, neighbors, peers, teachers, employers, co-workers – all signifying others, with few exceptions, call upon me to categorically conform to the discordant cacophony of their divergent expectations, and thereby be a man for all reasons . . . with all of the reasons being theirs. I am expected to do everyone else’s best whether or not anyone else considers doing mine.

Insofar as my “up”-bringing is a cultural casting call, it is the average of everyone else’s act that I am expected to get together, even as I become a castaway in the process. In the company of such a motley milieu, one reason prevails above all others for the catastrophic compromise of my integrity and wholeness of being: the defamation of my character here via my deformation of character.

I have met the assassin of my character, and it is myself. The ultimate deformity of my being is my own self-deformation of character. My character’s deformation is done unto me as I believe, i.e., via my belief in conformity to external standards of internal character, a.k.a. “original sin.” And I persist in thus conning myself until I thoroughly forgive myself for my own con job. 

Self-forgiveness is the release of all intention to live in my re-membering of things as they were in the past, rather than live here. Only as I am thus forgiven am I freed to go, committed to the repetition of my original sin no more.

Like all other expressions of uncompromised natural character, forgiveness abides only in the realm of my true companionship. Consequently, the only available remedy for past self-deformations of character is my forgiving self-transformation thereof in the present presence-to-self of my own mind. Self-transformational forgiveness, like the unforgiving self-deformation that it transcends, is accomplished only as it is done unto me here by myself.

No one else’s forgiveness of me, however sincerely they may feel it, can be experienced by the self that is thus forgiven until I am the one who is feeling forgiven in myself, by myself, and as myself right here. This is because my knowing and feeling of forgiveness exists only in the municipality of my own awareness, while all of my seeking to make it mine by finding “Somewhere-Else” to mine it comes to naught.

On Being a Beneficial Presence
If you know what, you know how. 

–Thomas Hora
As I find it within me to forgive myself for needing to be who I am not, I thereby find the who-I-am that I have thus forgiven, i.e., the self that I was originally given to be here as, and am naturally inclined from here to be of service to others. Thus – and only thus – am I freed to discern my most natural (because it is internal) standard of character.  The internal standard that I discern is one that eludes conformity, because it is at once both the cause (what) and the effect (how) of all true bounty of character. Hence my personal declaration of the independence that accompanies my being here:

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

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all that is concerned, to be more than a further extension of humankind's inhumanities to its own and lifekind’s other creaturehood.

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all that is concerned, to be more than a reactionary impulse that casts me in the image of those whose adversarial ways I disdain.

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all that is concerned, to be more than an instrument of the linear either/or mentality that feeds the cycle of mutual inner terrorism of blame, retribution, vengeance and re-vengeance.

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all that is 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 that is concerned, to be more than a mere representative 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.

Though I sometimes continue to exemplify what I know myself to be more than, my true witness is further evidenced and advanced each time I forgivingly release myself from whatever presently obscures the bounty to which my uncompromised wholeness of being eternally testifies: I am here to be a beneficial presence to all that is concerned, i.e., to lifekind overall.

And how may I assure the ongrowing expression of my beneficial presence to all that is concerned? I do so by living openly from moment to moment in the mystery of this very question rather than in ongoing conformity to any answer, i.e., by living in the mystery of my beneficial presence rather than in any “final solution” to my existence. Above all, I live in freedom of any answer or solution that says I am needy of being in dependence on the here of others, which includes not being in dependence on their perceived need to depend on me. 

When I am fully independent here I honor all interdependency. When I am in dependence here, I compromise my interdependency with “final solutions.” The self that I am given to be here as is a forever-unfinished product, an unending work in progress.

The work is lifekind’s gift to me. The progress is my gift to lifekind in return.

The You ‘n’ I Verse in a Nutshell
Don't ask yourself what the world needs; ask yourself what makes you come alive. And then go and do that. Because what the world needs is people who have come alive. -Harold Whitman
We who lived in concentration camps can remember the men who walked through the huts comforting others, giving away their last piece of bread.  They may have been few in number, but they offer sufficient proof that everything may be taken from a man but one thing:  the last of the human freedoms – to choose one's attitude in any given set of circumstances, to choose one's own way.  -Viktor E. Frankl
It's not how others respond to us that matters, it's how we respond to ourselves. Others just reflect what we're doing to ourselves, and for that we should be grateful.  -Roland Jarka 
To the extent that people actually matter to one another, they cease to be co-bonded by a mutual need to matter. They instead matter to one by natural inclination, without feeling any neediness to do so.

I feel no necessity of mattering to others so long as I wholly matter to myself here, because thus uncompromisingly mattering to myself necessarily includes, in and of itself, my uncompromisingly and wholly mattering to others as well.

Like every other experience, mattering to self and others is also an inside job.

Whenever I feel insignificant

I remember that I am energy mattering.

Just how much do I matter?

Since energy can neither be created nor destroyed,

my energy is essential to the universal whole

And what choice do I have in this matter? 

Should I decide to matter only partially,

the universe would still be no less whole.

Yet only when and as I decide to matter wholly

is the universe I  fill fully filled.

Whenever another’s wholeness is enhanced by something that I do, such fulfillment proceeds as a by-product of wholly – and thus uncompromisingly - mattering to myself as a whole being that is wholly here.
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APPENDIX


Blamefulness, Misery, and Other B.S.* are Optional at M.S.U.**


What precedes this Appendix reflect considerable forethought on my part. This section is for those who may be (as I am) likewise interested in my afterthoughts.


Depending upon the disposition of a given reader of the following appendices, they may seem more or less inflamed.


Hyperlinks


THE SCIENCE OF MINDING MY OWN BUSINESS


The Way I See Is What I Get
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[Humankindness (our kindred potential) – The “noble savage”. . . not!]


I no more accredit Rousseau’s idealization of the “noble savage” than I do William Golding’s ideologue of the Lord of the Flies. As creatures born with a nobility that is readily compromised, we are too ready to explain – even justify – our compromises by asserting that they represent the rule of human nature, to which our nobility is the exception.


[Adulteration and its discontents:]


[Recovery:]


Though the spirit of human kindness is born in every one of us, we tend to de-humanize rather than nurture it in the process of becoming adults. Each of us is a beneficial presence at birth, and then our beneficial presence is adulterated in such a way that re-humanizing ourselves is our only means to the truly grown-up expression of our kindred nature. Each of us is born as a solution to the problems that plague the adult population of our species. Yet each of us is constrained to subordinate his/her self-likeness to the collective self-ishness of our immediate (family) and extended (social) milieu. 


Born to see the world of our experience as a kindred realm that nurtures likekind overall, we are taught instead to experience the world as an adversarial arena rife with conflict and contention. Born for giving and receiving, we are taught instead the finely conned arts of baiting and taking – of pretending to be who we are not (the bait) for the sake of getting something we don’t have (the take).


