Prologue: Being a Beneficial Presence

(The “Missing Link” Discovered)

An aboriginal elder was visited by his grandson, who was seething with rage against someone who had wronged him. 

“I’m quite familiar with the way you’re feeling,” the grandfather said. “It is as if an ongoing battle is taking place inside of me, a fight between two wolves. One wolf is filled with hateful, unforgiving feelings – anger, envy, sorrow, regret, greed, arrogance, self-pity, guilt, resentment, false pride, judgment, suspicion, blamefulness, and such. The other wolf knows only the goodness of forgiving feelings – joy, peace, love, hope, serenity, humility, kindness, benevolence, empathy, generosity, truth, trust, compassion, faith, and the like.”

The grandson thought about this for a moment, then asked, "Which wolf is winning?"

His grandfather replied, “Whichever one I feed."
The following report from my experience with self-forgivingness was reaching presumed completion in September, 2001, just prior to humankind’s 9/11 wake-up call, whose tragedy instilled in me a profound appreciation of its call for self-forgiving consciousness on a global scale. It has taken me two more years to assimilate this appreciation.

While watching the World Trade Center’s twin towers implode to naught but rubble, as likewise did the twin cities of Sodom and Gomorrah in Biblical times, I knew this was yet another defining moment for all who were affected – which this time is the entire human species. As there is both a potential Hitler and a potential Mother Teresa in every human being, we were all being called to make a choice: Which potential am I to feed? 

My own choice of which inner wolf to feed, my unforgiving or my forgiving one, takes place from moment to moment, never once and for all, as I am continually presented with new incentives to harbor unforgiving feelings. My minimal choice is to feed such feelings regularly, as an unforgiving person who only sometimes makes exceptions. Maximally, I may choose to be a forgiving person instead, and systematically discharge all such feelings as they arise, keeping my forgiveness caseload free of backlogs.

I am presently challenged, as never before, to be a forgiving person in a terrorized and non-forgiving world, where unforgivingness is treasured as a virtue of the strong while forgivingness is deemed to be a device of persons who are morally weak. The presumed moral virtue of unforgivingness is its intention that those who wrong me be made to suffer at least equal if not greater harm as their due justice. Accordingly, how I know when someone is forgiven by me is that s/he presently has harmless passage in my mind.
I grieve for all persons who are of a mind to inflict harm on their personal and national adversaries, a state of mind that presently unites the states of America as well. I grieve because a country thus united must eventually come untied. I grieve for what America is presently becoming by squandering its potential to be a global beacon of eminent promise by instead becoming exemplary of imminent demise. As some folks these days are beginning to recognize, inflicting harm on others, no matter what the reason, is the moral equivalent of what General Douglas McArthur called a “no-win” policy.
Unforgivingness is the mother of all no-win behaviors and courses of action, a moral self-implosion to naught but rubble. Nonetheless, many consider it evil to be forgiving of those who have done wrong. Others consider forgiveness of wrongdoers to be unfeasible and unreasonable if such persons are to be held accountable for the wrong they’ve done. Yet wrong-doing, evil, unfeasibility, and unreason most abound wherever and whenever unforgiving sentiments prevail. How can it be otherwise when all concerned are mutually committed to inflicting ever greater harm on each other in the name of justice?

Forgivingness and due justice may go grandly hand in hand, while unforgivingness savors only cruel and unusual punishments. The time is thus likewise at hand for all persons to honor the only positive purpose global terrorism may serve: calling us to choose mindfully the what and how of who we most truly are. 

In response to our global 9/11 call, I soon thereafter chose to redefine the what and how of my own inner being as follows:
· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a further extension of humankind’s inhumanities to other human kindred. 

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a reactionary impulse that creates me in the image of those whose own impulses I outwardly discredit. 

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

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than an agent of those whose purpose is to shape, direct, instruct or otherwise conform me to their own purposes.
· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a mere defender of the things that I possess, of the thoughts that I profess, and of the feelings that I express. 

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than an expression 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. 

This self-definition befits me as an ongoing aspiration, rather than as a fully accomplished fact, since I still too often choose to exemplify the unforgiving what’s and how’s that I know myself to be more than. My truest witness prevails only when I forgive and release myself from whatever obscures the generous truth to which my inmost being testifies: I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned.
Being Beneficial to My Own Presence

We have met the enemy, and it is us.

–Pogo
How may I best witness to my beneficial presence? By being beneficial to the one who is most immediately concerned. And how may I best benefit the owner of my concerns? By continuing to live in this very question, rather than live according to any final form of answer to my concerns.

Living in a question begs its corresponding answer. Today’s escalating global violence is the corresponding answer to two unforgiving questions that are presently being lived in humankind’s collective consciousness: “How may I get even?” and (in execution of getting even) “How may I do harm to my adversary?” 

The antidote to all such violence is the choice to live in an alternative question, “How may I be even?” The temperament of even-mindedness has long been recognized as the golden means to both individual and collective peace of mind, in the absence of which I can experience little if any peace in my outer world. As Greece’s first famed philosopher, Heraclitus, observed, “To be even-minded is the greatest virtue. Wisdom is to speak the truth and act in keeping with its nature.”

Even-mindedness is the prevailing temperament that graces all persons who enjoy harmless passage in their own minds. Prerequisite, therefore, to living in the question of “How may I be even?” is my willingness to live in a prior question as well, namely, the question of self-forgivingness: How may I forgive myself for my lack of harmless passage in my own mind?

Self-forgivingness is a question – not an answer – in which I have been living for the past four decades, ever since Walt Kelly’s telling pronouncement (via a possum named “Pogo” in the comic strip likewise named) that enmity is an inside job. The moment I adopt forgivingness of self and others as a complete and final answer, rather than as an open question, I enslave myself to some limited form of its expression. 

When the ongoing question of forgivingness is formally forgotten, my expression of forgivingness begins to rotten, because final answers are among the fuels that feed both inward and outward enmity. Final answers invariably become isms, and as they become ismatic they become schismatic. Accordingly, the conclusive answer to the question, “How may I get even?” is the self-defeating paranoid schizophrenia that attends every ultimate solution. All finality of solution does violence to others as a projection of the violator’s own self-loathing unevenness of mind. Accordingly, I need not seek to know for whom my unforgivingness tolls – it takes its ultimate toll on me.

I cannot live in a world that is forgiving of me, until the world has been forgiven by me. It is therefore on behalf of humankind’s recovery from its present commitment to relentless unforgivingness of one another that I here proclaim my discovery of the long-sought evolutionary missing link between the apes and so-called “civilized” man:
I have met the missing link, and it is me.
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INTRODUCTION

A Self-Discourse on Method

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

He that cannot forgive others 

breaks the bridge over which he himself must pass, 
for every man has need to be forgiven. 
-George Herbert 
Talk to yourself, not to the world. 

There is no one to talk to but yourself for all experience takes place within. 

Conditions are the reflections of our meditations and nothing else. 

-Ernest Holmes 
The prerequisite of all forgivingness is blameless self-talk. My resentful nurturing of unforgivingness is a harmful transgression against myself, being far more intimately related to my own self-transgression than it is to the transgressions of those who, in my feeling that they have offended me, I therefore choose to blamefully condemn. 

My blamefulness is self-transgressive because its ill will resides entirely within me, where it subtracts from my well-being far more than it impacts those at whom its harmful intent is aimed. Blame has been likened to a hot coal that I pick up to hurl at another yet continue to hold onto. 

Unforgivingness is a life-threatening dis-ease that tends to be far more dangerous to the lives of those who are unforgiving than to the lives of those who are unforgiven. Such is the generic wisdom underlying Jesus’ well-known commentary on judgment: “Be ye not against another, lest ye be against yourself.” And such is the wisdom in Eric Butterworth’s accreditation: "[T]he adversary is not the person or situation that stands before you, but your reaction to or feeling about it." And such, finally, is the means by which the rendering of justice for our every act is done, as when my unforgivingness takes its toll on me. The common name for this prime re-directive is “karma.”
While forgivingness burns my bridges of past blamefulness behind me, unforgiving ness burns the bridges of present and future well-being that lie before me. Unforgivingness is productive of nothing other than more of the same, as I undo unto others what I perceive them having undone to me.

Accordingly, there is no genuine forgivingness, either of or from me, until I release myself from the thrall of self-institutionalized fault-finding. Others can have no harmless or just passage in my mind until I first create such passage for myself. Only with a blameless mind am I free to hold all persons (myself included) justly responsible for and accountable to the consequences of their being, having, and doing. 

What is written in this report, therefore, is not merely about forgiveness, as a result. It is written from forgivingness, the procedure that gives rise to this result. Forgiveness as an effect shows up in action only insofar as forgivingness causally proceeds from an actor. Accordingly, my forgiveness announces itself only as my forgivingness is its verb. In honor of this realization, I write herein from four decades of ongrowing experience with a contemplative forgiving procedure that heals those inward parts of me that have a tendency to disturb. This procedure moves me beyond thinking of and about forgiveness as a concept, to thinking with and from forgivingness as a living energy. It is thus that I herein report from what I report about: my experience of cultivating forgiving personhood, which grants harmless passage in my mind to all beings and things concerned, thereby empowering me to deal justly with myself, other people, and troubling circumstances. 

Such is the method to my seeming madness of releasing the conventional madness that treasures unforgiving thoughts and sentiments by damning resentfulness toward self and others behind walls of unrelenting blame. As I more deeply think and come from forgivingness, which is utterly unknowing of blame, I find that there is ever less to be forgiven. It is to this end that the ongoing contemplative purging of blameful perceptions from my mind has become my permanent top priority. The mindset of forgivingness is effectively maintained only as I continually re-mind myself of and with its practice. All forgivingness is by way of self-forgivingness.

My method of making over my blamefully resenting perceptions is to detoxify my inner self-talk, so that my discourse with others may be accordingly decontaminated. Blameless discourse with self and others is so integral to my message that, when all has been said and done, blameless discourse is my message. Only as a genuine medium of forgivingness may I thereby be its effective messenger.

The intent of all that follows is to share a perspective that comes from forgivingness as it secondarily reports about forgiveness, a perspective that is grounded in my experiential knowing of forgivingness as well as in what I have noticed about it’s nature. The ultimate point of this report, therefore, is not forgiveness pointed at. Its point is rather the forgivingness that I am pointing from and how I forgivingly make my point.

My method is purged of another form of madness that plagues the conventional formula for thought transmission, which progresses by way of regression with the pedagogy of “Tell ‘em what you’re gonna tell ‘em, then tell ‘em, and then tell ‘em what you told ‘em.” I refrain from steering my readers’ attention to my point by means of this triple-whammy reiterative show-and-tell technique, which someone has called the longhorn steer of mental insemination: a point here and a point there (!…!), with a lot of bull in between. 

The institutional extension of this pedagogical formula is known as “schooling.” To many of those thus schooled-ed, it is also known as “borrrrring!” – an accurate assessment of instruction that relies on drills designed to bore data into psyches detained in unsalutary confinement for that purpose. Though one educator has said (over a century ago) that students are lamps to be lighted rather than vessels to be filled, and another (ditto) said that the most effective teachers are those who inspire their students to perceive them not as models rather as rivals, as yet very few instructors have thus far heard of this. Is it any wonder, therefore, that schooling is no doorway to the lighting of my fire?
On behalf of lighting lamps instead of merely adding oil and trimming wicks of ignorance, I have forsaken the conventional formula for the pooring of ideas into others’ minds. In the procedure of thinking with forgiving thoughts as my basis for thinking about them, I tell you how as well as what I am telling you, immediately after which I enrich that telling with even more. After that I direct you to my telling of still more on an interactive website where, with your own lamps now lighted, you can rival me in telling a thing or two, and also engage in discourse with one another. 

I replicate (a.k.a. “drill in”) only those thoughts I most desire to bare, repeating. Otherwise, though my report (like the universe-at-large) is replete with redundancy, my reiteration progresses in successive reformulations rather than via repetitive regression. My progression is telling of much more than the standard practice of over-and-over-and-overing again the same mold mental circuits.

As an extra bonus, such progression is also far less likely to replicate a bum steer. 

In support of my reportorial strategy, each segment of the first part of this report is complemented with additional perspectives that begin on p. xxx, each of which is concluded with a link to yet further insights at the book’s ongrowing website, www.forgivingmyself.com.

And so I shall now launch into my report by telling you the manner in which you are already being told some of what you’ve yet to hear your own psyche telling yourself.
Reporting from My Inner Experience
I am keenly aware of what Plato pointed out in ancient times: the best anyone can hope to do is remind you of what you already know. My best hope, then, is not for a journey of discovery, but for one of remembrance. -George Leonard
In reality, every reader is, while he is reading, the reader of his own self. The writer’s work is merely a kind of optical instrument which he offers to the reader to enable him to discern what, without this book, he would perhaps never have experienced in himself. And the recognition by the reader in his own self of what the book says is the proof of its veracity. -Marcel Proust
What Marcel Proust observed about reading, I experience to be so with listening as well. In reality every listener is, while outwardly attending to others, primarily monitoring his or her own inner self-talk for either validation or verification of what s/he is hearing, often to the extent of thereby failing to hear what is actually being said. We tend mostly, in other words, to hear the sound of our own mental wheels spinning endlessly around 

I first became consciously aware of the rounds conducted by my own interior consulting firm only as I began to observe my self’s enthrallment with its inner conversation, and noticed how every word I speak, read, or hear is spoken, read and heard from the perspective of my own ongoing self-referential internal discourse. I have conclusively verified that, while speaking, reading, and listening, I do indeed speak, read, and listen primarily to myself. I do so because there is no other here-ing that provides me with a permanent point of reference. No matter where I may go, here I am, seeing the world not as it is, rather seeing it as I am. I am first of all the projector of my experience, and only secondarily its screen.

It is likewise, I have discovered, with other folks as well – to the point that many of us speak, read, and listen almost exclusively to our own in-here-ent discourse. This is how so many lives become like that of the teacher who, when passed over for a merit raise, indignantly confronted his principal with the fact that “I’ve had 20 years of experience, as you know!” To which the principal replied, “No, you’ve had one year of experience repeated 20 times, as you quite obviously don’t know.”

Redundancy of experience, as Marcel Proust observed in the statement cited above, is omnipersonal as well as intrapersonal in its commonality. Were this not the case there could be no mutual understanding, which is based on recognizing the resonance of one’s own experience with that of others. It is only our varied perspectives and outlooks on the content of our experience that lend themselves to infinite variation. The inward context of all who are looking outward is founded upon an ultimately common ground, whose congruence reflects a quality of cosmic order overall.

The universally congruent inner dynamics of cosmic design that underlies my experience and all that I do experience have only in the past few decades become fathomable by science, via the development of so-called “fractal” mathematics. Fractal calculations reveal a pattern of redundancy that exists throughout the universe, a recursive “self-similarity” of design that repeats itself within every level of the universe’s structure, from its farthest-away super-galactic clusters to its most immediate sub-particle foundation. This recursive inward patterning is evidenced outwardly in such homely objects as broccoli and cauliflower, whose respective design patterns are repeated within all their parts, from head to stalk to leaf and ultimately to their molecular configuration. Similarities of underlying “grain” are likewise evident in leaf, bark, branch, trunk, root, and molecular structure of each species of tree. At an even deeper level of universal commonality, there are omnipresent recursions of pattern that, although they are termed “chaotic,” nonetheless give rise to all locally individualized, non-chaotic variations of their theme, as a cosmic analog of what in corporate management is called an “interlocking directorate” of multiple entities.

When Albert Einstein was asked, “What do we know for sure?” he replied, “Something is moving.” He wasn’t quite sure what that something is, but whatever it might be he suspected that there is only one of it and that this something was responsible for the movement of everything. Hence his endeavors – and those of many others since – to formulate “a theory of everything” (T.O.E.) that would make this “something” knowable though probably never fully known. (The perennial Theory of Everything that is commonly called “God” has stubbed its own toe so often that scientists put no rational faith in it – which, however, does not preclude many of them from thus investing their non-rational faith.)

The quest for a theory of everything is an eminently reasonable pursuit, given that the cosmos overall is as similarly ordered anywhere as it is grandly ordered everywhere. Its universal (a.k.a. “non-local”) patterns are recursive within all of its local patternings as well. The systemic similarities of order that establish and maintain consistency throughout the universe’s design have been acknowledged for several millennia, in accordance with the metaphysical “law of correspondence”: as above, so below, as within, so without. Accordingly, for all practical corresponding purposes our emerging understanding of the fractal recurrence (and re-occurrence) of similarly patterned universal design may be a mathematical revelation of the workings of this law. 

The omni-recursive cosmic ordering now being fractally revealed is one of circulation based on circularity, which is why whatever comes around forever tends correspondingly to go around. And when these recursive dynamics become aware of themselves, as they do in persons who become mindful of their own awareness, they may be consciously altered via the forgivingness of unworkable patterns of thought, feeling, and action is called for.

