It is always hard to get to the bottom of things with words. –Etty Hillesum

Who and How I Am Is My Own Default

One discovers that destiny can be directed, that one does not need to remain in bondage to the first wax imprint made on childhood sensibilities. One need not be branded by the first pattern. Once the deforming mirror is smashed, there is a possibility of wholeness; there is a possibility of joy. - Anaïs Nin

It is commonly known among developmental psychologists that we are all born with inherited “default settings,” some of which we have in common and some of which are uniquely our own. For instance, Mozart had an inherited default setting for making music, without which he would not have been composing symphonies at age four. 

Many of our intrinsic default settings are not automatically set in motion in and of themselves, because they represent inherited potentials rather than pre-scripted programs. For instance, had Leopold Mozart departed from the scene immediately after his child’s birth, and Wolfgang had instead been raised by a tone-deaf stepfather rather than by a man who was himself a composer, he would have been less musical – or, at least, quite differently so. Our environment nurtures what our heredity has endowed, and different environments call forth comparably different expressions of hereditary endowment. This relationship also holds true for changes of environment, which are the genesis of that to which Pascal testified in saying that “there is no man who differs more from another than he does from himself at another time.” Sooner or later, all that composes eventually decomposes.

For example, I was three years old when I discovered that I had the ability to hear a song on the radio and reproduce its melody on a harmonica. Although it just so happens that my father was also a composer of symphonies, shortly after I was born his relationship with my mother decomposed, and I thus missed the exposure that might have led to a musical career. (I’ll never really know, of course, but I am aware that only as an adult that I began to compose my own melodies, whereas in my father’s presence I might have been prompted to do so at age three.) 

In the absence of my father’s presence, reinforcement of my default setting for musical aspiration was free-channeled via the airwaves of broadcast radio rather than imbibed from my local surroundings. My musical models were the stars of the National Barn Dance and Grand Old Opry, the imprint of whose notations on my sensibilities was further reinforced by my regular tuning in to the country music broadcasts of Cincinnati DJ Wayne Raney and a plethora of similar DJ’s who broadcast from Del Rio, Texas. By the time I was five years old I had discovered virtually every free-channel radio station that nationally broadcast country music (as I would later do likewise with the free-channelling that broadcast northward and westward the precursors to rock-and-roll). 

My immediate environment (Mt. Morris, Illinois, c. 1940) provided no early reinforcement of my musical proclivities, other than the passive support of my grandmother, who took care of me during the day while my mother worked as a secretary. Almost daily I would run to my grandmother in tears evoked by some sad song – being especially vulnerable to the wistful laments associated with saddened or departed “blue eyes” that were common in those days – and she would hold me in her lap and comfort me in forgiving wonderment, “Why in tarnation do you listen to such sad stuff?” 

Thanks to my grandmother, I today can gladly second Thornton Wilder’s remark, “There is great comfort in knowing that those who love you love enough to take the responsibility for marking out the permissible.” I am especially grateful that so many of the boundaries of permissibility marked out for me by my grandmother in early childhood were as soft and yielding as was her embrace. 

I eventually came to appreciate going for Baroque as well as for brokenness, and today I can laugh and cry in the presence of either, depending upon their movement of and/or with me in the moment. I owe such flexibility of experiential dominion to the fact that I have also gone for the self-forgivingness whose taste discerns contrasts without judgment. Such tastiness is the most direct route I have found for returning through the deforming looking glass of environmental distortion to the endowed possibilities of wholeness and joy whose potentials are among the default settings with which I was born.

My Propensity for Giving Is at Hand

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

-Hugh Romney (a.k.a. "Wavy Gravy")
Taken all in all, my favorite endowed default setting is the one that empowers me to be a beneficial presence, an empowerment to which every newborn baby testifies. Each of us begins life as a beneficial presence born for giving, with the evidence of our beneficent endowment quite literally though self-unknowingly in hand. For example, during the first few weeks of my life, no matter who put his/her finger in my hand – regardless of the person’s color, race, creed, gender, ethnic origin, size, appearance – I gently enfolded it with my own fingers. I didn't grab or seize the offered finger, nor did I clutch, cling or otherwise hold on to it. Instead of making a possession of it, I gently and unconditionally enfolded every finger that came to rest in my hand, for however long my acceptance was invited, and I just as unconditionally allowed its passage at the instant of its removal. I enfolded the presence of all persons, without ever for a moment holding on, and allowed them harmless passage without prejudice, distinction or other imposition.