Psychologist Abraham Maslow accounted for our adulteration and its discontents as follows:


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


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

Forgiving myself is essentially a process of recovering the kindred spirit of my inborn giving and receiving nature from the distorting and frustrating forces with which I have learned to squelch its nature.


Seeing, Once Again, Transparently
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 [Transparent vision]


[Greg Braden]


[The balance of lifekind]


The fact that by birthright, every human being is a beneficial presence, is forgotten as we succumb to the self-fragmenting “taming and transforming” of social conditioning that contorts the authentic whole-play of our integral being into the distorted, imitative role-playing that accompanies “getting our act together” (a.k.a. as “growing up”). We become semi-conscious, automatically-piloted actors in a fabricated life-scenario, instead of the mindfully conscious producers and directors of our own scenarios that our beneficial presence empowers us to be. In the process of constraining ourselves to mere acting, rather than realizing (which means “making real”) what we were born to actualize by being our action rather than acting our being, we have also forgotten how to be a beneficial presence. 


My experience of life is framed in terms of the outlook that I project upon the world. The more delightful/frightful is my outlook on the world, the more delightful/frightful is my experience of the world. Like everyone else, I have learned to experience my life from the outlook of a self-fragmenting crabby-grabby mindset, rather than from the outlook of my holistic-soulistic state of being. Yet no matter how much my awareness of the whole-self being that I truly am becomes eclipsed by the outlook of my crabby-grabby mindset (role-self being), my beneficial presence is forever the default state of my being overalll. Once I have a committed, heart-felt intention to return to my default state of pristine wholeness-of-being, I can experience my life from the outlook of the holistic-soulistic being that I most truly am.


The relationship between whole-self being and role-self being is exemplified in an American gospel/folk song that was sung by the Weavers back in the 1950’s:


In this world of pain and sorrow,


Sometimes up, sometimes down,


There’s a better world I’m going to,


….


I don’t want to get adjusted


To this world, to this world,


I’ve got a home that’s so much better


I’m gonna go to sooner or later,


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


The best of all possible good news is that the “better world I’m going to’” is already and always here, that it is in here as the innately endowed beneficial presence I holistically-soulistically am. My self-fragmenting adjustment to the crabby-grabby world is what sustains my frightfully unforgiving experience of the people and circumstances that comprise it. The alternative to such fright-filled experience is a delightfully forgiving accommodation of the crabby/grabby world that liberates my experience of the holistic-soulistic being that I most truly am.


Welcome to the Paradigm Shift

We are all students at M.S.U. – making stuff up.


-Marilyn Ferguson


Although I have, indeed, adjusted myself to the crabby-grabbiness that accompanies being of this world as well as in it, this has merely eclipsed my beneficial presence by putting its expression on hold until I mindfully awaken to what I instinctively knew at birth: how to be a beneficial presence. My awakening is subject to a perceptual makeover of how I see and experience the world – a shift from my paradigm of adjusting to the world of my experience as is “the action” is out there, to a paradigm of accommodating the world of my experience in congruence with the holistic-soulistic nature of my being.


I call the pristine wholeness of my being my “eternity self” and (most often) my “whole self” – the “who I am” that I recover as I cease trying to get my fragmenting role selves’ acts together by being who I am not by. My recovery is a reversion from my separative condition of role-self being back into the all-inclusive state of whole-self being.


We all suffer from amnesia that obscures our awareness of the pristine wholeness of being that was and still is our birthright as part of what Matthew Fox calls our original blessing. Our amnesia may be remedied by a new perspective on recovery, which I will introduce by illustrating something that we’ve all been hearing about since the 1960’s, yet have never seen.


[Demonstration: Pair o’ dimes shift.]


Although the concept of paradigm shifts became public only two years after Ernest Holmes’ transition, he had a similar concept, that of changing our “thought atmosphere.” Emmet Fox characterized such shifts as a change in our “mental equivalent” of what’s so, a concept that Holmes also used. Like Holmes, Fox, and dozens of other new-paradigm thinkers who were their contemporaries and have since come forth with other perspectives on the wholeness of our being, my life purpose is to facilitate the paradigm shift from role-self to whole-self being.


Throughout humankind’s history, we have perceived our Earthly experience in accordance with the paradigm of external causation, in which reality is experienced as an objective “what’s so” that happens to us from the outside inward. Holmes, Fox, and other New Thought thinkers were exceptions to this rule. Along with quantum physicists, numerous exponents of Eastern philosophy and other new paradigm thinking, their teachings have been instrumental in shifting us to the paradigm of internal causation, in which we create our own experience of reality from the inside outward.


In 1977, after more than a decade of contemplating the works of many writers throughout history who intuited a paradigm of internal causation, I discovered Ernest Holmes’ writings, and I was so profoundly moved by what I read that I quickly decided to become a minister of Religious Science, so that I could facilitate further awareness of the internal causation paradigm.


[Ernest Holmes presented us with a paradigm of internal causation, not the internal causation paradigm. His version of the inside-outward paradigm was inspired by and congruent with earlier versions thereof, most immediately the Emersonian version called “self-reliance” – reliance on one’s own causal powers – as well as the versions that inspired the Emersonian one or that were also inspired by or congruent with Emerson’s. In my own study of the many paradigms of internal causation, I have developed what I call “The Science of Minding My Own Business,” which is a congruent variation of Holmes’ vision.]


In terms of my recovery from addiction and other adulterations of my being, the external causation paradigm focuses on what I am recovering from: my adulterated self, the socially conditioned expressions of me that I refer to as my “role-selves,” in recognition of my tendency to conform to my society’s formalized expectations. My role-self is that aspect of my consciousness that is primarily concerned with “getting my act together” for presentation to the world, as I my act were who I truly am. I see the external causation paradigm and evidence of our adulterated selfhood portrayed in almost everything I read about, see at the movies and on TV, or receive on the evening “news.” Only occasionally do I witness to portrayals of the internal causation paradigm and evidence of our pristine selfhood.


Out of all the testimonials to adulterated selfhood that I have witnessed since I began collecting them when I was 10 years old – though at that age I did not yet know that’s what I was collecting – two of them are sufficient to represent what happens as we become beholden to the paradigm of external causation. The first is a poem by Christopher Morley (c. 1922):


The greatest poem ever known


Is one all poets have outgrown:


The poetry innate, untold,


Of being only four years old.


Still young enough to be a part


Of Nature's great impulsive heart,


Born comrade of bird, beast and tree


And unselfconscious as the bee--


And yet with lovely reason skilled


Each day new paradise to build,


Elate explorer of each sense,


Without dismay, without pretense!


In your unstained, transparent eyes


There is no conscience, no surprise:


Life's queer conundrums you accept,


Your strange divinity still kept.