It was a half century prior to the development of fractal mathematics that Proust fathomed the recursive nature of human consciousness by recalling to present remembrance its undertow in his past experience, and who did so in a way that empowered others who contemplated his re-membering of his own past to likewise re-search comparable dynamics of their own psyches. Whether his most famous work is entitled “In Search of Lost Time” (as in the original French), or “The Remembrance of Things Past” (is in its English edition), Proust’s representation in current recall of experiential recursions buried in his subconscious memory can to this day awaken mindful readers to self-similar patterns in their own experience. In proof of Plato’s theory of re-mindful mutual empowerment, Proust’s remembrance has helped others fathom within themselves the recursive echoes of what he thereby revealed of himself. And so it is in this report that, in my own way, I have endeavored to go and duly likewise.

The genius of universal fractality is that no two reiterations of the cosmos’ redundant patterning are exactly identical. The lack of genius in local mentality is its tendency to identically replicate the pattern of yesterday’s responses in the face of today’s experience. Unless I am duly mindful, therefore, my self-talk tends to be repetitively redundant rather than – as things are elsewhere throughout the cosmos – regeneratively reformulated. It is thus that I so often reproduce yesterday’s experience, rather than tomorrow’s alternative future.

How I Mean Determines What I Mean

The real voyage of discovery consists

not in seeking new landscapes

but in having new eyes.

–Marcel Proust
Proust was also aware of our ability to mindfully reprogram the dynamics of perceptual (and therefore behavioral) recursion, via what I like to call a “perceptual makeover” – making over my inner perspective rather than my outer world, which then tends on its own to mirror my altered inner perspective accordingly. The current scientific perspective on this perceptual dynamic is reviewed in a book entitled The Looking-Glass Universe (bibliography, p. xxx).
It is with my own recursive, looking-glass-like, perceptual dynamic in mind that I am primarily intent on coming from my existential experience while only secondarily pointing to its endless variety of how’s, what’s, when’s, why’s, who-else’s and wherefores. In both my spoken and written words, I endeavor to come from the place within where, when I am herein mindfully grounded and others become likewise resonantly so within themselves, we co-resonate from a mutual grounding of our being. Only thus may I empower others to go beyond mere noticing of what I say in my own way, in order to hear it being said in their own way as well.

The place of our mutual grounding is the place where our inner self-talkathon occurs, our respective interior consulting firms in whose interlocking directorate the resonant recursions of selfhood-at-large converge with the inner recursions of our unique individualities. My initial awareness of this domain of self-referential recursion – the “deep space” of my self-talk – has emerged only gradually, as a consequence of adopting a communication strategy whose intent is to minimize others’ resistance to what I say so that either or both of us may hear something that neither of us has heard being said before.

I have all my life favored non-resistant discourse (a.k.a. “dialogue”), even though almost everyone else prefers to engage in contentious argumentation. Four decades ago, in honor of my preference for avoiding contentious argument, I began relating to others from my inner experience – from the inner locus of my experience (a.k.a. the “where”) that I am coming from – as I report the story of its outward details: “first he/she/they said/did, then I said/did, then he/she/they said/did, then I said/did . . .” and on and on and on, anon. Rather than discourse about the facts of my outward experience, thus reducing my perspective to a table of contents, I choose instead to discourse from the inward context of my experience, i.e., from that which gives shape to the facts that make up my experiential content. While ordinary self-disclosure tends to be little more than a confession of what I have said and done, from-inner-self disclosure reveals how my sayings and doings have come to be what and as they are. Awareness of this distinction leads to a profound understanding: how I perceive things to be determines what I perceive them to be.    

So long as I communicate only the facts of my outward experience, my listeners/readers are provided with little or nothing more than a story about the content of my life, a narrative that provides few if any clues to what gives my story the structure that in-forms the ingredients of my experience. In the meantime, the information most worth knowing by anyone who would understand me, myself included, goes unnoticed, i.e., the information that reveals the way I go about putting my experience in formation. To the extent that this procedure goes unrecognized, I am unable to see how the exterior design of my life reflects the interior design of my thoughts, which is otherwise known as my “mindset.”

I use the term “procedure” rather than “process” where perception is concerned, in recognition that perceiving is an operation that I perform on my experience rather than something that “just happens.” My experience is actively determined by the way I encounter the content of my life, rather than passively determined by that content in and of itself. It is how and as I shape the content of my life that the content of my life in turn shapes me. How I mindset the shape of my life is far more telling than any report of merely the story and content (often the conned tent) of the shape thus formed. The nature of my shape-giving encounter with life – and hence of the medium that forms my message – is eminently more germane to my experience than either its contents or (as most story-of-my-life recitals tend to render) its discontents. As a mindful shape-giver to my experience, I may also be a mindful shape-shifter thereof as well. My name for the inner shamanic wielder of such authority is “The Wizard of Is.”

The Nature of From-Inner-Self Disclosure

Attention is the coin of the realm.

Whatever it is that you "pay" your attention to, you've bought.

–David Gordon
Given my chronic disinclination to engage in disputation, the practice of from-inner-self disclosure seemed at first to be a very scary venture. Such transparency implies exposing myself to criticism of my way of being, not only of what is being said. I nonetheless discerned some forty years ago that from-inner-self disclosure has a tendency to forestall counter-productive antagonism whose intent is to scarify rather than clarify my thinking. By adopting the practice of from-inner-self disclosure as my preferred mode of communication, I have mostly averted such argumentation ever since. My success in doing so, as with doctors who practice medicine and attorneys who practice law, requires my commitment to full-time perpetuation of this practice.

When I outwardly convey my inward experience, rather than merely disclose its contents – i.e., the story of my from-out-there inputs and from-in-here outputs – others are unlikely to take issue with me. They are disinclined to disputation because their denial of what I am thereby disclosing would be tantamount to calling me an outright liar, for they would thereby be asserting that the inner experience from which I am speaking did not actually take place. 

I have discerned, in other words, that from-inner-self disclosure is a secure fortress against antagonistic criticism, whose prospect previously tended to keep me from revealing myself. Its security lies in the fact that my lived experience occurs in a place that is beyond the bounds of any one else’s direct discernment. However transparently I may witness to my innermost experience, its opacity to others remains uncompromised. Since no one ever has had, is having, or ever will have my experience, no one else is positioned to be a better judge or executor of that experience than am I. There is nothing else on which I have the potential to be more expert than the matters of my own experience. Accordingly, my being has no fortress more secure than its mindfully realized individuality.

Only after practicing for many years my strategy of from-inner-self disclosure did I discover that discoursing from my inner experience, in addition to minimizing resistance to what I am saying, also tends to evoke in others a greater awareness of their own inward goings on, á la the dynamic observed by Marcel Proust. Listeners tend to audit my from-inner-self disclosure in consultation with their own interior consulting firm, just as I do while listening to them. And in so doing they likewise tune in to their own from-inner-self disclosure. Such is the “deep ecology” of shared human experience.

The more I give myself a mindful inner hearing from the perspective of my unique inner here-ing, the greater is my realization that not just some but all of my experience takes place within me. None of my experience takes place elsewhere, out there along with what I am experiencing. My experience forever takes place inherently within me. It exists only and always in-here-ently, and never occurs out-there-ently. Thus nothing happens either for or to me until I encounter it in my experience, nor can it occur to me otherwise than the way I experience it. Whatever I have yet to directly experience I at most can know only as an indirect, incomplete, and impersonal abstract notion thereof. And even my abstract knowing is utterly conditioned by my experience of that knowing, because it is my inward way of making up my experience that determines the form my outward knowing takes. 

It is thus that I self-referentially lay the bedrock of my individual sovereignty, the foundational medium of my self-dominion within the grand dominion of recursive cosmic order. And insofar as I am mindful of the nature of dominion overall (what the Biblical book of Genesis calls “having dominion”) I may live in forgiving harmony with that overall.  As a consequence of my self-dominion, the more I am in touch with the innermost foundation of my experience, the more attentive I become of the relationship between my individual stream of consciousness and a realm of awareness that is far more vast, within which flows what James Joyce called, “The now, the here, through which all future plunges to the past.” This is because self-dominion activates my potential to be cause.

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

whose special magic leaves today's life undistracted

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

that cloud over my innermost intentions.

"Good old days,"

childish ways,

and other once-were's

are as absent from the Wizard's view

as are apprehensions about tomorrow. Instead

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

the time and place from which my being forever self-emanates.

If I would fathom the secret of overflowing from such instants

I must consult the Wizard of Is.

Fortunately, this Wizard inhabits my own domain,

within the being who bears my name.

The potential to be cause is widely recognized by young children, who are so naturally knowing of it that they unknowingly affirm it in response to every inquiry of their behavior. To each “Why did you do that?” they have the most obvious answer: “Be cause.” It is such inward wizardry that, no matter by what or in whose name remains just as complete. Only as I pay attention to my own inward wizardry by forgiving all that tends to be unlike it, may its attention be bought to bare in my affairs.
The Sound of One Life Happening

Experience is not what happens to a man;

it is what a man does with what happens to him.

–Aldous Huxley
My self-revelation’s tendency to spark self-revelation in others first clearly evidenced itself to me when I was invited to address a university philosophy class. It was also upon this occasion that for the first time, after more than a decade of practicing my antagonism-averting communication strategy, I managed to evoke an outburst from someone whose corresponding experience of self-revelation was discomforting.

The invitation was issued by a professor who was intrigued with what he deemed to be my “unusual” philosophy of life, a discernment he made during my presentation to a faculty group as a visiting consultant on the dynamics of student learning. By this time (October, 1977) I had been practicing my strategy of relating from my experience for eleven years without yet recognizing its potential for impacting others’ procedures of inner self-revelation.

I felt warmly validated by the professor’s assessment of my outlook, for when I was a child my most sincere – albeit somewhat cheeky – answer to the question, “What do you want to be when you grow up?” was the single word, “unusual.” [I was seldom thus sincere, however, because being open about my aspiration to unusualness tended to put off whoever raised the question. In the estimate of most adults, unusual children are – at best – to be seen and not heard from, which is the procedure by which presumed “grown-ups” become adulterated.]

Prior to receiving the professor’s invitation, no one had so positively accredited my unusual-ity as did he by choosing to expose his entire class to it. Fortunately for my comfort level while discoursing with his students, it was only after the class was over that he confided his primary reason for asking me to address them, which was less for their sake than for his opportunity to discern just what it was about my philosophy of life that impressed him as “unique.” He ultimately determined, as he subsequently told me, that it was the way I represent myself that intrigued him, rather than the content of my self-representation. 

Acute attention to this distinction is the hallmark of most 20th century philosophy, whether “modern” or “postmodern,” which focuses on the structure rather than content of verbal representation. Had I known initially that the professor’s primary objective was the discernment of my way of being via the character rather than content of my discourse – and thus a portal to the discernment of my own character as well – I would most likely have displayed a nervous self-consciousness in the presence of his students, rather than the ease with which I engaged them.

As I acquainted his class with my experiential perspective on life, the professor sat near the back of the room to survey (I presumed) his students’ response to my disclosure. I noticed that he was becoming increasingly uneasy, eventually to the point of seeming to be quite irritated. Suspecting that his students’ rapt attention to me was igniting an ego flare, I anticipated the likelihood of an imminent philosophical rebuke. [This interpretation of his behavior is a classic example of the self-referential nature of my assessment of others’ presence, wherein I tend to perceive their response to me as an extension of myself, i.e., as if they were going about my busy-ness rather than their own internally directed affairs.]

Though I was correct in noting the egoistic origin of the professor’s increasing unease, I was in error about what was actually occasioning it in his from-inner-self experience. This error ignored a basic principle of all experience that I shall further address some paragraphs from now, namely, that internal discomfort is never primarily about the outer stimulus that occasions it.

The professor suddenly blurted out, “You are the most dangerous man I’ve ever met.”

On Being a Clear, Unpleasant Danger

Forgiveness is the act of admitting we are like other people.

-Christina Baldwin 

I was startled by the professor’s accusation, to say the least, for I had not expected his anticipated rebuke to be personal rather than philosophical. Yet I was at the same time so intrigued by his outburst – as well as prepared for it by my practice of non-resisting discourse – that I did not react defensively. I instead remained mindful that reactivity is the fuel of choice for heated disputation, as well as the igniting impetus of so much that is said and done that subsequently requires forgiveness. 

I was mindful as well that his criticism was protagonistic – and thus proactive – rather than antagonistic and reactive. No overtone of making me wrong accompanied his perception of endangerment, which came across as purely as a disinterested statement of fact. He had objectively confronted me with the subjective fact of his response to me. [My remaining thus mindful is sometimes sustained by a blame-proofing mantra that I repeat to myself in the back of my mind when I perceive that I am under attack: “Don’t take the universe personally, don’t take the universe personally, don’t . . . don’t . . .”]

I had also by this time learned from my experience with employing my communication strategy that accusations are most readily disarmed in response to a leading question that is grounded in my accuser’s own experience. So I asked the most obvious leading question: “In what way do I seem dangerous to you?” [I systematically endeavor to keep my discourse with others at the level of how things “seem” to be, rather than how they objectively “are.” For instance, had I asked “how am I dangerous to you?” I would in essence have accepted the proposition that I indeed am dangerous, at which point I would have lost my leverage on the maintenance of minimally resistant discourse.]

The professor’s response to my self-disarming question was a long confession, which described my communication strategy with greater clarity than I had ever articulated it for myself. 

You have rendered me both vulnerable and defenseless. As I sit here listening to your account of how you think and feel your way through life rather than what you do with it, speaking always in the first person and present tense, I am becoming painfully aware of some things about myself that until now I’ve successfully managed to avoid acknowledging. What’s worse, you have provided me with none of the usual distractions that enable such avoidance.  You make no generalizations about others to which I can react. Nor are your points framed in terms of ‘you’ or ‘we’ or ‘they,’ thus falsely presuming others’ experience to be identical with your own.  Nor do you open yourself to dispute by objectifying your experience as an ‘it’ that you presume the rest of us to have in common. 

I can’t deny that your own experience is what you say it is, short of accusing you of lying to yourself, for which I have no evidence. Therefore, by presenting yourself so transparently, you have rendered me naked to myself as well.

It was clear to me that (though inadvertently), like Br’er Rabbit I had led this foxy professor into a sticky emotional thicket. Recognizing also that the scratches thereby contracted in his psyche’s briar patch were the consequence of his own doing unto himself, I pointedly stuck to my thorny questioning of what he found to be so prickly: “So are you saying that I’m dangerous like Socrates was dangerous?”

“Far worse than that!” the professor exclaimed. “Socrates led his students to realizations that endangered established authority. You lead people to unwanted self-revelations, which makes you dangerous to everyone.”

When the class was over and we were alone, the professor confided the nature of the “some things” that had surfaced in his consciousness, and as he did so I was painfully awakened to similar “some things” that I likewise had been keeping subliminally under my raps. His from-inner-self disclosure presented me with the opportunity to expand my awareness of some theretofore hidden apprehensions of my own. Suffice it to say just now that both of our “some things” concerned failed relationships, an emotional thicket whose sticky wickets I address on other occasions in this report.

I also shared with the professor my contrary assessment of Socrates, whose philosophical tutelage to “know thyself” constitutes a clear and present danger to the tranquility of everyone concerned. It goes sufficiently far beyond the revelation that “the emperor has no clothes” to suggest that there is no emperor at all, nor is there any need for one. This danger is the foundation of the established culture’s apprehension (often in both senses of that term, as with Socrates) of those who are mindfully self-knowing. Such presence of mind invariably tends to call into question the rules of citizen conformity, which is why “the powers-that-be” (our officially appointed “grown-ups”) are ever ready to do battery upon outspoken persons by putting a choke-hold (if not a hemlock) on them.

It is on my experiential encounter with this professor, which was as personally philosophical as it was philosophically personal, that I also rest my case concerning the understanding that our encounter had brought to light: genuine self-revelation in whatever form, whether spoken, written, taught, or otherwise portrayed in word and image, provides others with an opportunity to more genuinely experience themselves.

Unveiling What the Shadow Knows

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

but by making the darkness conscious.

-Carl Jung

My incident with the philosophy professor reminded me of another ancient Greek idea-osopher, the skeptically enflamed curmudgeon, Diogenes, who sought persistently with lighted lantern in hand to meet an honest man, albeit with little expectation of succeeding and, as promised if he did, blowing out the lantern. I had been carrying the lamp of my communication strategy for over a decade before finding a person who was forthright enough to tell me honestly what it had illuminated in the darker recesses of his own psyche.