Each of us, in our beginning, likewise accommodated the presence of all others, without imposing ourselves on any, with an endowed disposition that is pre-natal. As Gregg Braden recounts the experience of a father who had to literally bring forth his child’s impeded birth: xxx
This initial and universal gesture of enfolding and allowing is the primal human handshake, known to all of us at birth and, for a brief season, offered by each of us to every other one of us. Irrespective of our own race, color, gender, ethnic origin, etc., we begin our lives as whole-sum beings willing to shake hands with all other embodiments of such being, no matter what may be their present form or condition, enfolding them "as is" and unconditionally allowing harmless passage to them all. 

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

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

Regardless of our profanations, we may yet again resound our original beneficent ordination. Our descent into inauthenticity is self-forgivably redeemable. As affirmed by Anaϊs Nin, the possibilities of wholeness and joy are forever with us, for they are among the endowed qualities of our ground state of being.

Fortunately, the profanation of my childhood sensibilities in “the deforming mirror” of my adulter-ation may be remedied with far less force than the word “smashing” suggests. I can forgive my way back to the endowed authenticity of my whole-self’s way of being, without ego-bashing the masquerading role-selves that I have so insidiously acquired. 

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

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

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

A Wakening from the Cultural Trance

It’s hard to come up with a final draft when I’m constantly rethinking everything I know.

Among the default settings that all human beings have in common is the default setting of forgivingness. 

One day a student asked me, “What does Noel McInnis think?”

This account is ultimately informed far more by my re-searching of the output of my own psyche’s experience, than by the output of other’s psyches. From the perspective of my own perceptivity’s point of view, others’ psyches present only points for me to view.

I have no new wisdom to offer in this report, only a unique way of perceiving and expressing the shared human wisdom of the ages. The wisdom that has preceded my own experience of it is distilled in the quotations that introduce each segment of my report.

Its purpose is rather to address – without answering – the most important of those questions that it raises.

If this report raises more questions than it answers, it will have accomplished its purpose – though only to the degree that the questions are refresh-full in their intent.  [My intention is to raise questions rather provide answers, for though my report responds to much, it answer little if anything. The expectancy that underlies my intention is that the questions raised with be refresh-full rather than dismissive.

In the study of any subject, it is always helpful to define the terms that relate to the subject of one's study. And when one is studying a process, it is most helpful to have an OPERATIONAL definition of said terms. 

I am therefore moved to share with you, not THE operational definitions of forgiveness and unforgiveness (as if their processes are set in stone), rather the definitions from which I myself perceive and procede in light of the psycho-dynamics of my own experience, as these dynamics are illuminated by my study of the process of being a forgiving person.

Please understand that I am not sharing these definitions in the spirit of telling you "this is it." I am sharing them instead in the spirit of mutally empowering us all to discern our respective come-froms. For instance, the more clearly I and others can see my own perceptual come-from, the more clearly all concerned can perceive how their respective experiences relate - or do not relate - to my own, and therefore discern why their perceptions may differ from my own. And the more these differences can be discerned and shared, the "smarter" all of us become than any of us.

So here is how I go about operationally (and in this case, psycho-dynamically) defining the process of forgiveness, preceeded by two quotations that are central to the psycho-dynamics of forgiveness.

I am forever exploring the more I know than I can say concerning any and all things that concern or otherwise interest me. The pages that follow are a report of my exploration of the more I know than I can say concerning self-forgiveness. 

What I have written herein is ultimately far more valuable for what it points to than for what it manages to say.

I have yet to experience a reality that I have not perceived. Nor do I know any reality that I have not experienced, though I may know something about it. The main body of this report is mostly what I know from my own experience. The parallel commentary includes more of what I know about in consequence of my life-long studies and observations.

As I register and assess my experience, tempered by the reported experience and perspectives of others.

[I]t is competition between biases that generally drives thought forward. -Raghuram G. Rajan & Luigi Zingales, Saving Capitalism from the Capitalists, p. x

A friend is someone who receives the dross of my gold while neither contaminating themselves therewith nor reciprocating with their own.

Before the gurgle:

Maybe [life’s] journey is not so much a journey ahead, or a journey into space, but a journey into presence. The farthest place on earth to journey is into the presence of the person nearest you. –Nelle Morton 
Only when one is connected to one’s own core is one connected to others. And for me, the core, the inner spring, can best be refound through solitude. –Anne Morrow Lindbergh
This is much less a self-help manual for others on how to forgive, than a self-help guide to my own experience of how to be forgiving.  