Being, that now absorbs you, all


Harmonious, unit, integral,


Will shred into perplexing bits,--


Oh, contradiction of the wits!


And Life, that sets all things in rhyme,


May make you poet, too, in time--


But there were days, O tender elf,


When you were poetry itself.


The second example of what happens to us as we become beholden to the paradigm of external causation is a song written in the 1980’s by a New Age cowboy folk singer named Chuck Pyle:

Well I woke up this other morning to this meeting in my head,


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     The supposed conscious evolution center of the known universe,


     Not being totally present.


     I could'a been busted!


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


And they said "Yup!"  


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


And they said, "Easy does it."


And then I said, “Oh, my God, 


forgive us all this day our daily dread,


and grant me the serenity 


to accept the things I cannot change.”

                  “Keep It Simple,” © Chuck Pyle 
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The internal causation paradigm focuses on what is being recovered: my pristine self, the unconditioned expression of me which I also call my “eternity self” or my “whole self.”


The principle difference between my adulterated self and my pristine self is that my adulterated self is busy with minding other people’s business, while my pristine self mostly minds only its own business. The difference between minding other people’s business and minding my own is best illustrated by a little survey I am going to take just now:


[Demonstration: Raise your hand/raise my hand]


The point of this survey is to demonstrate that you have to fully mind your own business before you can assist me in minding my own business. [Faith without works – treatment without feetment. Movement toward or away from what works.]


[Repeat demonstration with someone else.]


The point of this second demonstration is that minding my own business includes occasionally changing my mind, and my behavoir accordingly, even when others persist in seeing me according to my former way of thinking.


For me, the most awesome aspect of minding my own business is the fact that by changing my mind, I can change my experience of life. Changing my thinking changes my life – though only when the change of thinking changes the thinker. This is not just a change in what the thinker thinks about, it is a change in the way the thinker thinks. It is changing the way I think, not merely what I think, that most powerfully changes my life.


When my changes of thinking remain in the paradigm of external causation, I continue to be at the effect of my circumstances and other people. I have only changed what I am thinking about, rather than the way that I think about it. Changes of thinking that leave my existing paradigm intact are what I call “perceptual tune-ups.”


Only changes of thinking that result in a shift of paradigm result in a change of the thinker. Changes in thinking that change the thinker are what I call “perceptual makeovers.” 


Those of you who have received e-mails from me have probably noticed that my signature block contains two epigrams: “Stay in the grace,” and “Though I don’t always get what I pray for, I do always get what I pray from.”


For me, the term “grace” signifies what is meant by the modern Hindu term, “Namasté,” a derivation of the ancient Sanskrit word, “Namaskaar,” which Leo Buscaglia translated as follows:


I honor the divine in you.


I honor the place within you where the universe resides;


I honor the place within you of love, of light, of truth, of peace;


I honor the place within you where, if you are in that place in you, and I am in that place in me, 


there is only one of us.  Namasté.


To me, the meaning of the second epigram is quite clear, yet I am sometimes asked what I mean by saying that I don’t always get what I pray for, yet do always get what I pray from. And when I am asked, I give the following example: when I pray for abundance from the paradigm of lack, I increase the abundance of my experience of lack.


It is a fundamental metaphysical principle that no matter what I seek to experience, I can experience it only in accordance with the framework of my existing paradigms. Therefore, if it is my intention to experience more abundance I can do so only in terms a more abundant experience of my existing paradigm. Accordingly, only when my paradigm is one of feeling the presence of abundance rather than its lack, do I get the kind of abundance that I am seeking.


Abundance is the universal rule, lack is the exception that proves the rule, which is why nobody feels “just a little bit” of lack. Have you ever heard anyone complain about a tad of lack? Lack is the experience of abundance in reverse, just as the external causation paradigm is the experience of the internal causation paradigm in reverse.


In Ernest Holmes’ terminology, the perception of lack and the external causation paradigm are examples of what he called the negative use of faith. None of us has more faith than anyone else. We all have an enormous abundance of faith that most if us invest in reverse by thinking in terms of lack. The experience of lack derives from the external causation paradigm, wherein abundance is perceived as something that is made to happen outside ourselves.
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The perception of lack is what I call “absence-mindedness.”  Absence-mindedness is best illustrated by a remark that someone once made as he overhead his friend say that the local millionaire's money was tainted. "You said it," he agreed. "His money is twice tainted." 


"What do you mean?" asked the friend. 


"It's obvious: 'tain't yours, 'tain't mine." 


The external causation paradigm is a paradigm of absence, the perception of a possibility that presently exists only out there beyond my experience (somewhere else, and under someone or something else’s control), and that presently does not exist here, within my experience.


Science of Minding is a paradigm of internal causation, in which I own all of my experience as experience that I cause within my own consciousness. My two most favorite statements of the internal causation paradigm are by Ernest Holmes and Rudolph Steiner:


Talk to yourself, not to the world. There’s no one to talk to but yourself because all experience takes place within. Conditions are the reflections of our meditations and nothing else. (Ernest Holmes)


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)


My understanding of the internal causation paradigm differs from that of those who say that we create our own reality. I do not perceive that I create my own reality, only that I create my experience of reality, for the reason suggested by a recent story that is making the rounds of the Internet.


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 the external causation paradigm, reality pre-exists my own existence “out there” and all of my experience consists either of unconscious reactions or conscious responses to externalities.


From the perspective of the internal causation paradigm, reality is universally created in an ongoing manner that is always inclusive of me as my own created experience of it. I can know only my created experience of reality. As experienced, all reality is virtual. Only because my experience is a virtual reality am I able to change my experience of reality. 
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The first law of the Science of Minding My Own Business is this: I create – and may re-create whenever I choose to – my experience of reality. The second law: my experience of reality corresponds to my perception of reality. The third law: changing my perception of reality changes my experience of reality.


The Science of Mind that Ernest Holmes bequeathed to us as is a science of perceptual makeover. Holmes also gave us a specific perceptual makeover process that empowers us to treat our own individual minds as spiritual instruments in addition tour treating them as mental and psychological instruments. Accordingly, his name for this process of spiritual makeover was “spiritual mind treatment.” [Some folks feel more comfortable with the term, “affirmative prayer,” which has become an alternate term for the “treatment” metaphor.]


Spiritual mind treatment/affirmative prayer is a process for shifting us out of the external causation paradigm into the internal causation paradigm, resulting in a perceptual makeover. In other words, spiritual mind treatment/affirmative prayer is a paradigm for shifting paradigms. 


Although Holmes did not himself formalize the process of affirmative prayer into so many steps, others have done so. Several forms of spiritual mind treatment have been developed, including a seven-step process, a four-step process, a three-step process (my own when I’m called upon to pray in non-Religious Science circles), and a five-step process.  Presently, the most widely used version of spiritual mind treatment is a five-step version.