The professor’s confession occasioned my awakening to the potentially radical consequences, both for myself and others, of neutralizing the urge to adversarial disputation. I thereby run the risk of making conscious the darkness of all concerned. Yet only as my own darkness is brought mindfully to consciousness and then forgiven, can anyone else’s darkness be likewise forgiven by me.

Even though the disarmament of my own psyche-space is my permanent top priority, the experience of being truly seen and heard also portends my greatest trepidation in the wake of exercising this priority: the experience of thereby opening myself to others’ discernment of “some things” that I have as yet been unwilling to fully disclose to myself. The mutual thrust of this double-edged perceptual sword was acknowledged by the narrator and central actor in the movie, Sunshine, in his proclamation that “what we fear most is truly seeing others and being truly seen.” Far greater than my apprehension of prospective antagonistic criticism, I now realized, is my unease with the prospect of facing critical truth. The truth that sets me free is often truth that I would rather continue to avoid encountering.

I cannot see in another the reality of anything that is not likewise in me. What is most real in any circumstance is its mirroring of some reality of my own being. Accordingly, what I am most dreadful of discerning in others is what that discernment may reflect of me, even though I may have thus far successfully kept it to (or hidden it from) myself. Such apprehension makes Robert Burn’s vaunted gift of “seeing myself as others see me” an invitation to a formidably mixed blessing. 

This fearful psyche-logical mixture as bête noir has been cited as the primary reason why so many people who believe in the reality of psychic “powers” are nonetheless reluctant to develop them: they fear that these powers may function as a two-way street, thus exposing their secrets to others. Such aversion to making one’s darkness conscious is the principal reason why “Don’t ask, don’t tell” is so widely practiced, as an interpersonal caveat that guards the human psyche overall, even as it also generously populates the living rooms of all concerned with unacknowledged elephants in the middle thereof.

Checking Myself Out

Welcome, O life! I go to encounter for the millionth time the reality of experience. 

–James Joyce
My encounter with the philosophy professor exposed my communication strategy’s potential to reveal more than I wish to know about myself. What tends most to make such genuine self-encounter seem so scary is its tendency to illumine the nature of my experience as encounter. Experience and encounter are synonymous, even when avoidance of encounter is the basis of my experience as I thereby encounter its lack. To the extent that I am mindful of my experience, therefore, to that same extent I am aware that whether I am “to be or not to be” depends upon my choice of whether to actively engage in encounter or to endeavor its passive avoidance. “To be” is to mindfully encounter the ingredients of my life experience. “Not to be” is to mindlessly encounter my avoidance of life’s ingredients. In any event, whatever experience I do allow myself to have is shaped according to the quality of my encounter with my life’s circumstances.

The desire “to be” is the basis of my preference for protagonistic engagements rather than antagonistic ones. While protagonistic encounter is inherently forgiving, antagonistic encounter is fecund with fault-finding. Antagonism is a superficially reactive form of encounter whose ultimate intent is to forestall proactive engagement of the darkness that all antagonism represents. Whenever I am being unforgivingly antagonistic, I am choosing to stay in the shadow of my own darkness. 

To ignore that each experience is an encounter with what is so about myself, whether or not I am aware that such is the case, is an exercise in futility. Ignoring and otherwise avoiding this experiential fact of life does not dismiss the fact itself. If ever “the medium is the message,” so it is with the medium of my own experience. This is why, as Ralph Waldo Emerson observed, “What you are speaks so loud, I can’t hear what you say.” Mere words of light are insufficient to obscure any darkness to the contrary. The reason so many folks nonetheless succeed in getting by with what they say when it is in denial of their darkness is the consequence of others’ disinclination to look beyond citations (and endless re-citations) of little more than one another’s experiential table of contents.

All experiential encounter takes place at the intersection of my relationship with whoever and whatever impinges on me, and what it tends to make most evident to me is its only constant: my inexorable and inescapable presence at that intersection and (scarier yet) the full nature of my presence, thwarts and all. The ultimate outcome of my from-inner-self disclosure is its eventual to-inner-self disclosure, and not just to the inner selves of others. What is disclosed from self anywhere is potentially disclosable to selves everywhere, and from-inner-self disclosure tends to be illuminative of what the self thus disclosing may not desire to know about itself. Consequently, in my own experience of to-inner-self disclosure – and utterly to my surprise – I realized the truth of Albert Camus’ discovery that his deepest winter harbored an invincible summer. At the heart of my own darkness, I have come to realize, is my denial of my own goodness. In other words, my so-called “shadow” is nothing more than the distorted glimmerings and shimmerings of buried light. My darkness is merely a con job I have done on my beneficial presence.

It was during subsequent, extended, and ongoing contemplation of my encounter of and with the philosophy professor that I began my mindful awakening to the heart of my own darkness. I came to a deep realization of the extent to which all of my conversations are ultimately with myself, even when their subject matter is other selves, as well as the extent to which my blamefulness of self and others represents an unforgiving projection of my own inner darkness. All discernment by me, and every statement of opinion based on my discernment, issues forth from my discernment of and opinion about myself. No matter what I may think, my thinking is a recursive inner conversation with myself, a conversation that endlessly replays what I have mentally recorded, and which does so until I become sufficiently mindful of the recording to thereby empower myself to change it. I forever talk primarily to myself, and only secondarily to others. 

Similarly, all of my listening is primarily self-listening, all of my reading is primarily self-reading, all of my teaching is primarily self-teaching, and all of my imaging is primarily self-imaging. I am my own principal evidence of Alan Watts’ proclamation: “The thinker has no other form than his thoughts.” And until I become informed on how I inform myself, the medium of my experience – no matter how many years’ worth – endlessly continues to replay the same old messages. 

This realization is among the scariest of all my psyche-logical insights: that every one of my communications is first of all to myself, simply because all discernment is self-referential. The ultimate substance of every communication by and from me is its medium – my inner self exposed to those who have eyes to see and ears to hear through and beyond the content of its message. I am forever the central medium of whatever is growing on within me, and all discourse that proceeds from this center is reflective of the whole sum of my being, which includes the as yet unborn-into-the-light darkness of my being. However and wherever I choose to avoid acknowledging this truth it forever travels with me, awaiting its eventual from-inner-self disclosure to my own self-referential awareness become mindful of itself. 

To localize my favorite generalizations of such realization: 

· I can run, but I cannot hide;

· I can check out any time I want, but I can never leave.

Checkout Encounter

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
Since so much of what I have to tell concerns the “I” that is “We”, and is thus the common ground of all I-dentity, those who are ready to hear their own inner “Wizard of Is” will tend to do so as I genuinely discourse from mine. Those who are not at least somewhat tuned in to the deep ecology of shared perception will tend instead to be insensitive even to so-called “objective” discourse on the correspondence between experience and inner perspective. I am quite aware, therefore, that this report will reach only a selective audience – those who elect to similarly fathom the underlying reality of their own particular way of choosing to be or not to be.

It was in the context of my ongoing contemplation of the philosophy-class encounter that I first read Ernest Holmes’ pronouncement about the internal (because self-referential) nature of all discourse: “Talk to yourself, not to the world . . . for all experience takes place within.” Only then did I fully recognize the extent to which self-referential discourse is my operational modality, whether I am speaking, reading, listening, teaching, or imaging. I speak, read, and listen to my own speaking, reading, and listening, and I succeed in teaching others no more effectively than I succeed in teaching myself. Nor can I conceive an image that is not a reflection of my own self-imagination. It therefore follows that I am being most “real” when I am sufficiently conscious of this operational modality to keep its operations internally consistent. It is thus and only thus that I maintain my integrity. 

In reality, therefore, “reality” is itself always self-referentially defined to accord with the state of integrity (or of dis-integrity) that in-here’s my perceived and interpreted experience. Nothing that is real becomes real for me until it is realized (made real) in my own experience. And since this is the inherent nature of all experience, so it is as well with everyone else’s experience. Given this universal quality of experience in general, all of my discourse with others consists of our mutual eavesdropping on each other’s talking-to-ourselves. We eavesdrop thus in the prospect of better hearing our own understanding in its echoing by another, to thereby validate our own sensibilities of reality or to subject our own perceptions to a reality check. So long as validation rather than verification is my primary intent, I tend to remain oblivious to any revelations of inconsistency in my “real”-izations. I am impervious to any perception of inconsistency so long my perception fails to cache its reality check. It is thus that I am able to maintain myself in a state of dis-integrity.

I trust that it is by now quite clear to my readers that the method of my discourse in this report, as elsewhere, is to be mindful of the self-referential reality that informs it. My self is never absent from the equations of my discourse, and mindfulness of this reality consists of being operationally conscious of the ever-shifting, multi-leveled matrix of dynamic inter- and intrapersonal exchange that informs all awareness of self and others. It is in keeping with such mindfulness that, rather than write about my outward experience of self-forgivingness in assumption that I am telling its story “objectively,” I choose instead to write from my inward experience of becoming an ever-more self-forgiving person. 

By adapting my communication strategy to my literary style as well, writing primarily from the perspective of my inner experience and only secondarily from my perspective on outward facts, I likewise tend to evoke relatively little resistance to my self-representation. For example, the philosophy professor’s outburst relative to my perceived dangerousness was not an instance of resistance, it was a response to my neutralization of his own resistance to a discomforting truth. His pique show was an implosion of his own self-realization, rather than an explosion aimed at mine.

When I speak and write from my perception of what is existentially so for myself, rather than from what I presume to be so for everyone in general, I thereby invite my readers to be open to what I say. Since I refrain from inviting their accreditation of my experience, any argument it may engender may be based primarily on an internal disagreement of their own.

Re: Sourcefulness 
Others are best served when they are directed back to themselves for their answers.  All paths lead to God and each is a very personal and private matter. You stay in integrity with yourself and with others by facilitating the process for each to return to his/her Source, going within instead of without. -Bobbie Gonder
Ernest Holmes’ insight concerning self-talk not only deeply affirmed the communication strategy that has since become my literary strategy as well, it inspired me to take this strategy to a new level by evaluating every utterance (and thus outerance) by others as primarily its author’s own inner assessment of him/herself. I do this in full recognition that talking primarily to ourselves even as we talk to others tends to reveal a lot about ourselves, and especially how we evaluate ourselves. My penultimate employment of this insight is to evaluate all of my own statements as self-assessments, no matter to whom they are addressed or who and what their content is about. To the extent that I am willing to audit my from-inner-self disclosure as if it is likewise a disclosure of my inner self unto itself, I become less and less a stranger to my own being.

Though my own and others’ words are seldom a literal read-out of what we are actually telling ourselves, they are nonetheless deeply self-revealing to those who have learned to hear what people mean even when they are saying things to the contrary. Such Emersonian acuity of perception – discerning the loudness of one’s actual way of being that overrides all pronouncements to the contrary – is cultivated most when I am non-resistant to what I hear being said. The less I resist, the more likely it is that what I hear being said corresponds with what is actually being said (or what is actually meant in spite of what is being said). 

I took my communication strategy to yet another level of forgiving non-resistance as I came to understand that interpersonal distress is never primarily about the other person. As I assimilate this insight ever more thoroughly, I likewise more fully recognize (so long as I am being mindful, that is) that any distress of mine for which I blame another is a self-denying projection of some darkness of dissatisfaction with myself. As I have already noted, and will further note hereafter, internal discomfort is never primarily about the stimulus that occasions it.

The only remedy for outwardly projected self-dissatisfaction is a corresponding instance of cathartic self-forgivingness. Such catharsis is made possible only as I let go of wrong-making and finding fault. As I often re-mind myself:

Please do not believe me

if ever I should say that you've upset me.

Sometimes I forget the true source of my feelings.

You cannot make me sad,

impatient,

angry,

or otherwise dis-eased.

Only a hope or expectation of you on my part,

which you have not fulfilled,

can move me thus.

I am too human

to be without hopes and expectations,

and I am also much too human

to live always in the knowing

that my hopes and expectations

have no claim upon your being.
So if I say that you've upset me,

please forgive me for attempting

to disinherit my own self's creation of my pain.

And please do not ignore my deeper message:

I care enough about you to include you in my hopes and expectations.

Only to the extent that I am predisposed to becoming upset can another person be perceived as an upsetting factor. It is not, therefore, as Sartre proclaimed, that “hell is other people.” All such hell as there may be for me is my own hellacious reaction to other people, for which I must first forgive myself if I am thus secondarily to be released from my reactions’ hellish consequences. 

Only thus may I see, instead of infernality, the paradise of another’s beneficial presence, my awareness of which has been obscured by my blamefully reactive distortions of my own.

On Being No One Else’s “The Other Person”

Who I am – or the only who I am that I want anybody to know – is the who I am that we all are.
–William Hurt
That which I choose to see in others determines my experience of them. This what-you-see-is-what-you-get dynamic was the basis of G.I. Gurdjieff’s statement (made famous by Wayne Dyer), “You’ll see it when you believe it.” The dynamic of believing as seeing was also portrayed by Carl Sandburg in his epic poem, The People, Yes!:

Who was that early sodbuster in Kansas?  He leaned at the gatepost and studied the horizon and figured what corn might do next year and tried to calculate why God ever made the grasshopper and why two days of hot winds smother the life out of a stand of wheat and why there was such a spread between what he got for grain and the price quoted in Chicago and New York.  

Drove up a newcomer in a covered wagon: "What kind of folks live around here?" "Well, stranger, what kind of folks was there in the country you come from?" "Well, they was mostly a lowdown, lying, thieving, gossiping, back-biting lot of people." "Well, I guess, stranger, that's about the kind of folks you'll find around here." 

And the dusty gray stranger had just about blended into the dusty gray cottonwoods in a clump on the horizon when another newcomer drove up: "What kind of folks live around here?" "Well, stranger, what kind of folks was there in the country you come from?" "Well, they was mostly a decent, hard-working, law-abiding, friendly lot of people." "Well, I guess, stranger, that's about the kind of folks you'll find around here."

And the second wagon moved off and blended with the dusty gray cottonwoods on the horizon while the early sodbuster leaned at his gatepost and tried to figure out why two days of hot winds smother the life out of a nice stand of wheat.

It is only as I become self-forgiving of my own reactive tendencies that I take my communication strategy to its ultimate intrapersonal level: my recognition that when others are blamefully upset with me, their pique is likewise not about the other person that they are blaming for their dis-ease. 

Others’ distress is never primarily about me, it is rather about their felt response to me. I am merely the immediate occasion of their experience, not its immediate cause. This intrapersonal strategy of refusing to be another person’s other person is the quintessential to effective interpersonal exchange. Systematically refusing to import others’ finding of fault in me is the ultimate foundation for all genuine realization and effective practice of the blame-cathartic perceptual makeover that empowers self-forgivingness.

Clearing the Mine Field

The way I see things is the way that I also have and do them.

-All of us, all of the time
Things are not always seamed as I seem them to be.

-All of us, at least some of the time
In my cognizance of the self-referential nature of my own and others’ intrapersonal dynamics, I am able to discern when I am the effective (though not causal) occasion of others’ upset. I provide only the occasion, not the upset itself, which others bring upon themselves from the perspective of their own inward experience. Only a loaded gun goes off, should I pull its trigger, and only a plugged-in appliance is turned on when I push its button. Similarly, only charged persons can go off when I yank their chain.

Were I to utilize this cognizance for the deliberate enjoyment of setting others off, I indeed would be a dangerous person. Yet I can be just as dangerous as a non-cognizantly insensitive loose cannon. Only by being mindful of the intra- and interpersonal dynamics of mutual self-referential exchange may I be sufficiently aware of my own and others’ sensitivities and insensitivities to cease being either a victim or exploiter of these extremes.

Even as I agreeably acknowledge my occasional triggering of others’ upsetness with me, I do not perceive myself as the one who is ultimately responsible for their upset. Refusing to indulge in this perception is what allows my acknowledgement of triggering complicity to be readily forthcoming. This refusal is likewise empowered by my cognizance that the causality of others’ experience of me is generated by their own emotional and mental perceptivity rather than mine. Their experience cannot be otherwise, because it is just as insularly internal as is my own.

Experientially, therefore, all forgiveness of me derives its origin from the same source as all forgiveness by me. The primordial origin of all the forms that my forgiveness takes is the perceptual makeover that empowers my forgivingness of problematic persons and circumstances.

I am the source of all the problems that I have ever had,

ever do have, ever will have, and ever can have.

Each person is his or her own problem (if any) to be resolved.

Other people are not "my" problem, rather they are (again, if any) their own.

Only the relationship I have with others can be problematic for me,

since problems exist in the way that people relate, not in who they are.

Problems reside in the unworkability of relationships, not in the persons relating.

It is only as I participate ongoingly in  the unworkability of a relationship

that I insure the perpetuity of "my" own problem space.

Nor can my job, of itself, be "my" problem,

only the way that I relate to it.

So long as I relate to my job as if it were "my" problem,

it is I who am perpetuating its problematic ways for me.