People are far more lacking of ways to know than they are of what to know. . . . “I know that.” Yet what I know is far less germane to my relationship thereto than is the way I know it. 

On documentation: although trained as an historian to document every fact I may conceivably one day cite in print, I have failed to keep track of when, by whom, and where all of the anecdotal and quoted statements in my report were initially uttered.

John Steinbeck’s mission as a writer was described by the compilers of his nonfiction as “to see the whole as clearly as possible and to see it with his heart as well as with his head.”

This report is a personal statement concerning a life that its author has intimately examined from a self-forgiving perspective, namely, the life that he is living.

I could never have developed my writing to its present acumen if I had only a typewriter to work with, because only with the advent of cyberspace was I able to so fully space out the style of exposition that was born within me in the mid-1960’s, upon realizing the next step beyond Marshall McLuhan’s proposition that “In the electric age we wear all mankind as our skin” – namely, that in the cyber age we think with all of humankind as our mind.

Just as it is impossible to make one change without having other changes occur as well, so it is with the representation of a “whole thing.” Adding a new concept leads to multiple revisions of one’s previous exposition, and revising a single sentence likewise often requires the alteration of previous or subsequent ones.

I encourage my readers to transcend their own conventional thinking by exposing them to unconventional prose. My intention in so doing is less to get them to assimilate what I think, than to evoke a re-assimilation of their own thought by challenging them to think in alternative categories.

Readers who like to think for themselves

All is well that blends well . . .

A report of

I have written numerous prefaces to this book, each of which has found its way into the main text.

By all of the standards that qualify a person as “religious,” I am not a religious person. Though I was raised nominally Christian, I am not exclusively so – and the exclusion of other religious expressions Exclusivity (i.e., excluding all other religious insight) is generally considered the absolute test of the “true” believer in the religion s/he has chosen or that has been chosen for him/her. (It was the prevalence of the latter syndrome that I once proposed as a title x x x x “Is Methodism a Hereditary Dis-ease?” and settled for the title that was accepted, “Is Methodism Hereditary?” (When told that asking for a whole loaf was often to receive a half, I asked for two loaves to get one.)

Having all the questions takes precedence to having all the answers. I don’t have, nor will I ever have, all the answers. Having all the questions is a more attainable objective.

Only as a critical mass of us chooses self-dominion may humankind's possibilities be realized. This report celebrates the emergence of this critical mass: Those who take charge of their own consequences.

My principle sources: 20th century science (physical, biological, cosmological, noetic, organizational), psychology (gestalt, depth, humanistic and transpersonal), metaphysical monism and feminist consciousness. 

I have evolved my philosophy of life from my own experience, rather than from my reading of philosophers (who seemed unintelligible to me until I had an understanding of my own life as a frame of reference for understanding them.) My delving into philosophy has been the aftermath of discerning my own. (EST)

NOTES ON STYLE

(Write I Am As I Think I Am)

My book is an implicately ordered gestalt, not an explicated series of thoughts – more like shifting perspectives on an animated hologram than a limiting set of fixed snapshots.

I don’t figure out ahead of time how I am going to say what I intend to say. I instead allow my intention to figure me out.

when I focus on the way of my self-being as the what’s so of it.

Explanations are invariably, at least to some extent, argumentative, and to the extent they are argumentative they tend to offensive in nature.  Explaining myself therefore tends to be an act of offense that evokes in other a comparably powerful defense.  The alternative to explaining myself is to present myself non-argumentatively.  

Ethical, elegant and economic.

Paul Harvey – 35 years to allow what I mean to say in this book to finally say itself through me.

retro-fitting my reconstituted wholeness of being to include the workable aspects of my role-self being

linearity is plagued with entropy, the only antidote being the synergy of non-linearity

So much for generalizations that I have woven from the threads of my experience. 

As a university-trained writer and historian, I was imbued with the formats of both journalistic and academic cognition (undergraduate and graduate school respectively). Fortunately, while retaining the benefits of both journalese and academese, I have managed to regain an innate tendency toward aesthetic cognition as well.

TIPS to READER

Anyone who gives this book its required due of focused, non-resistant attention will experience themselves becoming a more forgiving person.

This book is about expectancy of goodness as my inherent outlook on life, and the practice of remaining true to such expectancy. 

OUTLINE:

The “Introduction” is devoted to an exposition of my mode of exposition.