The political propaganda and advertising industries make use of something else that has the power to influence our paradigms: the jingle. Jingles are used by propagandists and advertisers to anchor thought forms. A wartime jingle that I learned in the early 1940’s went like this:


Whistle while you work, 


Hitler is a jerk,


Mussolini is a wienie, 


whistle while you work.


Also during the 1940’s, the thought form of a laundry soap (before they had detergents) called “DUZ” (so named so they could claim that “DUZ does everything”) went like this:


D-U-Z, D-U-Z, 


Put some in your washing machine,


Everything comes out very clean,


D-U-Z does everything.


The principle thought form being anchored by the advertising industry today is brokenness. We are being sold the paradigm that we are sick, insufficient, incomplete, or otherwise in need of fixing, and therefore in need of some product or service that will fix our broken condition or situation.


There’s a very savvy insight in the gospel of Luke, which observes that the children of this world (such as the propagandists and the advertising industry) are wiser to the ways of the world than are the children of light. (Luke 16:8) One day I decided to be capitalize on the wisdom of the worldly wise by composing and borrowing a series of short, repetitive songs that work like jingles in terms of anchoring the thought forms of spiritual mind treatment. I don’t call them “jingles,” and I don’t call them “chants,” I call them “enchantments” because that says precisely what they do – they enchant us into remembering their corresponding thought-forms by anchoring them in our consciousness.


RECOGNITION: Acknowledging the presence of God in all that is.


[Everywhere I Go, Here I Am]


UNIFICATION: Recognizing my relationship to and with God’s presence as God’s presence


[God Dwells within Me as Me]


REALIZATION: Claiming the power of God’s presence in my worldly condition and situation.


[Every Little Cell in My Body is Happy/Oh, How Lucky I Am]


THANKSGIVING: Declaring my gratitude for the power of God’s presence in and as my life.


[My Heart Sings and My Soul Does Rejoice]


RELEASE: Allowing the power of God’s presence in and as my life to fulfill my claim in accordance with the principles, processes and timing of its nature


[I Don’t Want to Figure Myself Out]
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Many years ago, before I knew about affirmative prayer and spiritual mind treatment I received a less formal prescription for what amounts to essentially the same thing while I was walking along a creek. This is what I always do whenever I feel deeply distressed and scattered. On this particular occasion, I was struck by the stark contrast between the creek’s turbulent and calm passages, which seemed to emulate both the stream of my consciousness and the uneven rhythm of my life’s alternately tumultuous and timorous course. Honoring an urge to tune in to what this correspondence might be telling me, I sat down with pen and paper in hand as if to take dictation and solicited the creek’s advice: "If you were literate, what message would you have for me?"


The creek, indeed, did have a message: a prescription for what I now know as treating my mind spiritually:

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.


And so I will leave you with this parting thought: when you have gone as far as you can go, quietly await your next beginning.


Stay in the grace!


Additional material (three-phase treatment process)


ACKNOWLEDGE the flow.


ACCEPT the flow on behalf of my heart-felt intention.


ALLOW the flow to actualize my heart-felt intention.


Part One: Intra-view


The a priori Primacy of Context


All ways of seeing are approximate. Each experience is an approximation abstracted from a larger context. We don't even know why scientific objectivity works as well as it does, and if its workability is ever understood such knowing still won't be the totality of truth. Consciousness itself is approximate, and our experience of consciousness is an interaction among approximations. -Geoffrey Chew

If content prevailed over context we would all be doing what others tell us to do rather than tend to emulate what they actually do. Perhaps the reason we tend to step in others’ do-do rather than according to their say-do is that the latter is so relatively tenuous. For instance, as one commentator on the ambiguity of language has remarked:


The phrase “I’m not happy with these results” has one meaning if George Costanza of Seinfeld mutters the remark, and quite another if the speaker is a murderous Mafia boss talking to an underling. . . . Perhaps a word exists before use in a type of quantum haze as potential with the possibility of an enormous number of meanings. Through conversation these meanings become more restricted and refined as the context and the speakers establish whether the conversation is friendly or formal, between peers or among speakers of different status, etc., all of which restrict the reference of the term. –Eugene Linden, The Octopus and the Orangutan: More True Tales of Animal Intrigue, Intelligence, and Ingenuity (p. 184)

Ryle on standard usage.


The Teaching Company’s courses on The History of the English Language and Joyce’s Ulysses.


Every Answer Begs a Question

We have long been [the] guests of creation.


We owe to our host the courtesy of questioning. 


–George Steiner


Out beyond ideas of wrong-doing and right-doing, there is a field.


I'll meet you there.


-Rumi

I can surrender to sorrow and pain.


Do birds fight the seasons?


Do flowers fight rain?


​-Summer Raven


Life seizes me with difficulty that is proportionate to my resistance.


Life is difficult?


Thus begins – except for the concluding question mark – a well-known travel guide for a road less raveled with human misery than the one that is usually miss-taken. This guide further asserts that, when I mindfully understand and accept the “great truth” that life is difficult, my own life ceases to feel that way because “once it is accepted, the fact that life is difficult no longer matters.” In the meantime, those who observe instead that “life is a bitch and then we die” are thereby destined to live their life sentence accordingly. 


On “Measuring Up” (or Not)

If you see me getting smaller,


it’s because I’m leaving you.


-Jimmy Webb

I am unwilling to part from my own life sentence with a period unless I change Peck’s life-qualifying term to accord with my far more consistent experience: Life is questionable. My life is always experienced on my own terms (i.e., according to the words with which I describe, define and express it), and all terms that empower me to live life as I like it are invariably graced with a question mark. Hence my customary parting salutation when another is about to see me disappear because we’re parting. In lieu of the more conventional perspective, “Have a good day,” I leave others with an encouraging “Stay in the grace.” It is upon those who respond by looking at me questioningly that I rest my case for dispensing this graceful prescription. Awareness of grace, I have discovered, dawns only on those who question their difficulties.


Propositions & Prepositions – 


and other Doxes that Come in Pairs

Adaptation to one’s environment is dependent on the kinds of questions one asks.


-Ron Sutton 


It is questions that hold knowledge together. Answers pull it apart.


-The way things seam to be

The secret of enduring love


is to remain forever each


while becoming both and wonder full.


-The Wizard of Is

Though I do not dispute that life is at times difficult, painful, unfair, meaningless, and otherwise negatively challenging, I also know it to be more than any or all of these distresses. It is this “more than” that I now affirmatively rather than doubtfully question. While numerous distresses are among the 33-plus flavors that my experience of life is served, none of my savoring of life’s negative stresses is more or other to me than what I make of them. And so it is as well with the positive stresses of overcoming and accomplishment that likewise comprise the route I choose to travel. Nothing means more or other to me than the difference that I allow it to make in my life.