For each of "my" problems there is the same solution:

to cease my participation in what is unworkable for me

and participate instead in what does work,

or else find a blameless reason for perpetuating unworkability.

As long as I am participating in what does work for me

I know not even what "my" problems look like.

No condition of the world is a problem that is resolvable by me.

Only my condition in the world is subject to my resolution.

The conditions that are truly mine to deal with

are conditions that I can master,

and only one condition is available for mastery by me:

the condition of my own being.

The condition of masterful problem-solving is in all instances the same:

Clearing the “mine” field of all blame.
I can learn nothing about my problems that makes them resolvable as long as I am keeping them encased in blame. Of the many things that I make mine, my blamefulness is the most errantly undermin(e)ing of them all.  At the foundation of any forgivingness on my part, therefore, is the mindful cleansing of all faultfinding from my perception. My problems can be resolved only as I discern and learn what they have to teach me, and especially as I do so gratefully. In accordance with this realization, the most effective relationship I can establish with so-called “problem people” is the one suggested by the title of a book that addresses this challenge: Thank You for Being Such a Pain. 

The most useful way for me to see myself as others see me is to perceive “the condition that my condition is in” (to quote Kenny Rogers). As I do this, I see that my condition is in turn conditioned by the medium of my perceptivity itself. Accordingly, as William Blake observed, when the lenses of my perception are cleansed, my perception itself is cleansed. It was also Blake who proclaimed, “We become what we behold,” an insight that I have taken even deeper. I become as I behold, in accordance with the way (rather than merely the what) of my beholding. And there is no more thorough cleansing of perception than my seeing of myself, not as others see me, rather by perceiving the way that I see through myself as the ultimate medium of my own perception.

Seeing Through Myself

This is Grace: the way whereby we keep the balance to everything in the universe,

but correct our mistakes harmoniously instead of through suffering.

–Edna Ballard

My intrapersonal and interpersonal strategies of engagement are an extension of the inward experiential and self-referential procedures of my ongoing medium of perceptivity. The key to making these strategies most effective for all concerned is to cleanse the lens of my perception by mindfully looking through it – literally seeing through myself as myself by perceiving my self-representative projections of myself. I am able to do this accurately only as I look from my assumptions. To look merely at my assumptions, and/or at what is thereby assumptively perceived, is to make the mistake of equating the content of my perception with what is wholly true or is the whole of truth. 

The only value of looking at a lens, be it of perception or otherwise, is to discern how it shapes my perspective as I am looking through it. By looking through my perceptivity in mindfulness of the perspectivity of its assumptions, I discern how I go about knowing the what of my experience. This mindfulness avoids the pretense of any “objectivity” that I presume to be existent for all perceivers. Its “subjectivity” confines my disclosure to what I can legitimately claim as being true in my experience, and allows me to forgive myself when I falsely presume to know the experience of others equally well.

I exercise this subjective approach to self-forgivingness via the employment of a variety of tactical responses with which to acknowledge disagreement with another. The most agreeable way for me to openly disagree, I have learned, is to say something like, “That doesn’t match my own experience,” or “That doesn’t match my own intuition.” (I use the intuitive version when the pronouncement being addressed is primarily a statement of opinion rather than of asserted fact.)

By saying that another’s perceptions do not match my own, I create an opening for mutual exploration of the mismatch, rather than spark an incentive for disputation. Although the other person may decline to enter that opening, my creation thereof tends at least to diffuse potential adversarial feedback.

To those who may doubt the inherent power of this quintessential resort to subjectivity, I propose an experiment that capitalizes on the insight of another professor who once told me, “Picking an argument with you is like punching a huge marshmallow. All of my energy just goes ‘ffffft!” The proposed experiment is an utterly simple one: the next time someone calls you a “bastard” – or anything else that is pejorative – calmly reply, “That doesn’t match my own experience.” Thus far, my employment of this tactic has invariably deflated all such attacks. My most timely employment thereof evidenced itself in the utterly baffled look on the until-then enraged face of someone who had just called me a “f*g son-of-a-bitch.”

Although some accusers are incorrigible, in most cases my deflating statement takes the sale out of my accuser’s wind, which rapidly dissipates to a mere sputter (winding down as it were). And if my accuser is at all genuinely interested in pursuing meaningful discourse (which is seldom the case with those who employ terminology of the ilk represented by “f*g son-of-a-bitch”), s/he will then ask the obvious question, “And what is your own experience?”

I have additional disarming responses with which I sometimes greet invitations to adversarial exchange. If the invitation is delivered as an offensive or otherwise challenging statement that bears at least a kernel (if not grain) of truth about me, I reply by saying “I resemble that remark.” This good-humoring response tends to disarm both the other’s offensiveness and my urge to be defensive, so that we can reasonably address the statement’s gram of substance without the mote in the other’s perception becoming a logjam in mine.

I also sometimes greet statements with which I disagree by saying – admittedly, it has taken some practice to be able to say this genuinely – “I can see how things might (look, seem, appear, feel) that way to you.” When I do not relate to where the other person is coming from, I say less personally yet with equal honesty, “That’s another way of (looking at, seeing, hearing, feeling) it.” 

I have learned from my experience of employing such responses that it is best I do so sparingly. When overused they lend themselves to becoming as jaded as did the once-ubiquitous rejoinder, “thank you for sharing.”

All such disarming rejoinders represent what I call “psychological Aikido,” in honor of the only martial art that is totally non-offensive. To be neither offensive nor defensive is the quintessence of self-forgiving personhood. The underlying “deep ecology” of all such disarmament (and thus disharmament) is faithful to the causal dynamics of intra- and interpersonal perceptivity. I keep myself in integrity with those dynamics by relating to my perceptions as subjective projections, rather than as purely objective reproductions of what is being perceived. I am not, nor can I ever be, an object that any other may reproduce as him/herself, because my perceptivity is likewise unlike anyone else’s and vice versa. No other person has, can, or will fully experience my perspective, nor may I ever fully experience another’s perspective.

 I accordingly endeavor to be always mindful that everything I perceive is colored by the uniquely interpretive perspectives of my only-one-of-its-kind perceptivity. There’s a heap of forgiveness for all concerned in my full self-realization of this experiential given.

Really “Getting Real”

Real freedom is freedom from the opinions of others.

Above all, freedom from your opinions about yourself.

–Colonel Kurtz (Marlon Brando) in Apocalypse Now

No matter how often I fall short of being so, I endeavor to be operationally conscious at all times that my very consciousness itself is an inner dialog with my self, a dialog that I outwardly project as the mirroring of my interpretive experience of the world. This operational consciousness is the foundation of all so-called “free will.” Freedom of will consists of exercising my ability to mindfully monitor my perceptual programming, in order to debug its incongruities and otherwise maintain it in integrity.  I cannot “get with the program” – no matter what the program may be, whether conscious or subconscious – until I recognize both the extent to which and the manner in which I create and maintain the program that sustains my perceived experience of reality. Nor can I discern the ultimate limitation of any collectively shared perception until I recognize, as acknowledged by Jane Wagner (via Lily Tomlin) in The Search for Intelligent Life in the Universe, that the best of all possible and agreed-upon definitions of reality-at-large is never more than a “collective hunch.” 

There is no way to establish a definition or description of reality that equally matches everyone’s experience in a world where, as The Aquarian Conspiracy’s author, Marilyn Ferguson, has put it, “We’re all students at M.S.U” (i.e., at making stuff up). This is why “reality” is forever an ambiguous term, and why “getting real” has far more to do with my inner integrity than with my getting straight the facts of the outer world. This is also why, whenever I refer to “reality,” it behooves me to be mindful that I am articulating only my experience of reality, and not reality in and of itself. The only reality that can be known by me is my own interpretive experience thereof, not the thing itself. All perception is interpretive, and this is why whenever I am talking, reading, listening, writing, and imaging, I am primarily talking, reading, listening, writing, and imaging to myself in accordance with the perceptual constructs with and by which I have preprogrammed my experience.

On occasion I deliberately abandon my communication strategy, for the purpose of inviting or joining in disputation. I only rarely make such choices, because of my disdain of the adversity that is created by being adversarial (hence my adoption long ago of a strategy for minimizing adversarial feedback). With one notable exception, even on these rare occasions I choose to participate in verbal fracases only with persons who tend to be responsive rather than reactive to what I say, and who thereby free me to safely vent a subjective snit. The notable exception is when I deliberately engage in disagreement for the sake of out-loudly clarifying and/or refining and revising – not justifying – the inner self-referential dialog upon which my perceptual outlook is founded. And even inn making these reality checks, I likewise choose my check-out cache ears carefully.

I remain faithful to my preference for from-inner-self disclosure also because of its tendency to evoke others’ recognition of the dynamic universals that are inherent in everyone’s experience. Whatever aspects of my experience may be generic to the experience of other persons as well, it is only as I express myself from my own experience that I am most likely to evoke others’ recognition of any counterpart in themselves.

Most especially where self-forgivingness is concerned, my own experience is the only frame of reference from which I know how to discourse authentically thereabout. It is accordingly up to my readers to discern whether my experience of and with self-forgivingness represents aspects of their own experience as well. 

In thus commending my auditors to their own self-recognition, I stay mindful that any danger they may perceive in what I say is germane to their inward perception of their own experience, rather than being originative in my own. Unless and until, that is, as was the professor with his “some things,” they are sufficiently transparent to their inward experience to thereby make me privy to some shadowed recess of their psyche in which are mirrored some of the shadows that are hanging out in my own.

Redeeming My Reality Checks

The first virtue is to restrain the tongue; he approaches nearest to the gods who knows how to be silent, even though he is in the right.

-Cato the Younger
Knowing how to operate is not knowing how to tell how to operate.

–Gilbert Ryle, “Ordinary Language”

I would be less than candid about my communication strategy if I did not acknowledge its potential downsides, of which I also endeavor to be ever mindful. For instance, some folks are inclined to mistake my non-argumentative manner as evidence of agreement with what they say and do, when in fact I may utterly disagree with them. 

I tend to keep my disagreement peacefully to myself because seldom is either another’s agreement or disagreement with me any of my business, and I am not inclined to make myself busy therewith by revealing my alternative perspectives. What others feel and think becomes worthy of my own busy-ness only when it either actively thwarts or further advances the fruition of my heart-felt intentions. In all other cases, making an issue of agreement or disagreement tends either toward fruitless mutual self-congratulations, or else toward counter-productive disputation.

Another downside of my communication strategy is that some folks, when auditing my first person discourse, assume that there is nothing but my superficial ego speaking because they are so accustomed to paying primary attention to their own. For example, in my role as a minister I was once criticized by a congregant, “You are always telling us what you think and do, but you never give us guidance by telling us what we should think and do.”

Noting that this person had detected one of the ways, as a minister, that I continue to honor my childhood promise to be “unusual” I non-resistingly asked,  “Are you influenced by what I think and do?”

“Sometimes,” he replied.

“And do you generally do what other people tell you to think and do?” I asked.

“Not at all,” he said.

On his confession I ultimately rest my case for from-inner-self disclosure: All of my reality checks are written by, made payable to, and redeemable by me.

NOTE: Since this report consistently tends to raise as many (if not more) issues than it immediately addresses, additional perspectives on each of its segments begin on p. xxx. For further insights that build upon on the foregoing introduction to the intra/interpersonal dynamics of self-discourse, see p. xxx.

INTROSPECTION

A Pique Experience of Unforgivingness

(and Recovering Therefrom)

We create our own causes,

and karma adjusts the effects with perfect balance.

​–Mary T. Browne
Yet again I note: my discomfort is never primarily about the stimulus that occasions it. It is instead primarily about my dis-eased response to its stimulation.

I harp on this principle to the point of harpooning it, because its realization is utterly essential to the blame-proofing of one’s own self-talk in particular, and to one’s forgiveness of self and others generally.

Perception is reciprocally karmic in its consequences, á la the dynamic via which seeing as I believe informs my believing of what I see. Making over my present mindset by forgiving unworkable perceptions empowers me to thereby cancel former karma. Such empowerment is increasingly essential to effective self-management in an age of instant global communication, wherein karma comparably tends to become ever-more instant in its consequence.

Buddha, Jesus, and many other so-called “avatars” taught the means of canceling harmful karma, on behalf of liberating the beneficent karma that runs over petty dogmas. What all such “enlightenment” has in common is the emancipation of my self from itself. What all such “enlightened” beings have taught in common is that I have inner authority to cancel my subscription to present karma, with no prerequisite manipulation of outer circumstance. Making over my experience of the world is an inside job. 

Thus did Buddha find the path that he was seeking only as he stepped off all outer paths and sat quietly and patiently with himself until his consciousness boded only intuitions of wellbeing. And thus also did Buddha subsequently master the art of teaching from the path within, as did Jesus following his time of intense aloneness in the wilderness for the purpose of bringing his own inner shadowlands to light.

While the insights of Buddha, Jesus, and countless others have facilitated the self-forgiving perceptual makeover about and from which I herein report, it was a mundanely simple annoyance that jumpstarted my present appreciation of the power of perceptual makeover. As every realtor knows, “appreciation” represents increase of value. The particular “avatar” that evoked an appreciation of my ability to make over my own  mindset was a horn, from whose honking I learned that every stimulus to my sensibility exists for its potential increase of my value as a conscious being.

Forceful Reaction . . .

What life means to us is determined 

not so much by what life brings to us as by the attitude we bring to life; 

not so much by what happens to us as by our reaction to what happens.

–Lewis Dunning
While my second wife and I were meditating one morning, we were startled by the blare of an automobile horn in front of the house next door. Thereafter, at approximately that same time each weekday morning the horn raucously alerted our neighbor that his ride to work had arrived. Though my wife quickly accustomed herself to the sound, I was increasingly distressed at its relentless disruption of my daily meditation. At the conclusion of one morning’s session I exclaimed, "If I had powers, I’d give that guy four flat tires!"

To which my wife replied, with a gentle smile, "That’s why you don't have powers."

We both laughed at her good-humoring assessment of my pique, and I took her words to heart. As I did so it occurred to me that my wife had “powers”, for she was not disturbed by the horn. As I was considering this, the story of the sorcerer’s apprentice (Fantasia version) came to mind, and I recognized my inability to wield any so-called “powers” effectively until I am able to command them from within instead of being at their outward effect. Thanking my wife for her thoughtful response, I revised my outburst: “If I actually did have powers, all I'd really do is bust his horn."

Again she spoke gently: "That's a bit better." And again – though no longer laughing – I got her point: I was still in a state of forceful reaction to the honking horn.

Somewhat later I proclaimed what seemed to me the perfect resolution: "If I had powers, I'd keep his horn from working in our neighborhood."

My wife softly repeated her previous assessment: "That's a bit better yet."

This time her response compounded my pique. I felt quite certain that telekinetically silencing the horn would be the most effective use of the “powers” I yearned to exercise.

So now what?

. . . or Powerful Response?

To forgive is to set the prisoner free,

and then discover that the prisoner was you.

​–Author Unknown
As I continued to contemplate my pique, I recognized that I was misperceiving the origin of my distress by assuming its cause to be “out there” rather than within me. I was entertaining forceful outer-directed resolutions of my inner turbulence, as if the latter’s source resided in the intrusive horn rather than in my awareness of its intrusion. My own body/mind, not the horn, was producing my distress, via my perception of intrusion. By focusing my attention on the horn I was ignoring the inner source of my dis-ease. By making the horn responsible for my upset, I was disclaiming my own creation of my distress.

In realizing that the honking horn was merely the occasion of my pique, an invitation to feel distressed rather than the cause of my dis-ease, I glimpsed the underlying truth of all my blameful feelings: the “powers” that fuel my unforgivingness are resident within me, and have no independent outer dwelling. Both the capacity and choice to feel the way I do in any given instance are entirely my own. I am the ultimate causal factor in the production of my relationship to anyone or any circumstance in the world of my experience.

It was with this understanding that I next reported to my wife: "If I had powers, I wouldn't be distracted by that horn."

“Yes,” she smiled.

As it turned out, I did have such “powers” after all, as so obviously had she from the beginning. Even though the untimely honking of the horn continued as a permanent early morning feature of our weekday neighborhood, it ceased to evoke my early mourning outbursts. I literally “changed my mind” – performed a perceptual makeover – concerning the relationship between my intention to meditate and my attention to the honking horn. I replaced an unforgiving mindset that was focused on the horn as a perceived intrusion with a forgiving mindset focused from my inner “powers” of perceptual management. It was I who was letting in the horn intrusively. The “in” of its “trusiveness” was entirely in me. 

In coming to this realization, I honored the fundamental dynamic of all perception: my every outcome is primarily the fruit of my come-from. This is why, though I don’t always get what I am looking, praying, or meditating for, I do always get what I am looking, praying, and meditating from.

I have also come to recognize the self-negating dynamic of all wrong-making perceptions: the assumption that someone or something else is the cause of my blameful feelings. Whenever I am blaming – which is the operational dynamic of unforgivingness – my assumption is that someone/thing external to myself is responsible for the way that I am feeling, as if I had no capability to feel otherwise. In short, whenever I am blameful I forfeit my response ability. 

[I frequently use this alternate spelling of “responsibility” to keep me mindful that my ability to respond is internally sourced by me, rather than externally imposed upon me. The admonishment to “be responsible” is too often invoked as if responsibility is a conforming behavior (i.e., conformed to the preference of the one who is saying “be responsible”), rather than a performing behavior that keeps me in congruence with the totality of my circumstances.]

Recognizing the inner source of my response ability vis a vis the honking horn implicated far more than the immediate incident, which was merely an example of a general tendency to blame outer diversions of my attention for my inner forfeitures of self-command. All blamefulness on my part ignores the fact that regardless of who or what diverts my attention, the diversion takes place within my own psyche and is accordingly within the oversight of my mindful command. 

Even when I am unable to eliminate the presence of unwanted impingements on my awareness, I am the one – not the impingements themselves – who defines my relationship to their happenstance. No matter what may come around to my attention, whether it continues to go around and how it does so is a function of the insight and incitement of my own mind. My perception does as my perception is. Since I can forgivingly forsake blame only in accordance with how I perceive, all forgivingness is not only in my perception, all such forgiving is of my perception as well.  Accordingly, this report may be condensed into a single sentence, a total realization of whose import would make all further reading and writing about forgiveness superfluous:

The only thing that I am ultimately required to forgive is the perception that forgiveness is required.

Self-forgivingness is a no-fault divorce of my intention from whatever distracts my attention to mindful governance of my self-generating and self-managing powers of perception. Divorcing my blameful perceptions without faulting them (i.e., without blaming the perceptions themselves rather than neutrally acknowledging them and subsequently setting them aside) is prerequisite to all forgivingness, whether of others or of myself. There is no forgiveness of others until I forgive my own fault-finding perceptivity. The only “fault” that necessitates my forgiveness is my perceptual default to finding fault.

The desire to have powers over one’s circumstances and other people seems to be universal to the human experience, and having power over some person, thing or circumstance – precisely as the term suggests – means that I must overpower him, her, or it. Yet the resort to overpowerment is ultimately self-defeating, because my use of force perpetuates the perception of separation that sustains it. My employment of outer force is based on an inner sense of separation that attends my perceived relationship between myself and powerfulness.  Employment of inner power is based on the inner sense of wholeness that attends my perception of myself as a powerful being. 

In other words, powerfulness is inherent to my nature so long as I allow rather than force it to be so. By resorting to forceful outward overpowerment, I magnify the inner sense of separation that sustains my experience of non-empowerment.

Releasing Others’ Leashes on My Mind

When we hate our enemies, we are giving them power over us: power over our sleep, our appetites, our blood pressure, our health, and our happiness. Our enemies would dance with joy if only they knew how they were worrying us, lacerating us, and getting even with us! Our hate is not hurting them at all, but our hate is turning our own days and nights into a hellish turmoil. -Dale Carnegie
The desire to have power over externalities accounts for much if not most of the unforgivingness that people feel. Unforgivingness represents a self-deceiving use of outer force in reaction against some person, thing, or circumstance that I feel myself lacking power to deal with. Yet unforgivingness merely simulates my being powerful in relationship to what is unforgiven, a simulation that I perpetuate by force – flattening tires and busting horns – in order to keep my feelings of powerlessness at bay.

The alternative to having forceful power over my external impingements is to be inwardly powerful with them. “Having powers” consists of mindfully determining the influence that external impingements are allowed to have with me, rather forcing myself on them. When having (i.e., exercising) powers is my objective, unforgivingness is a liability, because its influence on others is so much less than the influence that is thereby granted to them. My unforgivingness gives others enormous manipulative influence on my feelings, thoughts, behavior, and well-being. As Della Reese has remarked:

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

My unforgivingness not only gives others an ongoing lease on my mental and emotional condition, it provides them with a corresponding leash on my wellbeing. It is only via my release of unforgivingness that I am able to cancel negative occupancy of my mind by all concerned, myself included.

Toward a Consummate Meeting with All Concerned

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

–Hugh Romney (a.k.a. “Wavy Gravy”)

Forgiveness is the positive shake-out of my inner regenerative powers, in replacement of former negative reactions. Whenever I react with blameful force – or even merely contemplate doing so – I sustain the condition that my forceful reaction is meant to solve. In all situations like that of the honking horn, only as my outer exertions are mindfully directed from my inner powers of perceptual management may an unwanted condition be positively resolved rather than negatively held in place (i.e., re-in-forced). 

My resort to reactionary force is an attempt to control the consequences of someone else’s will, rather than take command from the power of my own will. Other-direction of energy that is not empowered by inner command leads only to the further distress of everyone concerned. Unforgiving feelings are an other-directed force that I sometimes even project upon myself as though I were my own “other.” My unforgivingness is an expression of forcefulness that always and only tends to confound and compound the situation at which I aim my pain. My unforgivingness exacerbates whatever is unforgiven, as if my purpose were to preserve its perceived offensiveness to me. Unforgivingness serves such purpose so well that it further magnifies my perception of offensiveness.

As I came to my present recognition of what “powers” are all about in the aftermath of my conniption fit over the honking horn, I came likewise to the on-growing realization of my ability to relinquish all self-distracting, reactionary states of my body/mind. I ended mere flirtation with enlightenment – which I presently define as “my self’s emancipation from itself” – and began to seriously court self-liberation. I had discovered the perceptual foundation of all forgivingness, as well as my power to make over my blameful perceptions. By thus mindfully exercising my perceptivity, I evoke the self-empowerment that Sun Tzu lauded in his book, The Art of War:  “To win one hundred victories in battle is not the summit of skill. To subdue the enemy without fighting him is the summit of skill.”

My encounter with the honking horn had successfully concluded with just such a summit meeting.

Additional perspectives on the dynamics of forceful reaction and powerful response: p. xxx.

Choosing Mindfully Intentional Self-Dominion

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

By perceiving that my distractions are authored by myself rather than by the surrounding impingements that “horn in” on my awareness, I thereby identified the ultimate governor of my experience, the command post in my consciousness that Rudolph Steiner called “the ruler within myself” – the inner governor of my experience. It is with reference to this inner source of self-governance that I use the term “inner sourceror,” and refer to its innermost guidance as the “Wizard of Is.” 

My ruler within is in command of all my consequences, via its moment-by-moment, choice-after-choice, self-governing “powers” of discernment and choice. Though I too often employ its powers thoughtlessly, and thereby initiate, preserve, or escalate distressful consequences, by employing mindful intent I can allow it instead to command harmonious consequences.

NOTE: I use the term “command” rather than “control” with reference to my inner ruler’s powers. “Control” connotes forceful other-direction of my energy, while “command” connotes powerful direction from the energy within me. “Control” is an enforcing power that I aspire to have “over” self and others when I experience the presence of something I don’t like or the absence of something that I desire. By contrast, “command” is an empowering (of both self and others) state of being that I am “in” when I direct my responses from it. I am “in” command because the power to govern my experience is internal. When I merely seek to be in command of my powers, my intent is that of having control over them. The secret to being authentically powerful is to be in command from my powers, rather than to overload – and thus overlord – my circuits. Allowing such command requires that I cease perceiving separation of power, as if there is me and a power that I control, and thereby allow myself to function as my power.
The more inwardly powerless I experience myself to be, the more forcefully I tend to outwardly manipulate others, whether actively or passively. By defaulting from my inner command of the way I experience the world, I tend to assert other-directed control of what I am experiencing.

The summit of all relational skill, whether internally within myself or outwardly with others, is the exercise of mindful beholdment. Mindful beholdment is the prerequisite of effective self-governance and freely willed self-dominion.

Beholding Mindfully

The demands of safe driving are constantly changing. To be a safe driver. We must be aware of everything that is happening around us in order to to have as much time as possible to react. -AARP Driver Safety Workbook
I neither believe nor disbelieve in anything I say.

–Marshall McLuhan
My understandings of mindfulness, intentionality, and freely willed self-dominion are central to the thesis of this report. “Mindfulness” is the quality of safe drivership applied to all of life. It consists of  authentic, accurate, sincere, and comprehensive awareness of myself and my contingent circumstances, awareness that is free from psychological, ideological, or religious belief systems (a.k.a. systemic “B.S.”). For example, one of the most commonly shared religious beliefs is of a resentful God that nurtures grievances and holds grudges against those who displease Him, and who is forgiving only of those who make amends by bending themselves to his will. I have noticed that most people who subscribe to this belief find it difficult to be forgiving.

I have never entertained such a belief, and a significant portion of my own forgivingness is applied to those who do. In my understanding, God has no need of forgiving anyone because God has no blameful grievances to release. Accordingly, God makes no case against me, for as the well-known gospel hymn almost yet not quite says, God loves me as just, however I am, and renders justice to everyone accordingly. My experience of life has therefore born (and thus borne) no resemblance to the experience of those who believe God to be a selectively forgiving ogre.

Mindfulness – the wakeful notice of the implications for myself and others of whatever I am presently minding – is a state of awareness that sees through and beyond whatever beliefs may be present in my own and others’ mindsets, in order to behold what our beliefs tend to obscure, while also being carefully selective of my beliefs. 

Elimination of all belief is neither required nor desirable, merely my ceasing to be at the effect of any one of my beliefs. Mindfully seeing through and beyond my beliefs rather than with my beliefs is the beginning of the end of their enthrallment of my psyche, and the beginning of my truly being served by whatever beliefs of mine have positive merit. 

The twin powers of mindful beholdment of all the impingements that give shape to my experience are proclaimed in two of my favorite injunctions:

To thine own self be true . . . and thou canst not then be false to any other man.

 –William Shakespeare

If you are not yourself deceitful, you will not be deceived.

-Anthony De Mello
So long as I exercise mindful beholdment I cannot be deceived by another unless I knowingly choose to be deceived. Knowing when and when not to thus choose is priceless. For everything else there is hasta la vista. 

One of the priceless boons of my own mindful beholdment is my acute awareness of TV commercials that sell chronic indebtedness, social insecurity, and fear of illness, aging, and dying in the guise of offering remedies to these. At present, this includes almost every nationally syndicated commercial. As a recipient of psychological warfare training when I was in the Army, I see little distinction between such commercials and what I was then trained to produce as “propaganda.”

I am aware of no greater deceptive power than that of my own systematized beliefs, which make it impossible for me to be true to the self that maintains them because I am instead being true to the beliefs. Every -ism becomes an imprisonment of my mind, once believed in. Nonetheless, though the objective of mindful beholdment is to be free from my beliefs, I do not pretend to be entirely free of them. Nor would I want to eliminate their influence altogether, because there are many beliefs that may serve me beneficially so long as I do not remain their servant. 

Experience and perceptions that I believe with tend to guide me onward, while experience and perceptions believed in are a closed loop. Hence the summitry of skillful believing, as recognized in Marshall McLuhan’s claim that all of his thoughts were merely “probes” rather than hardened truths. Beliefs that are neither believed in nor correspondingly disbelieved are thereby kept within their domain of proper service.

Intentional Self-Dominion 

If there were two forces in the universe,

“force of habit” would be the second strongest.

–Robin Goodfellow
To be mindfully “intentional” is to know just what my intentions are - those that serve me best as well as those that serve me ill – and to be in self-command from the intentions that serve me well as I set my ill-suited ones aside. What distinguishes mindful intent from having merely “good” intentions is my heart-felt commitment to the intentions that best serve my well-being. Only with commitment that is emotionally heart-felt as well as mentally rationalized am I able to maintain the course of my intentions. This does not mean, however, that I am never off-course with reference to my heart-felt intent. Like the pilot of a plane that is constantly tending to drift from its course, I likewise am engaged in full-time course-correction. Heart-felt commitment to intent is the equivalent of a pilot’s commitment to a safe landing at or as near as possible to a chosen destination. My heart-felt intent is as germane to the quality of my life as is an airborne pilot’s intent germane to the quantity of his life’s remaining duration.

In speaking of “freely-willed self-dominion” I refer to consciously observed and directed (rather than unconsciously replicated one-year-twenty-times) experience and behavior. As this report maintains throughout, even though I am not always free to choose what I experience, the way I experience and behave is invariably my own choice, whether it is chosen mindfully or unconsciously. When I am unmindful of this response ability, most of my experience and behavior habitually conforms to former choices that have long since been forgotten as they continue to function via the automatic pilot of my subconscious mindset. 

This insight to my own insight further informs an earlier statement (on p. xx) as follows: Though I don’t always experience what I am mindfully looking, praying, and meditating for, I do always experience what I am subconsciously looking, praying, and meditating from. With my “come-from” as the lens of my perception, I am blind to all that comes from elsewhere. For instance, if I am looking and praying for someone I can trust, from a mindset whose come-from is “nobody can be trusted,” I will continue to see and experience other persons as being untrustworthy. People who can be trusted will escape detection by the untrustingly focused lens of my mindset’s frame of reference, which is the casual matrix of my experience. For all practical purposes, I will be like a man who always fishes with a net whose mesh (synonym for “matrix”) is one square inch, and who concludes from this that there are no fish of less than one inch in length.

The radar of my human sensorium is grounded in a perceptual matrix, the nature of which is such that my only “free” will therein is my power to makeover the matrix. My perceptual matrix continues to work out my life the way it does in spite of any wishing on my part that it worked otherwise. It behooves me, therefore, to program its workings wisely. I cannot choose to free myself of having a perceptual matrix, only to be free from the limitations of any given one. An example of this is when I remove my glasses, which correct for farsightedness, in order to read. Their lenses allow me to be free from the limitations of my farsightedness, even though I am still unfree of those limitations. My perceptivity is likewise sometimes in need of corrective lenses.

My “free will” exists only in potential until I actualize it by exercising my ability to re-program (re-lens, re-matrix) the self-limiting perceptions and behavior that conform to my subconscious mindset’s “force of habit.” Such resetting of my mind consists of making over my force of habit by programming it to make choices whose outcome is productive of the self-expanding experience and behavior that I desire. Prerequisite to all change of the way I experience and behave, as distinct from changing what my experience and behaviors are, is a perceptual makeover that is appropriate to the change I wish to experience. Though I never get to eliminate so-called “force of habit,” I am always free to modify its direction.

Cultivating My Presents of Mind

Blessed are they who know where they’re going,

for they shall know when they’re getting there.

And blessed also are they who know how they’re going,

for they shall know whether they’re getting there.

-The Gospel of Yet to Be Common Sense.
When Mohandus Gandhi’s wife was asked how he was able to deliver his long, well thought-out speeches without any notes, she observed, "You and I, we think one thing, say another, and do a third. With Gandhiji, it's all the same." Such all-the-sameness is the epitome of so-called “presence of mind,” the mindfulness that (at its very best) simultaneously and congruently attends to all that impinges on my awareness. To be fully mindful is to be consciously aware of the interrelationships and consequences – both inner and outer – of all that I think, say, and do, and of my ability to account (accountability) for those consequences. Such mindfulness is inherently potential in all persons, yet its development is nurtured and exercised by few. 

Mindful presence requires my continual attention to how I behold the content of my experience, i.e., to how the way I perceive determines my relationship to what I am perceiving. Perceptivity functions recursively, over-and-overing my past experience and behavior like a set of facing mirrors. As a consequence, my outer relationships are formed, reformed, and transformed in accord with the formation, reformation, and transformation of my inner perceptivity.

The “powers” that I accordingly most yearn to exercise are the powers of mindfully intentional self-dominion. The discipline of mindfully commanding my attention in accordance with my heart-felt intentions is far less easily practiced than it is simple to describe, for it tends (á la the honking horn) to elude even my attempts to meditate on behalf of establishing and maintaining such command. This elusive tendency is illustrated by the story of a monk who reported to his abbot that he was ready to have the fruits of his meditative discipline put to the test. The abbot, sensing that this monk was not yet equal to the test and knowing of the monk’s delight with horseback riding, replied, “Very well. If you can recite the Lord’s Prayer for me without distraction I will authorize you the free use our brotherhood’s finest horse.”

“Done!” proclaimed the monk as he gleefully commenced reciting, “Our Father who art in Heaven, hallowed be Thy name. Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done – does that also include the best bridle and saddle?”

Thus far, bridling my awareness and saddling into it with mindful beholdment continues to be an ongoing challenge despite my intensive, ongoing contemplative practice. This is because so much consciousness remains subliminal until it is “brought to mind” by such rigorous practices and disciplines as industrial-strength shamanism and Dzogchen Buddhism, neither of which I am inclined to practice. Short of such levels of mastery, it is only to the degree that I nonetheless do succeed in becoming and remaining wakeful to the consequentiality of my being vis a vis the totality of my circumstances that I can lay claim to corresponding mindfulness of any situation. 