My Preferred Discretion

Life is not a problem to be solved, nor a question to be answered. Life is a mystery to be experienced.


-Alan Watts

Human life is lived amid mystery[,] gliding always on the edge of the unknown, and it is very dangerous to believe otherwise. –Walter Truett Anderson


Life’s difficulties and miseries notwithstanding, ending them with a period suggests a degree of finality that my experience of living has thus far yet to deliver. As I live in any answer, I beg life’s ultimate question – “Wilt thou be made whole?” – by endeavoring to hold locally hostage a non-locally omnipresent integrity that is everywhere immanently imminent and can nowhere be put to arrest. Though this integrity may be known, my knowledge of its essential wholeness resides is derived from realm of intuition. This is why, whenever anything or any One (i.e., God included) is touted as the answer, I immediately ask, “And just what was the question?”


Honoring the Stasis Flow

Schizophrenia is a necessary consequence of literacy.


-Marshall McLuhan

I need not literally endorse Marshall McLuhan’s most radical assessments of literacy in order to recognize that the fragmenting, schizoid tendencies inherent in the human pursuit of analytic objectivity are contrary to the synthesizing, sigmoid integrity of cosmic order that is represented by the s-curve centered within one of humankind’s most ancient symbols, the yin-yang. Like boundaries in nature, this symbol’s s-curve denotes the transactional flow of mutually inclusive tendencies that function as well to preserve the integrities of tendencies that are mutually excluding.


Experiencing the Stasis Flow

He saw that the water continually flowed and flowed and yet it was always there; it was always the same and yet every moment it was new. . . . [T]he river is everywhere at the same time, at the source and at the mouth, at the waterfall, at the current, in the ocean and in the mountains, everywhere . . . [T]he present only exists for it, not the shadow of the past, nor the shadow of the future . . . -Herman Hesse, Siddhartha

Shortly after I separated from my first wife and our two children, my current employment was also terminated. Never before or since have I been more inclined to end the declaration that “life is difficult” with a period. Shortly before my work was terminated I fulfilled a two-day consultation at the with the educational staff St. Catherine, Kentucky, to assist them in their establishment of an environmental education curriculum. Having read Siddhartha from cover to cover during the previous day’s airplane and bus trip to St. Catherine’s, when the first day of my consultation concluded at mid-afternoon I asked the nuns where I might find a nearby river or stream. My intention was to surrender there, just as Siddhartha had, to life’s stasis flow. 


Being the Stasis Flow

The only thing that goes with the flow is a dead fish.

-Bumper Sticker

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.


The stream of life is like


The fiction of fixture.


[FLOW]


Xxxx

The greatest requirement of our age is tolerance of ambiguity.


-Paul Tillich

I instead anticipate concluding my present life’s sentence with a “. . . !?”  The “. . . “ acknowledges my expectancy of forever furthering my experience, while the “!?” (once known as an “interrobang” – a really big question) represents the ultimate ambiguity of life’s presumed terminus. 


 ‘S No Job for the Linear-Minded

A kindergarten teacher was observing her class as the children drew.  She occasionally walked around to see each child's artwork. When she got to one little girl who was working diligently, she asked about the drawing. The girl said, "I'm drawing God." The teacher replied, "but no one knows what God looks like." Without missing a beat or looking up from her drawing the girl replied, "They will in a minute." -​Joke of the Day


Looking for God is like seeking a path in a field of snow;


if there is no path and you are looking for one, walk across it and there is your path.


-Thomas Merton

He not busy being born is busy dying. 


–Bob Dylan

This book is about a previously non-traveled road that I have been making up, one step at a time (or misstep as the case may sometimes be) for the past 66 years, in search of knowing wholly who I am. Some folks perceive the quest for whole-self being as an interior search for God. If their god is perceived as the sustaining whole of the cosmos, they may be right. 


On Being One’s Own Redemption Center

. . . where sin abounded, grace did much more abound. –Romans 5:20

There are no substitutes for words like “sin” and “grace.” But there is a way of rediscovering their meaning, the same way that leads us down into the depth of our human existence. In that depth these words were conceived; and there they gained power for all ages; there they must be found again by each generation, and by each of us for himself.  –Paul Tillich


When I was a child I saw that human misery abounds primarily because of its so-called “love” of company. When I put away childish things, I further saw that the company misery tends to keep conducts its business according to standards that are quite poor. For instance, I read some years ago that on the average, when people have bad news they tell it to 13 other persons. (Perhaps this is how 13 came to be an unlucky number?) Yet when something good happens to us, we share it only on average with three persons. 


Re-membering Things Passed

The greater part of happiness or misery depends on our dispositions, and not on our circumstances. We carry the seeds of the one or the other about with us in our minds wherever we go. -Martha Washington


Resolve to be thyself; and know, that he


Who finds himself loses his misery.


-Matthew Arnold

Misery loves the company it keeps by keeping down with the Joneses. I once experienced what began as a downer for the Joneses, during a workshop designed to assist its participants in making our lives more manageable. The assistance commenced with an opportunity for each of us to “share” the misery that s/he wished to heel. [NOTE: By definition, management tends to be a heeling rather than healing profession.]


Morale Disharmament: Taking Another Look

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


I’m frightened of old ones.

​-John Cage


Almost everyone is familiar with Ivan Pavlov’s famous experiments that account for why most readers of this sentence have just thought of slobbering dogs. A major implication of Pavlov’s contribution to our understanding of behavioral moulding was his demonstration that one’s outlook (whether dog or human) is conditioned by one’s environment. He proved this beyond any doubt by reducing his dogs’ environment to only a pair of stimuli.


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


Whether this anecdote is true or not, his experiments with behavioral conditioning were a profound demonstration of thinking in other categories – taking another look that differs from former ones. His alleged memorandum has profoundly influenced my own inclination to take another look at everything, including the way that conventional formalities of language tend to condition me to established ways of thinking.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


The future lies before me


Like an offer – not a vow.


The past is dead like a book I’ve read-


I’m living here and now.


​-Summer Raven


Both “Misery” and “Keep It Simple” have been instrumental to my recognition, understanding and increasing avoidance of what some call “stinking thinking,” i.e., the outlook that is engendered by the blameful inner terrorism known as “unforgiveness.” I continue to disharm myself of my inner terrorist group by honoring the wisdom of George Santayana’s proclamation, “Those who cannot remember the past are condemned to repeat it.” At the same time, I equally honor the complementary wisdom of don Juan, who told Carlos Casteneda that forgetting our history is the best way to avoid re-creating it.


The Odors of Perception

If the doors of perception were cleansed,


 everything would appear to man as it is, infinite.

-William Blake

The real voyage of discovery consists


not in seeking new landscapes


but in having new eyes.