The extent to which I am mindful of my own and others’ feelings and actions is the extent to which I can also be thereby a forgiving person. I succeed in forgiving myself and others – meaning that I succeed in ceasing my unforgivingness of all concerned – only via mindful inner command from my powers of self-dominion. It is in the absence of such command that I tend to default to the forceful control of my circumstances, and then justify my default with unforgiving blame.

Additional perspectives on mindful self-dominion: p. xxx

Experiencing Unforgivingness

When I was ordained a priest, I believed that 50 percent of all problems were due to unforgiveness. After ten years in ministry I revised my estimate and maintained that 75 to 80 percent of all health, marital, family, and financial problems came from unforgiveness. Now, after more than twenty years in ministry, I have concluded that over 90 percent of all problems are rooted in unforgiveness. –Father Al Lauer, in The Book of Forgiveness

Whether I am forgiving or unforgiving accords with my perceptivity of what psychologists call “locus of control,” i.e., the source-point of what I perceive to be determinant of my thoughts, feelings, and actions. For reasons earlier stated, I prefer to use the term, “locus of command.” Only to the degree that I am in command from my inner faculties may I likewise experience being “in” so-called “control.”

Most people perceive the cause of their experience, feelings, and behavior to be external, as if the source of their satisfaction or dissatisfaction is outside of themselves. “I Can’t Get No Satisfaction” is the unforgiving theme song of those who seek the source-point of their happiness and unhappiness in outer circumstances. For instance, when I perceive my outer circumstances from a mindset that is programmed with “I’ll be happy when I have enough money,” I never experience having enough money. This was once my condition, even when I had far more wealth than I required to amply meet my immediate and long-term obligations and necessities. Accordingly, instead of being happy with all that I was affording, I continued to dwell unhappily on what I could not yet afford. I was sorely afflicted with the “affluenza” that someone has since described as “a painful, contagious, virally transmitted condition of overload, debt, anxiety, and waste resulting from the dogged pursuit of more.” (Will Rogers had earlier described this condition as well: spending money I don’t really have to buy things I don’t really want, with which to impress people I don’t really like.
Then I experienced a drastic change of circumstance in which my resources ceased to be so ample, and I perceived myself to be impoverished. I was suddenly unable to afford the lifestyle to which I had been striving to become accustomed. For the first time in my life I was inclined to feel “poor”. 

Although I had no immediate means of changing my financial circumstances, I was determined to change the way I was feeling about them. Rather than dwelling on the life I could no longer afford, I could choose instead to make the most of the life I was presently affording. On behalf of doing so, I committed myself to reprogramming my perception of affordability, in the course of which emerged the following re-minder from my inner Wizard of Is:

One upon a time I lived in the land of Affluence,

where the question, “Can I afford it?” meant, “Do I have the money?”

Since I usually did – or knew I would –

I could afford to stockpile earth’s transformed substances

along the walls and down the halls, and on the floors

and in the closets, basements, attics and garages of successively larger homes.

Then one day I left the land of Affluence,

and I no longer had the money with which to further accumulate

the stuff that I once did.

The word “affording” has a different meaning for me now.

When I see some thing I think I want, I ask myself:

Can I afford the time and energy required

to respect, appreciate and take good care of this new thing?

For if this thing’s not worthy of my respect, appreciation, and good care, 

why buy it?

Or if it is thus worthy,

but I won’t have or take the time and energy

that is required of me to respect it’s worth,

why have it?

My wallet and my waist are slimmer now.

Less of me is given to consumption of the earth as artifact.

The more of me thus made available

enjoys a newfound life in the land of Sufficiency:

abundant time and energy,

enough of people and of things to fulfill my desires to have and give respect,

to appreciate and be appreciated, to care and be cared for,

and abundant opportunity to enjoy what still remains

of Earth not yet transformed by human hands.

In order to experience my new circumstances from a mindset of experiencing plenitude, it was essential for me to forgive myself for maintaining the “not enough” mindset in which “enough” is perpetually defined as “more than I presently have.” In the wake of this particular perceptual makeover (which is still ongoing), I experience my circumstances from a mindset that, on a continuous daily basis, is re-mindfully programmed with the perceptual cue, “I always have plenty, with more to come.”

The Science of Changing My Mind

The curious paradox is that when I accept myself just as I am, then I can change.

-Carl Rogers
All of my perceptual cues and makeovers have a common objective: changing the perceptivity of my “locus of command” so as to experience its source-point within me rather than as being somewhere else “out there” in my circumstances. In redeeming my distraction by outer (or other inner) conditions, even though I do not initially change the “facts” of my situation, I do change my relationship to those “facts,” after which I quite often experience what seems to be a change in the “facts” themselves. 

Such are the experiential “hydraulics” that so many folks associate with the procedure of perceptual makeover that Ralph Waldo Emerson was the first to call a “science of mind,” and whose application they pursue in accordance with the prescription, “change your thinking, change your life.” Both Emerson and one of his greatest protégé’s, spiritual philosopher Ernest Holmes, were clear that the application of this science consists of changing the way one thinks rather than merely what one thinks. From the Emersonian-Holmesian perspective, a more accurate prescription would be “change the way you think, change your life.” Thinking is ultimately changed only as the thinker is changed, and the most effective way to change a thinker is to make over the thinker’s perceptions.

Some “scientists” of the mind assume that perceptual tinkering via conceptual thinking is the equivalent of “creating my own reality.” I make no such claim for myself. What I do assert is merely that I am the creator of my experience of reality. Since an entire universe of ongoing reality preceded by billions of years my ever-growing awareness of it, I can claim at most a local experiential relationship to a pre-existing larger reality. The “real world” impinges on me as the interacting totality of everything that I perceive to exist and to be true, and I experience that world in accordance with my mindset’s perceptivity, however accurate or erroneous either its pre-programming or re-programming may be. 

My own perceived relationship to “reality” was confirmed by an anecdote that came to my attention via my daily trove of e-mailed sermon fodder:

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.”

“Go get your own dirt” is a contemporary version of the Biblical admonishment in which Job’s second-guessing of God is countered with God’s question, “Where wast thou when I laid the foundations of the earth?” (Job 38:4) A comparable perspective for non-believers in God is inherent in Carl Sagan’s recipe for baking a cake from scratch: “You begin by creating a universe.”  

In the procedure of “getting my own dirt” relative to my perceptions, I make them over by removing the existing perceptual dirt that muddies my mindset, a dynamic that William Blake called the “cleansing” of perception. In the procedure of such cleansing I have learned that whenever I unforgivingly cast blame, I am perceiving myself to be at the effect of external forces that nullify my “powers” of inner command and thereby render me helpless. Unforgivingness is my expression of the helplessness I tend to feel whenever I am unable to alter an unwanted circumstance or to make a desired circumstance come about. My unforgiving expressions take the form of blame, a resentful self-diversion of my attention with which I enable (and sometimes sanctimoniously ennoble) myself to make other persons or outer circumstances falsely response able and account able for my helpless feelings. Yet nowhere in any dictionary does the definition of either “responsibility” or “accountability” include fault-finding, wrong-making, or other forms of blame, since blame – no matter of whom or what – is nothing more or less than self-alienation of my own responding and accounting abilities.

No matter how unable I may be to alter a given circumstance, my inability to do so is entirely my own, not someone else’s. How I relate to my experience of helplessness is entirely within the oversight of my own abilities. Even when I make myself the chosen target of my blaming, this represents my unwillingness to forgivingly accept the what of my experience, in relationship to which I have “powers” only to change the way that I experience it. 

Changing the way of my experience is the experiential equivalent of “getting my own dirt.” And forgivingly accepting my experience just as it is provides my only substantial likelihood of changing it. I have experienced time and again that the changes I allow are in the long run far more satisfying than the changes that I make.

If, therefore, 90 percent of all my problems are indeed rooted in unforgivingness, as quoted above from the experience of another, then this can only be because I am 90 percent of the time unwilling to allow what is presently problematical to become otherwise, simply by getting myself out of its way.

Additional perspectives on experiencing unforgivingness: p. xxx

Experiencing Forgivingness

One can have no smaller or greater mastery than mastery of oneself.

-Leonardo Da Vinci

The foundation of mindfully intentional self-dominion is my mastery of the realization that neither other persons nor my circumstances are the cause of my experience. If they were, then everyone would experience them the same way I do. Yet such is clearly not the case. Even though the honking horn was an occasion (not cause) of my distress, it did not similarly disturb my wife. She just folded it in to her meditative procedure from the beginning, as eventually did I as well.

Operationally speaking, the forgiving release of blame is accomplished via the perceptual replacement of wrong-making with right-making. Wrong-making (a.k.a. “fault-finding”) is the attempt to make some thoughts, feelings, and actions more worthy by deeming others to be less worthy. Yet if something truly is wrong, it is wrong without my making it so, and my endeavor to make it so merely magnifies rather than attenuates my experience of its wrongness. (For more on the true nature of “wrongness” see p. xxx.)

The alternative to wrong-making is instead to do what’s right. Accordingly, my own perception of circumstances is guided by 19th-century physician Claude Bernard’s perception of theory. “Theories are neither right nor wrong,” Bernard proclaimed, “they are either fertile or sterile.” In Bernard’s perspective, only that which didn’t work was “wrong,” and only that which worked was “right.” In light of this perspective, making something wrong is merely doing more that doesn’t work, and as a colleague of mine many years ago observed:

Doing what doesn’t work doesn’t work.

Improving what doesn’t work doesn’t work.

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

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

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

Mastering what doesn’t work doesn’t work.

Only what works works. -Douglas Yeaman

I know of no way better than Claude Bernard’s and Doug Yeaman’s to blamelessly discern “wrong” from “right.” Unworkability faulted is workability halted. Only in a blameless mind, therefore, may I most effectively hold myself and others responsible and accountable for our respective unworkability. 

Replacing wrong-making with right-making, thereby allowing what works to do its work, is a matter of releasing the fault-finding that fortifies my unforgivingness. As I cease the unworkability of making things wrong, I thereby empower right thinking, feeling, and action to emerge of their own accord.

Goodness, Gracious

Enlightenment is the emancipation of my self from myself.

-from The Gospel of Yet to Be Common Sense
At the basis of all wrong-making is the psychology of comparison, of whose nature I am re-minded by the Wizard of Is:

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

Comparing has become a heavy burden on my soul.

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

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

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

Comparing always leaves me feeling a deficit.

I can always find at least one person

“better” than I in any given quality,

yet this is never fully compensated

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

I feel each quality begin to die in me

whenever I compare it with that quality in others.

There are so many more of others than of me,

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

I would no longer overlook 

that other people are for loving,

however they may be,

not for comparing.

While contrast is a given, all comparison of contrasts is optional.  Contrast is the given basis of all perception, for in the absence of the variations of color, shape, texture, action, quantity, quality, etc. that give rise to my perception of contrasts, there would be nothing to discern. Yet subjecting contrasts to comparison is optional, an option based on the perception of deficiency. 

The perception of less gives rise to diminishing rather than affirming experience, even when I am affirming more, because my perception of lack and limitation becomes the prevailing frame of reference of the mindset from which I tend to make all assessments in terms of the absence of more. Hence Nelson Rockefeller’s classic definition of “enough”: more than I have right now. The experience of enoughness forever eludes the mind that makes comparisons, because all comparison is based on the false premise that lack is the foundation of “the way things are.”  

In other words, “less” is generally perceived as being generically wrong, and prevents the experience of right. Like Howard Hughes, who even as a billionaire never got over feeling deficient, I cannot experience having more, even when more is at hand, so long as my mindset’s frame of reference is the perception of lack and limitation.

An antidote to perception of lack and limitation, as I have already elaborated (p. xx), is the perception of ample sufficiency. As I emancipate my mindset from the perception of insufficiency, I grace myself with an experience of incomparable goodness.

Happy Our

If you will stop making it an intellectual process and let it be a feeling process,

ease will sweep over you almost instantly.

-Abraham-Hicks
If only we'd stop trying to be happy, 

we could have a pretty good time. 

-Edith Wharton
Discernment of contrast without wrong-making is both the antidote to perception of lack, and the foundation of all forgivingness. Thus is the psychology of forgivingness the antidote for the psychology of comparison, because forgivingness is the psychology of releasing my perception of lack. 

Forgivingness is only secondarily a matter of what I do, since it can follow only in the wake of my cessation of unforgivingness. Forgivingness, first of self and then of others, is a consequence of cessation, i.e., of my ceasing to do the following:

· I cease presuming to choose for others, and/or allowing others to choose for me.  Though I choose to have others in my life, I do not make choices for them. All of my choosing is self-choosing, by myself, for myself, as myself.  Since this is true of every person, I respect the power of choice in others accordingly. 

· I cease holding others responsible for the quality of my experience, and holding myself responsible for the quality of theirs. Even though I am constantly surrounded with circumstances generated by others, no matter who, how many or whatever else is generating these circumstances, all of my experience thereof and response or reaction thereto is internally self-generated.  I am the sole (and soul) proprietor of the shape, meaning, nature, and expression of my experience. 

· I cease making others accountable for the consequences of my experience, and likewise refrain from holding myself accountable for the consequences to others of their experience. I do remain mindful, however, that I am accountable for others' consequences insofar as they show up in my experience as an impact on my own.

· I cease denying the effects on others of my own choices and consequences, and do not discount the impact that their choices and consequences have on me. I hold myself accountable only for and to the realm of my own consequences, including the impingements thereon of others' consequences, while looking for the gift in every consequence, whether it be my own or someone else's. 

· I cease blaming others or myself. Blame, no matter of or by whom, is always a diminishment or denial of my own or another's ability to respond. The only way to obtain response ability at discount is to reduce my own exercise of this ability. 

Again I say: Other people are for loving, not comparing, however they may be. When I cease comparing, yet do not cease from loving, the end of all my loving will be to arrive at the love with which we all begin and to know it for the first time.
Making Sense

Every choice we make contributes a subtle current of our energy to our universe. Managing the power of choice, with all its creative and spiritual implications, is the essence of human experience...Choice is the process of creation itself.  -Caroline Myss
Expression is the one fundamental sacrament. It is the outward and visible sign of an inward and spiritual grace.  It follows that, in the process of forming a common expression of direct intuition, there is a first stage of primary expression into some medium of sense-experience which each individual contributes at first hand. No one can do this for another. It is the contribution of each to the knowledge of all. -Alfred North Whitehead

On behalf of being more mindfully commanding from my powers of self-dominion, I have coined an affirmation that serves me in the procedure of making over my tendency to make things wrong. I employ it whenever I feel upset: “If I had powers, I wouldn’t be distracted or distressed by _____.” (The blank is filled in with whatever or whomever I perceive to be the occasion of my upset.)

My discernment of the distinction between caused and “occasioned” behavior is in part facilitated by my understanding of Whiteheadian philosophy, according to which the raw data of my experience is “occasioned” rather than “caused” by the effects that impinge on my awareness. In other words, the ingredients of my experience are merely “effect-ive” rather than “causal.” The actual cause of how I experience these ingredients is the way that I choose (whether consciously or unconsciously) to perceive their “occasioning” in accordance with the perceptual frame of reference with which I have programmed my mindset during former encounters with similar and related occasionings of experience. 

I often illustrate the distinction of cause from effect by asking participants in my workshops to watch my hand as I wave it back and forth above my head. After waving it I ask, “What caused you to watch my hand?” Some say that the waving hand itself caused them to watch. Others say that my invitation to watch it was the cause. If either of these were the case, however, everyone would be “caused” to watch my waving hand. Yet there are often some who do not watch it at all, because neither my invitation nor my waving hand itself succeeded in “causing” them to do.

The waving of my hand is watched only by those who, when invited to do so, establish an intent to watch it. Intent governs choice. My firm intentions (though seldom my so-called “good” ones) are what cause me to make corresponding choices. My choices in turn – not anyone else’s – create my experience.

It is occasionally suggested that those who do not watch my waving hand were not caused to do so only because they were not paying attention when I gave the invitation. This suggestion also proves my case. Having formed no intent to watch my hand – no matter why – these inattentive people can have no corresponding result, because there is no corresponding choice to be made. Furthermore, those who did miss my invitation would still be inclined to watch my waving hand, because of their autonomic nervous system’s subconsciously programmed intent to take notice of unexpected movements in their visual field.

I rest my case finally, however, on the admission of one participant whom I questioned: she deliberately chose not to watch my waving hand because she thought that, as a magician does, I was going to pull some trick on them while everyone’s attention was diverted. 

Whether I am tricked or not by other people or circumstance is determined by the nature and quality of my intent. To intend or not to intend is accordingly to be or not to be, for while necessity may be the mother of invention, impregnation of intent is its father. Even necessity requires my intent to do the necessary thing, without which I cannot even choose to do the necessary thing.

The causal intersection of events with my intent is the arbiter of my life’s journey, and the nature of this intersection is forever plainly signaled: if traffic lights caused drivers to proceed accordingly, no one would ever run a red light. To those who may protest that Whiteheadian philosophy is nowhere nearly this simple and straightforward, I can only say that this is simply how I straightforwardly cause it to work for me.

Breaking the Same Old Same Mold

It should be self-evident that reality is infinitely moldable to the life that animates it.
–Cynthia Stringer 
My purpose in aspiring to non-distraction is not an ostrich-like dismissal of whatever does distract me, as though to say that if had I powers I could make the occasion of my distraction go away. The aspiration’s purpose is rather to remind me that I always have the power to experience mindful clarity, so long as I am directed by a persistent intention to convert my capacity for mindfulness into realized ability, and thereby causally empower the effective molding of my experience. Where persistence of intention goes, my energy consistently flows, because intention is the mold that gives shape to the energy of my experience.

The arbiter of my persistent intent is as close to me as my own mindset, the frame of reference that defines both my perceptions of my experience and my experience of perceiving. My mind is set in accordance with my perceptions, and as my mind is set, so goes the flow of my experience. I cannot change my outlook until I have changed the mindset of the one who is looking out. I therefore command my experience no more effectively than I command the programming and reprogramming of my mindset. I cannot change my experience without first changing my mindset’s program, because merely changing the content of my experience leads to the same old same mold, and too often leaves me in the conned tent of former perception. 

Mindfulness consists of commanding the context of my experience, and especially of minding the command post of its context: the perceptual matrix of intent that informs (gives form to) my mind’s setting. If I sincerely desire a substantial rather than superficial change of my experience, I must re-inform the perceptual matrix of my intent. For all practical purposes, I must set my mind in a different tent. The intention to change my intent is most effectively implemented by a thoroughgoing perceptual makeover. So long as my mind is set in the tent of unforgivingness, nothing less than a mindful makeover of perception will yield forgivingness in its place.

Industrial-strength application of the power of perceptual makeover is represented in a story from the Zen tradition, about a man being chased by a tiger who came to the edge of a cliff. Looking over the edge, the man spotted a bush growing out of its side, well within his reach were he to lie down and grab on to it. He did so in time to slip over the cliff’s edge and dangle from the bush, beyond the tiger’s reach. As he precariously continued to hang in there, the tiger remained at the cliff’s edge, peering down at him. Eventually, his weight being too much for the bush to bear, its roots began to loosen their tenuous grip within the crevice from which it was growing. Looking down to see how far he had to fall, he saw another tiger beneath him, eagerly awaiting the occasion of its next meal (its hunger being the cause). 

Only then did the doomed man also notice a flower that was growing near the bush. Taken by its beauty he remarked, “How lovely.” (In a variation of this cliff-hanger, the man notices a berry that is growing on the bush, plucks it with his teeth, and while savoring it on the way down to the awaiting tiger below remarks, “how delicious.”)

When I first read this story, my tendency was to dismiss it as infeasible, thus dismissing as well the inseminating subtlety of its point – the realization that when I perceive myself to be in an unforgiving, damned-if-I-do-damned-if-I-don’t situation (also called a “double bind”), I nonetheless have the power, if and as I choose to exercise it, to elsewhere forgivingly focus my attention on behalf of my intention to remain centered in the midst of distressing circumstances. This realization came to me only after I meditatively contemplated the story, which is precisely the purpose that such stories are meant to serve for those whose present mindset discounts their feasibility.

Toward Forgiving Personhood

Forgiveness is not an occasional act; it is a permanent attitude.
-Martin Luther King, Jr.
I am told by many spiritual traditions that how I face the inevitable tiger of my own death is not only formative of my experience of the afterlife, it also sets the format of my reincarnation into my next life. However accurate or inaccurate may be such intuitions of what follows my death, I am far more concerned with the life I am living right here, right now, that it not instead be wrong here, wrong now. And on behalf of that concern, learning to appreciate every blossom of forgivingness that is available to me in the midst of otherwise seemingly unforgiving circumstances has become my top priority. I see no other alternative, because right living from wrong-making does not come.

An additional affirmation that supports me in making over blameful perceptivity is “I am a forgiving person,” by which I mean that I am a person who is committed to giving all persons and circumstances harmless passage in my mind, whether or not they themselves have harmful intent. Had I chosen to become adept at Aikido I could even grant everyone harmless passage to my body, having thus learned how to disharm myself from physical assault by others. Though I have not made that choice, other than to live in a manner that does not invite physical attacks upon my body, I have chosen to become ever-increasingly adept at the inner Aikido of disharming myself from the inner attack of unforgiving feelings. By being a forgiving person who is adept at the release of such feelings, I refrain from adding self-insult to injury by avoiding the toll that unforgivingness takes on me. 

It is with heart-felt intention, therefore, that I daily remind myself that “I am a forgiving person,” whether or not I am presently facing a forgiveness challenge. Once again, it was during my practice of contemplative meditation that this affirmation of attitude occurred to me. It came to mind as I was conducting an inner “pattern recognition” survey that brought me to the recognition that each occasion of forgivingness requires me to change my perception of what is unforgiven. I also recognized how difficult it tends to be to make the required shift from unforgiving to forgiving perceptivity, and how my unforgiving grievances in the meantime continue to pile up more rapidly than they are released, so that I accumulate an ever-growing backlog in my grievance caseload.
In short, I recognized the respective psycho-dynamics of unforgivingness and forgivingness: unforgivingness is the blameful prolongation of my grievances, and forgivingness is the release of blamefulness. Simply stated, a "grievance" consists of grief polluted by blame. Operationally, therefore, "release of grievance" is my broadest definition of forgivingness, while unforgivingness is the practice of attaching blamefulness to grief.

Good Grieving

A true prayer is one which makes no grievance of what may not please you.

-Sri Sachchidananda Swamiji
Grieving is an essential and legitimate response to the death of loved ones and other tragic losses, to betrayal and hurtful treatment by other persons, to incapacitating accidents and disease, and to all other lingering wounds and disappointments. However, “grievances” (grief plus blamefulness) are always optional, serving only to indefinitely extend the season of my grieving. All grieving is seasonal, so long as it is freely allowed to reach its peak and thereafter attenuate of its own accord. Even when the occasion of my grief is unforgettable, my grief nonetheless over time ongoingly attenuates so long as it is not fueled by hostile emotional add-ons. Since unforgivingness is just such an add-on, I am also capable of subtracting it from my grief.

There is nothing in the nature of my grieving itself that necessitates blameful resentment. Once I have released my unforgivingness I can continue to grieve blamelessly so long as I feel inclined to do so. In fact, once my grief is no longer held in place by blame, my grieving is thus freed to run its natural course. And in the meantime, I can hold others fully accountable for any wrongdoing without prejudice of recourse to blame. 
Because my grievances consist of legitimate grief plus optional blame, forgivingly releasing my grievances is the procedure of liberating my grief from the blamefulness that serves only to perm my psyche with prolongation of the grieving process. No matter who or what is unforgiven by me, my unforgivingness exists only in me, where it serves to fixate my grief.  It is because I am my own sole repository of my unforgiving feelings that, as I continue to note from time to time, I need not seek for whom my unforgivingness tolls as it wreaks its toll on me. (The nature of its toll is reviewed in the Appendix, p. xxx.)

Unforgivingness is the psyche-state of sorrow gone sour with blamefulness. Forgivingness is the liberation of my sorrowing from blame. Only to the extent that I am willing to release any and all blamefulness that accompanies my grieving am I able to be forgiving.
The foregoing realization has inspired my further contemplation of a logically related self-inquiry: Rather than be an unforgiving person who piece-meals case-by-case exceptions to being blameful while my resentment-laden grievances increasingly pile up, how can I instead be a generically forgiving person whose grievance-releasing caseload is always reasonably current? It was this very question that evoked my realization that I could transform my mindset’s perceptivity by ongoingly affirming, “I am a forgiving person,” and by reinforcing this affirmation with yet another question that I raise whenever I become aware that I am fueling my sorrow with blame: “What would a forgiving person do in this situation?”

Letting Go Is Letting Grow

Do everything with a mind that lets go.

Do not expect any praise or reward.

If you let go a little, you will have a little peace.

If you let go a lot, you will have a lot of peace.

If you let go completely, you will know complete peace and freedom.

Your struggles with the world will have come to an end.
-Ajahn Chah

Being a forgiving person is not so-called “batch processing,” because each occasion of grief presents itself as an individual claim on my heart-felt intention to liberate all my grieving from the prolonging grip of blame. Forgiving personhood requires me to be singularly responsive to each new grievance that arises in my thoughts and feelings, and to release its burden of blame so that it may run the course of its own season. Presently, therefore, though I still release my grievances on a case-by-case basis, my grievings are relatively short-lived, including even those that are born of circumstances I am forever unlikely to forget.

The contrast of unforgiving and forgiving personhood is profound:

· As a blamefully grieving person, I tend to make forgiving exceptions only for what I choose to perceive as forgettable offenses. Only as a blame-releasing person am I able to forgive what I experience as unforgettable. 

· As a blamefully grieving person I am inclined to cease relinquishment of blameful when the prospect of forgiving feels hurtful. As a blame-releasing person, rather than a person who selectively releases blame when forgivingness doesn’t feel hurtful, I continue to let go of blame until all hurting stops.

There are numerous horrendously hurtful circumstances in which only forgiving personhood empowers my abstention from blamefulness of others. A colleague in forgivingness, Emmie Tse, has written of such personhood:

Many people from around the world have courageously and graciously forgiven others. They have found a place in their hearts to forgive. They have forgiven people in situations which most of us would consider unforgivable. They have forgiven the murderers of their own children and parents. They have forgiven a race of people or individuals that have oppressed them and abused them. They have forgiven fathers and mothers who have neglected and abandoned them. They have forgiven co-workers and friends who have betrayed them. They have forgiven spouses who were unfaithful to them. They have forgiven all manner of persons who have betrayed and/or tormented them, and have forgiven themselves for betraying and tormenting others. 
These people have come to terms with the past, and have given up the pretense that they can change it.  

These people are our heroes. They have the strength, the courage, the generosity and the grace to forgive. And through their journey of forgiveness, they have transformed the home within their hearts, a home that is warm, secure, loving, gentle and peaceful. 

It is in honor of countless heroes and heroines of forgivingness that I daily re-mind myself of two fundamental aspects of my self-dominion: 

· such heroic powers are generically inherent in my own potential to be a blame-releasing beneficial presence; 

· my realization of this potential does not depend on any occasion of my experience, rather upon what I do with each occasion of my experience.

Only thus am I empowered to engage myself in a perceptual makeover on behalf of granting harmless passage in my mind to all that occupies it, and especially to its ongoing preoccupations. And only as I am thus empowered may I commit to the consistent remission of all blamefulness, thereby putting forgivingness first among my relational priorities.

Additional perspectives on experiencing forgivingness: p. xxx

Forgiving My Experience 

The soul of another is a dark forest.

–Russian Proverb
Within the territory of ourselves there can only be our own footprints….

This genuine privacy is the basis of genuine relationship[.]
–Ronald D. Laing

The hardest thing for me to forgive has been life itself for being the way it is, i.e., for being as M. Scott Peck characterized it in his succinct three-word opening paragraph of The Road Less Traveled: “Life is difficult.” I am able to forgive my experience of life’s difficulties only insofar as I am willing to forgive the very nature of experience itself. 

In my own experience thus far, no one has more effectively portrayed the experiential challenge of becoming a mindful person than Ronald Laing in the following passage near the beginning of his book, The Politics of Experience (bibliography, p. xxx).

We can see other people's behavior, but not their experience.... The other person's behavior is an experience of mine. My behavior is an experience of the other.... I see you and you see me. I experience you and you experience me. I see your behavior. But I do not and never have and never will see your experience of me. Just as you cannot see my experience of you... Your experience of me is invisible to me and my experience of you is invisible to you.

I cannot experience your experience. You cannot experience my experience. We are both invisible beings. All beings are invisible to one another. Experience is being's invisibility to being. Experience used to be called the Soul. Experience as invisibility of being to being is at the same time more evident than anything. Only experience is evident. Experience is the only evidence. 

To this day, one of my most outstanding memories is of my initial experience in the late 1960’s of reading the above passage as I was flying from Chicago to a conference in Honolulu. I felt – and quickly repressed – a sudden and unbearable inner sadness that was compounded with a foreboding sense of premonition that attended my synchronous recall of C. P. Snow’s declaration, “We are born alone, and we die alone.” Laing’s words had flung me toward the heart of my inner darkness, from which I quickly retreated.

I snapped the book shut and gulped the free champagne that I had absent-mindedly accepted while engrossed in the early pages of Laing’s treatise on experiential politics. I then rose and briskly made my way to the upper deck of the 747, in which I had earlier – and much to my delight – discovered a piano bar. 

Whenever I feel disconnected, making music is one of my most effective means of reenlistment in feelings of connectivity. To my chagrin on my previous visit to the piano bar, the piano was occupied by someone who I immediately envied (a form of unforgivingness) because of the attention that others were giving him, even though his playing was not (in my estimation) all that notable. (I rationalized this discount by noting instead that in such a small lounge any person who played the least bit well was likely to captivate its intimately crowded audience.) 

As the piano bench was now unoccupied, I gratefully sat down to play what is possibly the most heart-felt music that I had ever rendered thus far, which evoked a silence as profound in those around me as the stillness within me from which the music was emerging. Since silent, rapt attention is approximately the last thing for which piano bars are intended, I mindfully rendered sudden dramatic relief via an impromptu outburst of “Pinetop’s Boogie-Woogie” in celebration of my reclaimed inner sense of interconnectivity.

Over the next two decades I would notice countless times the presence of The Politics of Experience on my bookshelf, as well as on the shelves of others, yet I consulted the book no further. It took that long for me to be at ease with the prospect of reopening the book, only to find that I was still reluctant to read beyond the above-quoted passage. This time, however, my reluctance to proceed was less from a sense of unbearable sadness and foreboding than from a feeling that anything Laing had to say thereafter would dilute my present positive experience of reviewing the pages that preceded his description of experientially built-in loneliness. I did not wish to diminish what I now so differently felt: my intuition of a deeply abiding beneficence of being, a self-presence (my own) that is totally impervious to feelings like those that accompanied my initial encounter of Laing’s insight.

It would be yet another seven years before I read beyond the passage, able at last to thoroughly forgive my experience of feeling forever alone with a self-understanding that can never be fully shared with and/or comprehended by any other. I now utterly accept, without sadness, foreboding, or other doleful sentiment, that I was born alone and one day will die alone as a singular being who lives in the inescapable solitude of the unfathomable (especially by others) individuality of his experience.

What today, as before and always, continuously requires my forgivingness is represented in the good news/bad news declaration of another re-minding from my Wizard of Is:

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 adversary.

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?

Why 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. 

It is from this realization that I have become satisfied with making the most of whatever experience I am presently having by blooming wherever I am presently planted.

Toward Whole-Sumness of Being

If we treat people as they are, we make them worse.

If we treat people as they might be,

we help them become what they are capable of becoming.
–Goethe

The bottom line of my in-here-itance is that I can live no more forgivingly, acceptingly, or lovingly with any other person or during any occasion of experience than I do with my own being. I continually “can’t get no satisfaction” from outer circumstances so long as I do not first create a ground of satisfaction within my core experience of and with myself. Even my enjoyment of the soul mate with whom I share my outer life depends upon the greater resonance of my mindful at-homeness with the sole mate of my inner self-dominion.

As Laing asserted – though not in so many words – “to be” is to be my experience’s sole proprietor. The good news that Laing also asserted (though this was a belated discovery on my part only as I read further in his writings), is that only as I am mindful of that sole proprietorship am I vouchsafed the genuine privacy that makes comparably genuine relationship possible – a depth of relationship that goes far beyond Rilke’s plaintive definition of loving mutuality as “two solitudes [that] protect and border and greet one another.” 

So-called “true” love, i.e., enduring love, is love without a reason, for love that has a reason has a season. Only love that has no reason other than its own existence has no season other than its own eternal self-perpetuity. I am re-minded of this as well by the Wizard of Is:

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

Thus I will never fully see nor understand the inner place you occupy.

Yet even though I cannot inhabit the in-here-ness of your solitude,

nor can you inhabit mine,

I gladly stand with you in every circumstance

while feeling the love for you that is forever in-here-ing me.