–Marcel Proust

Somewhere in my youth or childhood,


I must have done something good.


-Julie Andrews (in The Sound of Music)

I deliberately encountered the hobgoblins of foolish consistency and ungrounded certainty in my own mind during a yearlong exception to my more sedentary lifestyle before and since, when I intermittently hitchhiked about the country for 10,000 miles. This “thumbs-up” year (my fortieth, from mid-summer of 1977 to the end of the following summer) transpired when, with Aspen, Colorado as my temporary home base, I inserted within the semi-bondage of my more ordinary existence a parenthesis of deliberated vagabondage. The successive installments of my bizarre trek were motivated both by a mid-life crisis of loneliness that was haunting me between my first two wife-times, and by my intention to discern my own answer to what Einstein said is the most important question: Is the universe friendly?


Whatever I Reign, it Pours (or Poor’s as the Case May Be)

Memory and creativity . . . 


do not by any means exclude one another. 


–Nicholas Peter Harvey

Though I was now no longer at the effect of negative childhood memories, I was soon comparably at the effect of my positive ones. Perceiving that my childhood was a positive one, I no longer had the unexamined comfort of my previous answer to the question, why am I unhappy now? To the extent that my happiness was still at issue in the present, I no longer had a convenient explanation for it in my past.


Is My You ‘n’ I Verse Friendly?

We either make ourselves miserable, or we make ourselves strong. The amount of work is the same. -Carlos Casteneda

A parable that is circulating the global e-mail network comes and goes around (in one of its versions) as follows:


Concluding Metaphysical Prescript


(Concerning Little Read Personhood)


Each person’s life is lived as a series of conversations. -​Deborah Tannen

Talk to yourself, not to the world. There’s no one to talk to but yourself because all experience takes place within. Conditions are the reflections of our meditations and nothing else. –Ernest Holmes


Magic words of “poof-poof piffles,” make me just as small as Sniffles. –Mary Jane (from the 1940’s comic strip, “Sniffles and Mary Jane”)

“I’m a listener.” –Doodley Bixenshoes (from the 1950’s comic strip, “The Twins”)

Some folks read other folks by observing their body language. I instead listen to their self-talk language, both spoken and written. I perceive all language as “sign” language, i.e., as a sign of the relationship-with self of the one who is speaking or writing. What all usage of language primarily signifies is the series of conversations that its user is having with him/herself. 


The Power (and Mixed Blessing) of Self-Transparency

I’ve got spurs that jingle, jangle, jingle.


-from the popular song (1940’s)

What began as a classroom strategy spilled over into all of my discourse, and proved to be powerful in ways I had never suspected. This power was first brought to my attention during the confectionate leisure of the thumbs-up year that my two major vocations oreoed. On one occasion I hitchhiked from Aspen to Eugene, Oregon, to address an interdisciplinary group of professors concerning my emeritus academic specialty, environmental education. Afterward a philosophy professor in the group invited me to address his class, soon to convene, and also present to them what I had termed my “environmentalized philosophy of life.”


A Near and Resident Danger

What we fear most is truly seeing others and being truly seen.

-from the movie, Sunshine

When the professor and I were later alone together, he confided in me concerning the nature of the “some things” that pained him, and in our dialog I further deepened my awareness of “some things” that pained me also. (Suffice it so say that both of our “some things” were about relationships.)


Part Two: Purview


Write I Am As I Know I Am


It will be seen in the end how greatly metaphysicians and psychologists may err, who assume their own mental operations, instincts and axioms to be identical with the rest of mankind instead of being special to themselves. -Sir Francis Galton,

The term “purview” is defined as “the range of vision, physical or mental; outlook; range of experience or thought; contemplation, consideration.” (Oxford English Dictionary) In other words, my purview is the overall perceptual field that shapes and forms the gestalt ecology of my outlook.


My outlook – and everyone else’s – is a projection of the specific purview of the one who is looking out, and as such is an individually constructed virtual reality. Each of us perceives a different construct of virtual reality, and each of us has the power to replace our present construct of virtual reality with one that better serves us. (Those who are most adept at perceptual “shape-shifting” are called “shamans.”)


There are presently six and a half billion virtual realities on this planet, each of them different yet almost all of them linear. At present, nonetheless, a holistic virtual reality is urgently preferable to the prevailing linear one, lest both the psyche-ecology of our own individualities and the bio-ecology of lifekind overall become catastrophically destabilized. This is the whole point of my report as I survey the perceptual field of wholeness from which I am pointing, even as my verbal shape-shifting incarnates the perceptual makeover required of those whose aspiration to perceive holistically is, like mine, a work in progress.


The way I was taught to write in school reinforces the non-holistic virtual reality to which I have subsequently become beholden. Since I now express myself from the work in progress of my own holistic perceptual makeover, rather than merely point to my makeover by writing about it, my prose is also undergoing a transformation that embodies the very makeover it incarnates. It thereby reflects the emerging holistic perceptual field as I see from it, hence my frequent verbal transmutations. 


Those who yield to my linguistic unorthodoxies, allowing themselves to be intrigued and perhaps entranced by my semantic antics rather than piqued and dismissive of this report because of them, may progress in their own individualized incarnation of the holistic perceptual makeover from which I now proceed.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


Depending on What Depends

I know of nothing more difficult than knowing who you are, and having the courage to share the reasons for the catastrophe of your character with the world. –William Gass

Catastrophe – An event producing the subversion of the order or system of things. Character – The aggregate of the distinctive features of any thing;. . . the sum of the moral and mental qualities which distinguish an individual or race, viewed as a homogenous whole; the individuality impressed by nature and habit on man or nation; mental or moral constitution. –O.E.D.

Catastrophe of character everywhere abounds in subversion of our individualities, as we systematically subordinate our independence of being to living in dependence on the dependencies of other beings. If, indeed, as the once popular song maintains, “people who need people are the luckiest people in the world,” then the luckiest of the lucky are people who, in addition to feeling needy of others, also feel needed by needy others. The character of all concerned is thus eclipsed by the habit of at least needing to be needy even when one does not feel needfully needed.


So it is as well with the character of our relationships. An I-dentity that characterizes itself as “I need, therefore I am” meets another I-dentity self-characterized as “I am needed, therefore I am.” These mutually cloying I-dentities fall in love, rather than stand in true affection for one another as a whole, by relating from their respective needs to have a needy “relationship” rather than from their mindful capacities to creatively relate. They institutionalize their continued neediness by unmindfully marrying themselves to a life of living scrappily ever after (or until further notice, whichever comes first), as they persist in need-ling one another. In short, they are had by the con artistry of their “having” a relationship based on the mutually needy inner terrorism that distracts them from “keeping it simple.”


To relieve their shredded bliss, either or both parties to such relationship may further gamble on their neediness, in hope of becoming the luckiest of all the luckiest of the lucky: a needfully needed needy person who satisfies a need to win the lottery. 


[Lotteries feed on this raising of need to the fourth power, which transforms need to “greed.”  A recent analog to the lottery is the new game of corporate football – performing an Enron.]


Our institutionalization of mutual need is so common that we even have a name for the institution to which we commit ourselves: co-dependency. This commitment is widely perceived as a byproduct of our addiction to so-called “substance abuse,” which may include lottery tickets. Yet in my experience, the interpersonal addiction to mutual neediness that characterizes co-dependency has been my principal addiction, which has subsequently (if not concurrently) extended to other addictive behaviors.


Co-dependency – my dependency on being in dependency – is initially established as I become addicted to objectifying other persons in terms of our universally perceived mutual neediness. Only thereafter is it further projected on mood-altering substances or behaviors of my choice. In other words, insofar as I am driven to eat, drink and be scary, my co-dependency is the chauffeur that takes me there. 


Being in dependence on the dependencies of others is the mother of all the forms that my co-dependency may take.  Forfeiting my independency in order to depend on others’ dependencies is my original sin: self-travesty.


The good news is that self-transformation of character also everywhere abounds, and even more so. This bounty of inner grace empowers us to break the vicious circularity, viscous insincerity, contemptuous familiarity and other insidious inner terrorisms of our mutual dependencies on dependency itself. Self-transformation empowers a life of service to others in the form of our not needing to exercise our natural inclination to be of such service.


Transformative potential silently abides in every one of us, awaiting our own abiding of its bounteous empowerment, if and when we finally grow weary of seeking such bounty elsewhere:


You have said,


“I will go to another land, I will go to another sea.


Another city will be found, a better one than this.


Every effort of mine is a condemnation of fate;


and my heart is—like a corpse—buried.


How long will my mind remain in this wasteland?


Wherever I turn my eyes, wherever I may look,


I see black ruins of my life here,


where I spent so many years destroying and wasting.”


You will find no new lands, you will find no other seas.


The city will follow you.


You will roam the same streets.


And you will age in the same neighborhoods;


and you will grow gray in these same houses.


Always you will arrive in this city.  Do not hope for any other.


There is no ship for you, there is no road.


As you have destroyed your life here in this little corner,


you have ruined it in the entire world.  –C. P. Cavafy


The municipality of my own psyche, from which I frequently check out even though I can never leave it, is the citadel of the prophesying voice of self-fulfilling virtual reality that accompanies me wherever I may go. Accordingly, there is no place other than within myself to which I may repair to do the homework that is required to get my psyche’s neighborhood in a positive state of order. Only thus may I experience a corresponding order in my inner and outer peripheral neighborhoods.


My ongoing attempts to force changes in my outer world, prior to realizing a corresponding initial change within me, are merely the symptoms of my addiction to the original self-travesty of idolizing my perceptions of neediness. The symptoms do not go away until I have forgiven myself for this sin, because it is impossible for me to escape the consequences of my selfhood: what goes around within me is what comes around about me.


What Is (or Isn’t) Growing On Here

The degree to which a person can grow is directly proportional to the amount of truth about himself that he can accept without running away. -Leland Val Vandewall

The fabled city of golden opportunity, originally called “El Dorado,” presently goes by the name of “Things-Are-Better-Somewhere-Else.” The endless search for “Somewhere-Else” – i.e., the compulsive search itself, not its perceived destination – is the imaginary haven of all who con themselves into running away by hiding from themselves in their own seeking. 


The assumption that salvation from self-ruination awaits me somewhere other than in my present estate of awareness constitutes my contemporary El Dorado, whose opportunity is as foibled as it is fabled. “Somewhere-Else” is the illusory foundation on which the scaffolding of all my other illusions precariously teeters. Such is the ultimate import of El Dorado’s being called a “lost” city: it was never founded to begin with. 


“Somewhere-Else” is an outward projection of my being in what some folks call “la-la- land” – an ungrounded augury signifying nothingness.


“Somewhere-Else’s” sole inhabitant is the absence of my presence to myself, a vacuum fluxuation that goes around as fleetingly as it comes around, having its existence only in the inconsistent I of its beholder:


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. –Yours (more or less) truly

My true companion may be – nay, inevitably is ambiguous. I am ambiguity incarnate. Here I am is solid, like a rock.


“Somewhere-Else” is the imaginary realm in which I dwell upon my fickleness to who-I-am-as-a-whole, whose character is known to me only in my mindful presence to the near and how of the immediate estate of present-to-self awareness that I always and only experience as being here. 


Everywhere I go, here I am, sometimes presuming that “Somewhere-Else” is “where the action is.” Yet so long as the action’s whereabouts is sought beyond the realm of my true companionship, the only action I find here is the distraction of my reactions. And – I am repeatedly told by one who considers himself qualified to know – so long as I am thus distracted here “I can’t get no satisfaction” wherever “there” may be.


Everywhere I go, here I am, sometimes allowing the illusion of “Somewhere-Else” to masquerade as “the good old days,” as, for instance, did the disillusioned elderly woman in the movie, A Trip to Bountiful. Yet “Somewhere-Else” by any other name is just as deplete. “Somewhere-Else” is the empty place where, each time I get to it, I encounter only my own vacancy – my absence of present-to-self mindfulness – which compulsively impels me on a bounty hunt that I inevitably conclude by tripping over my ungrounded expectations here.


Once upon a time the quest for “Somewhere-Else’s” good was also called “the search for the holy grail.” Again like all true bounty, the holistic grail of self-salvation may nowhere else be found than where it already and always is – all of it ready and always saved within right here, where it awaits my discovery and subsequent wielding of its power via a mindful inner trek of the self-transformational path:


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 continues to take shapes here 


that it has never had before. –Ibid.

Cavafy prophesied precisely when he wrote, “There is no ship for you, there is no road”: 


· My ship is indeed not there, it is here: the self-authorship of my own being. 


· My road is indeed not there, it is here: the road of my unique I-dentity.


When all is rightly said concerning the place where the action that I am seeking takes its form, and something constructive is accordingly enacted here in the realm of my true companionship, only then may the “Somewhere-Else” illusion serve its most constructive purpose: revealing to me its non-existence as I recognize that there is no here there. With reference to my true companionship, “Somewhere-Else” is the forever ethereal terra incognita whose only “here” is the place where “there be dragons” – namely, my own.


I checked out every program on my TV,


to find none as interesting as the one in me –


the one that programs how I everywhere see


my own self mirrored in effigy.


For nearly a decade I was on a media fast, watching no television, reading no newspapers or popular magazines and seeing very few movies, as I focused instead on the news within. Only as I heeded my interior newscast did I finally hear here the inner news about the outer news: “That’s me all over.”

Character Assassination: The Inside Story

Which do you want – for events to go well, or for you to go well? When you go well there is no such thing as unwell events. –Vernon Howard


A man’s character is his fate.


-Heraclitus

My own catastrophe of character has been a consequence of my self-standardization, in accordance with my culture’s presumption that standards of character exist outside myself for importation via conformity to their measure. Yet beyond the further presumption that standards of character should incorporate one’s identity with dependency, there is no agreement on precisely what the external measures of internal character actually are, nor on what it is that such measurements actually measure. I therefore tend to validate my being here by the degree of my conformity to conformity itself, in validation likewise of John Cage’s quip about all self-referentially circular calibrations: “Measurement measures measurement’s means.” Forever inching up on myself in a here that is likewise forever short of being here, I never gain a solid foothold in my own existence. 


“Measuring up” via conformation to external calibrations is the prevailing de facto standard of character in the linear construct of virtual reality: I conform, thereby I am. Yet conforming myself to the diversity of others’ inconsistent expectations is a standard so relatively diffuse that the moment I leave the company of my relatives I am expected to simultaneously conform as well to the standards of all other companies I may keep.


Hence the greatest challenge to my character: to be the self that I am given to be here as, while being enculturated into a caste system that entrains and constrains me to selflessly mirror others’ selves in co-dependency. Insofar as character is fate, mine is externally fêted to be internally fetid.


I liken my cultural milieu to a caste system because its denizens (the culturally correct term with which we masquerade our alienation is “citizens”) tend to be categorically graded according to their success in casting their individuality aside. My parents, siblings, relatives, neighbors, peers, teachers, employers, co-workers – all signifying others, with few exceptions, call upon me to categorically conform to the discordant cacophony of their divergent expectations, and thereby be a man for all reasons . . . with all of the reasons being theirs. I am expected to do everyone else’s best whether or not anyone else considers doing mine.


Insofar as my “up”-bringing is a cultural casting call, it is the average of everyone else’s act that I am expected to get together, even as I become a castaway in the process. In the company of such a motley milieu, one reason prevails above all others for the catastrophic compromise of my integrity and wholeness of being: the defamation of my character here via my deformation of character.


I have met the assassin of my character, and it is myself. The ultimate deformity of my being is my own self-deformation of character. My character’s deformation is done unto me as I believe, i.e., via my belief in conformity to external standards of internal character, a.k.a. “original sin.” And I persist in thus conning myself until I thoroughly forgive myself for my own con job. 


Self-forgiveness is the release of all intention to live in my re-membering of things as they were in the past, rather than live here. Only as I am thus forgiven am I freed to go, committed to the repetition of my original sin no more.


Like all other expressions of uncompromised natural character, forgiveness abides only in the realm of my true companionship. Consequently, the only available remedy for past self-deformations of character is my forgiving self-transformation thereof in the present presence-to-self of my own mind. Self-transformational forgiveness, like the unforgiving self-deformation that it transcends, is accomplished only as it is done unto me here by myself.


No one else’s forgiveness of me, however sincerely they may feel it, can be experienced by the self that is thus forgiven until I am the one who is feeling forgiven in myself, by myself, and as myself right here. This is because my knowing and feeling of forgiveness exists only in the municipality of my own awareness, while all of my seeking to make it mine by finding “Somewhere-Else” to mine it comes to naught.


On Being a Beneficial Presence

If you know what, you know how. 


–Thomas Hora

As I find it within me to forgive myself for needing to be who I am not, I thereby find the who-I-am that I have thus forgiven, i.e., the self that I was originally given to be here as, and am naturally inclined from here to be of service to others. Thus – and only thus – am I freed to discern my most natural (because it is internal) standard of character.  The internal standard that I discern is one that eludes conformity, because it is at once both the cause (what) and the effect (how) of all true bounty of character. Hence my personal declaration of the independence that accompanies my being here:


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


· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all that is concerned, to be more than a further extension of humankind's inhumanities to its own and lifekind’s other creaturehood.


· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all that is concerned, to be more than a reactionary impulse that casts me in the image of those whose adversarial ways I disdain.


· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all that is concerned, to be more than an instrument of the linear either/or mentality that feeds the cycle of mutual inner terrorism of blame, retribution, vengeance and re-vengeance.


· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all that is 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 that is concerned, to be more than a mere representative 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.


Though I sometimes continue to exemplify what I know myself to be more than, my true witness is further evidenced and advanced each time I forgivingly release myself from whatever presently obscures the bounty to which my uncompromised wholeness of being eternally testifies: I am here to be a beneficial presence to all that is concerned, i.e., to lifekind overall.


And how may I assure the ongrowing expression of my beneficial presence to all that is concerned? I do so by living openly from moment to moment in the mystery of this very question rather than in ongoing conformity to any answer, i.e., by living in the mystery of my beneficial presence rather than in any “final solution” to my existence. Above all, I live in freedom of any answer or solution that says I am needy of being in dependence on the here of others, which includes not being in dependence on their perceived need to depend on me. 


When I am fully independent here I honor all interdependency. When I am in dependence here, I compromise my interdependency with “final solutions.” The self that I am given to be here as is a forever-unfinished product, an unending work in progress.


The work is lifekind’s gift to me. The progress is my gift to lifekind in return.


The You ‘n’ I Verse in a Nutshell

Don't ask yourself what the world needs; ask yourself what makes you come alive. And then go and do that. Because what the world needs is people who have come alive. -Harold Whitman

We who lived in concentration camps can remember the men who walked through the huts comforting others, giving away their last piece of bread.  They may have been few in number, but they offer sufficient proof that everything may be taken from a man but one thing:  the last of the human freedoms – to choose one's attitude in any given set of circumstances, to choose one's own way.  -Viktor E. Frankl

It's not how others respond to us that matters, it's how we respond to ourselves. Others just reflect what we're doing to ourselves, and for that we should be grateful.  -Roland Jarka 

To the extent that people actually matter to one another, they cease to be co-bonded by a mutual need to matter. They instead matter to one by natural inclination, without feeling any neediness to do so.


I feel no necessity of mattering to others so long as I wholly matter to myself here, because thus uncompromisingly mattering to myself necessarily includes, in and of itself, my uncompromisingly and wholly mattering to others as well.


Like every other experience, mattering to self and others is also an inside job.


Whenever I feel insignificant


I remember that I am energy mattering.


Just how much do I matter?


Since energy can neither be created nor destroyed,


my energy is essential to the universal whole


And what choice do I have in this matter? 


Should I decide to matter only partially,


the universe would still be no less whole.


Yet only when and as I decide to matter wholly


is the universe I  fill fully filled.


Whenever another’s wholeness is enhanced by something that I do, such fulfillment proceeds as a by-product of wholly – and thus uncompromisingly - mattering to myself as a whole being that is wholly here.