Loving forgivingness reestablishes the experience of coherence that my blameful unforgivingness has forestalled. Such is the underlying message of the very first book that made a deep impression on my psyche, L. Frank Baum’s The Wizard of Oz, which so simply portrayed how, when caught up in the self-fragmenting whirlwind of blame, I am not in toto any more. My blamefulness eclipses and thus clouds over my potential to experience the entirety of who, what and how I ultimately am. In my recognition of that totality I have coined the term “whole-sum being.” Whole-sum quality of being prevails only as I am being all that I feel called to be, and am thus calling forth the entirety of my being rather than merely a limited subset of the whole.

It is in, with, and from the whole-sum-ness of my being that I most fully exercise my commanding powers of self-dominion. This is why, when presented with the opportunity to choose between the make-it-happen wielding of unforgiving and other-controlling outward force and the allow-to-happen yielding of forgiving and self-commanding inward power, I raise my allowance accordingly. Having long since entertained all the self-alienation that I can stand, I now choose rather to enjoy the ever-increasing self-appreciation that accompanies the expression of my whole-sum being overall. I can get satisfaction, as my abiding beneficial presence is liberated by my release of the blamefulness that has for so long obscured it.

Additional perspectives on forgiving my experience: p. xxx

AND WHAT IS MORE . . .

Additional Commentary and Perspective
It is a simple task to make things complex,

but a complex task to make things simple.

–Meyer’s Law
Each foregoing major segment of this report (not the subtitled portions) is complemented with supplementary material in the pages that follow this one, thus giving the report somewhat the flexibility of a website. This arrangement also somewhat simulates the flexibility of a brain with its distinctly different hemispheres. For instance, the following reportage tends to be more factually “left-brained” than the foregoing inward reportage that it supplements.

This tandem arrangement also provides readers with alternative ways to navigate my exposition. All that precedes this page may be read first, or each foregoing segment (or some of them) can be read along with its supplementary reportage hereafter.

As indicated in the preface, I strongly recommend parallel reading of each of the report’s “Introduction” and “Introspection” chapters with its supplement below, prior to choosing whether or not to read the “Omnispection” chapters conjointly with their further commentaries. And I strongly dis-recommend reading of the supplementary segments first, because each presumes as its starting point the reader’s familiarity with the preceding reported experience that it further illuminates.

I also urge that readers immediately consult all cross-referenced material as it is cited in the text of this report, unless they have already reviewed the material thus cited.

Nor does this report end with the following supplementary perspectives. Each of these additional perspectives is in turn further supplemented on its own interactive web page at www.forgivingmyself.com. In the online pages readers may not only glimpse into the even farther out inner reaches of my mind, they may also share and explore their own and one another’s responses to and assessments of this report from the individual perspectives of their own experience. 

For the website’s “rules of engagement,” see p. xxx.

Reporting from My Inner Experience (con’t.)
Whosoever looks with heed into his thoughts will find that our science of the mind has not got far. He will find there is somebody within him that knows more than he does, a certain dumb life in life; a simple wisdom behind all acquired wisdom; somewhat not educated or educable; not altered or alterable; a mother wit which does not learn by experience or by books, but knew it all already; makes no progress, but was wise in youth as in age. More or less clouded it yet resides the same in all, saying Ay, ay or No, no, to every proposition. Yet its grand Ay and its grand No are more musical than all eloquence.  Nobody has found the limit of its knowledge.  -Ralph Waldo Emerson

I have often thought that the best way to define a man's character would be to seek out the particular mental or moral attitude in which, when it came upon him, he felt himself most deeply and intensely active and alive.  At such moments there is a voice inside which speaks and says: 'This is the real me!' 

-William James
I value the practice of from-inner-self disclosure in honor of the Emersonian perspective on the inward wisdom that knows that it knows, and that knows what it knows without having to know either the how or why of its knowing. Philosopher Michael Polanyi called this “tacit” knowing, which he characterized as “the more one knows than one can say.” The purpose of engaging the challenge of articulating the more one knows than one can say is illuminated in quantum physicist Henry Stapp’s recollection of Werner Heisenberg's admonition that he (Stapp) was overly optimistic concerning the ability of words to explain quantum reality. "He may very well have been right," Stapp acknowledged, "yet only as we attempt such explanations can we ever know how well we've done."

Emerson’s, Polanyi’s, and Stapp’s intuitions of tacit knowing are among several other perspectives that also inform my communication strategy. Another pertinent perspective is that of Methodism’s founder, John Wesley: “Think and let think.” Although Wesley’s original impetus has not always fared well in his church’s methodical discipline, I honor the intrinsic value of his laissez faire approach to cognition despite any contrary shortcomings of his own or those of his followers. The authority of wisdom that comes from the inner “knower that knows that it knows what it knows” ultimately transcends all individual authorship, by resonating with its compatriot authority in other minds.

Additionally informative of my communication strategy is Marshall McLuhan’s axiom, “the medium is the message,” whose message to the medium of my own self-talk I have been massaging ever since I initially encountered his work. However cryptic McLuhan’s axiom may seem, it articulates the obvious: each medium of expression, be it a person or a technology, structures the interrelationship of all upon which it impinges, and the structural relationship thus formed is the contextual shape-giver to the content that it mediates. 

Four nearly four decades McLuhan’s insight has been weaving in my mind a single fabric of numerous other insights whose correlations it synthesizes: 

· We become what we behold. –William Blake

· We shape our dwellings, and then our dwellings shape us. –Winston Churchill

· By their fruits, ye shall know them. –Jesus 

· What you are speaks so loud, I cannot hear what you say. –Ralph Waldo Emerson

· You cannot travel the path until you are the path. –Buddha

· You must be the change you wish to see in the world. –Mohandus Gandhi
· Man, insofar as he acts on nature to change it, changes his own nature. –Hegel

· Science cannot solve the ultimate mystery of nature. And that is because, in the last analysis, we ourselves are part of the mystery that we are trying to solve. –Max Planck

My experience of being an integral part of the cosmos is also illuminated by another quantum physicist, Matthew Jacobsen: “The raspberry within itself does not contain its sweetness, nor does the tongue. It is in the interaction between the two that this glorious manifestation of the divine resides.” The irreducible mystery of this interaction was honored by Louis Armstrong in his reply to someone who asked him to explain what jazz is: “If you have to ask the question, you won’t understand the answer.” Armstrong understood that there is ultimately no such actual thing as what jazz is, there is only jazz as it is. 

And so it ultimately is with all that is, á la what Alan Smithson calls reality’s Kairos Point: “Ultimate reality is encountered neither in our minds nor in the physical cosmos, but at the point where these meet” (bibliography, p. xxx). This is why no specification of what is does full justice to it as is. There is ultimately, for example, not Louis Armstrong and his jazzy music, rather there is Louis Armstrong as his jazzy music. And from the broadest view of this perspective, there is not the universe and its contents, only the universe as its contents – a relationship that is recursive at every level of existence: there is only life as those who live it rather than life and those who live it; there is only the world as its ecology rather than the world and its ecology; there is only the nation as its citizens rather than and its citizens, the team (neighborhood, family) as rather than and its membership, myself as rather than and my experience – all the way down to the quantum perspective of particles as their physics rather than particles and their physics. 

The quantum perspective on particles holds at some level for everything of which the universe’s particles are a part. Everything is thereby its own message, regardless of appearances to the contrary. Until I understand this deepest of all ecologies – that what is, is, as it is, with no additive that “ands” itself thereto (i.e., in other than my perception) – I will continue to ignore the universal implication of a greater whole of which I am equally whole in part. I will instead relate to life as an independent isolate in a random aggregation of things that are made to happen, rather than as a participant in an infinitely interdependent web of what is happening. Those who have managed to articulate this quantum perspective on human affairs – Matthew Jacobson’s “raspberry” perspective writ large – have similarly articulated its universal medium-as-message outlook. For instance, when Gandhi said to the person who came to him for a message, “My life is my message!” he spoke from the same tacit knowing that had earlier moved Jesus to say, “The Father and I are one.”

To the extent that each local medium of universal expression is its own message, whether collectively as a whole galaxy or “particle zoo,” or singularly as an individual whole, I am myself a local medium of universalized expression. Every relationship that I form, or in which I am otherwise a formative participant, in turn forms my experience in accordance with the nature of my form-giving perception thereof. In shaping my relationship to my life as my life, my perceptivity correspondingly shapes the feedback I receive as my experience. 
Experience as Exculpatory Evidence
Experience is the best sculptor.

-Marion Diamond, in Magic Trees of the Mind
The initial adoption of my communication strategy was triggered by my learning (in August, 1965) of a precedent set by engineer-architect R. Buckminster (“Bucky”) Fuller, who spent nearly two years in silent determination not to speak another word until he knew what certainties were grounded within himself, irrespective of others’ testimony. He undertook this two-year seminar with his own interiority amidst circumstances that led him to feel that he had utterly failed in life. He aborted an intended suicide attempt only as he recognized that his situation was the result of being at the effect of other people’s misguided direction. Instead of taking his life, he chose to live its remainder according to the inner wisdom of his own “grand Ay” and “grand No,” initially by shutting up until he felt at one with that wisdom. According to Bucky, it was his ongoing lifelong counsel with his inner “Wizard of Is” (my term, not his) that evoked his novel understanding of geometry called “synergetics” (derived from his definition of “synergy” as “doing more with less”), and his structural application of this geometry in so-called “geodesic domes” and “tensegrity” structures. Few people have yet to fathom the integrity of matter as effectively as Bucky did, so that a general realization of synergetics awaits a future generation that may be even farther removed in time from ours than are we from one with whom Bucky was often compared, Leonardo deVinci.

Though inspired by Fuller’s example, I enrolled myself in a less compressively timed seminar with my own inner “Wizard of Is,” a seminar that has since been lifelong. Instead of conducting my inner consultancy within a long period of silence, I committed myself to living my life in accordance with breakings of silence that represent mindful self-discourse: my articulation of and communication from the inner knowing that minds my experience. Like Bucky, I have chosen to mindfully trust the validation of my own inner experience above all confirmatory or contrary input from others – to the point that I am often chary of others’ agreement, in honor its potential to be wrong. I trustingly own my inner knowing and, in light of that knowing, all of my mistakes as well, thereby holding no one else responsible for and/or accountable to anything that I perceive, experience, think, say, or do. And also like Bucky Fuller, while I recognize that this is not always the most comfortable way to live with others, I know that it is ultimately the most comfortable way to live with myself.

The occasion of my own declaration of truce with perceived failure was the latest of a series of fruitless relationships with women that had strung me out during the first of the two mid-life crises that I precipitated both prior and subsequent to my second marriage. I made this truce while dangling between wifetimes, the next of which felt forever destined to elude me. On one particular occasion my regret over a failed relationship became so unbearable that I was determined never to feel that way again. 

As befitting a remorse-aholic who at long last was committed to recovery, I took a fierce moral inventory of every incident of regretfulness that I could call to memory from early childhood onward, intent upon discerning any sustaining pattern that could be broken. Thus committed, I recognized the pattern immediately. My deepest regrets were invariably for things not done rather than for something I had done. The message of all such regret was uniformly consistent: “What if I had [done, said, allowed, etc.] . . .” 

The truce I thereby made with my regret was simple. On behalf of releasing all accumulated and current feelings of regret, I promised to live the remainder of my life in such a way that I would never again have to ask, “What if I had been real?” The immediate effect of this self-forgiving pact was a remarkable relaxation of my gut. In thus committing to be who I am by forgiving and ceasing to be who I am not, I instantly added a full inch to my waistline. 

I soon thereafter discovered that my gut was inclined to contract again the moment I flirted with being unreal. Such contraction, I realized, was what Ernest Hemingway had called “a built-in, shockproof shit detector.” I further realized that I had always had the benefit of this I’m-not-being-real indicator, but it had become so tightly wound that any further signals of contraction went unnoticed. I had disabled its proof of shock. 

Now that this detector had been returned to its default setting, I was alert to its signal of when I was being untrue to myself. I was greatly relieved to know that I would never again have to wonder if I was being real, for my reinstated built in shockproof B.S. detector would let me know whenever deception crept into the mien of my meaning, and remind me of my commitment never again to go in the direction of untruthfulness to self.

I assumed that my authenticity was forever assured until a few weeks later during a first date, when my gut signaled that I was not being real with her. Then the unexpected happened: I found it impossible to get myself back on the course of authenticity. I continued to be unreal with her throughout the entire evening. 

I drove home, devastated. It had never occurred to me that “being real” could elude me once I became mindful of not being so. It was only the next morning, as I initiated self-forgivingness by asking myself, “What have I yet to learn about being real?” that my gut again relaxed. It did so as I realized that all I would have had to say to my date the night before is, “For some reason I don’t understand, I am having difficulty being real with you” – and voila! I would immediately have been real. 

That evening I called her up and confessed, “I realized this morning that I wasn’t being real with you last night, and I’d like another chance to be so.” Instead of ending in regret, our relationship eventually ran its course, in accordance with what Margaret Mead said when asked why her marriages failed: “They didn’t fail, they got used up.”

Experience as Revelatory Evidence

Nothing is precious save what is yourself in others and others in yourself.

-Teilhard de Chardin

It is from the practice of my commitment to let that which is be what it is, and thereby allowing it to become however otherwise it may be, that I most fully appreciate others’ reluctance to take me to task when I disclose myself from my inner experience of being real, so long as I convey it with no expectation that others validate my experience as being also true for them. Disclosures from my innermost experience tend to speak so much more loudly than any or all of the roles I play, that they are proportionately less likely to evoke others’ contradiction than categorical assertions that tend to seem invalid from the perspective of their own experience. So long as I am being real, I tend to relate both from and to the inner sourceror that inhabits all concerned. 

It was shortly after I began honoring my regret-releasing truce that I responded to another’s statement of regret by writing the re-minder cited earlier in which I christened my inner sourceror as “The Wizard of Is” (see p. xx). Self-discourse that is mindful of and from my inner wizardry is a powerfully evocative mode of communication, yet is seldom provocative of others’ exception-taking to what I say. Only rarely will someone insist that my experience is not what I say it is, as if anyone’s experience can be “wrong” in and of itself, rather than only erroneously comprehended. Though I am often questioned about my experience, my experience itself is hardly ever called into question. From-inner-self disclosure invites mutually corrective self-inquiry, rather than adversarial reactivity and litigious cross-exacerbation.

As people listen to my from-inner-self disclosure of my experience, rather than to a story that merely tells them about it, they correspondingly tend to tune in to whatever experience of their own is resonant with mine. Instead of fueling a rejoinder by listening primarily to what they intend to say in defense of their own story when I pause in telling mine, being too engaged in their own self-talk to genuinely attend to that of others, my auditors tend to hear what I am saying from the depths of their own experience rather than with undue reference to our respective storylines. They tend to perceive correlations of my from-inner-self disclosure with aspects of their own interior dialog.
A further advantage of from-inner-self disclosure is that it minimizes my own incentive to continue dwelling on a fixed recitation of my life’s story line. To the extent that I experience being truly heard by some, I feel no need to tell my story to many. Nor, as I experience authentic responsiveness from others, do I feel in need of clinging to my present perceptions and interpretations of “the story of my life.” The world of my experiential reality becomes correspondingly more fluid, as evidenced in the “new age” cliché that it never is too late to have a happy childhood. (See p. xxx)

Honoring Life’s Trips

The only thing permanent is change.

​-Heraclitus

The more things change, the more they stay the same.

​-French proverb

The medium-as-message axiom also represents the conserving tendency of the evolutionary process, which reconciles widely contrasting perspectives on change. As Heraclitus further framed his perspective on the permanence of impermanency, “you can’t step in the same river twice.” 

Evolution is the cosmos’ flowingly adaptive response as a whole to the dynamics of moment-to-moment local changes in its parts. The “message” of evolutionary mediation is its preservation of workability (commonly key-worded as “survival”) via simple and incremental adaptive steps and occasional leaps of complexification á la what has come to be called “punctuated equilibrium.” The fundamental simplicity of evolving wholeness overall is conserved via the progressive complexification of its molecular and ecological parts in the face of unduly punctuated disequilibrium. Stated in so many words: the dynamical message of all effective (i.e., workable) change is the preservation of the whole via the successful adaptation of its parts to fluctuating local circumstances.

My favorite metaphor of this whole-part relationship is one coined by biophysicist Herbert Morowitz in his book, Cosmic Joy and Local Pain (bibliography, p. xxx). For Morowitz, “cosmic joy” represents the harmonizing tendency of universal wholeness, while “local pain” represents any and all dis-ease of and among its parts. According to Morowitz, local pain is forever being salved by cosmic joy. Jesus and Paul might well have conveyed their own messages of salvific reconciliation in such terms had they been addressing today’s scientific mindset.
Morowitz acknowledged the omni-reciprocal dynamic of cosmic wholeness in his proposal of a fourth law of motion, which maintains that matter is organized by the manner in which energy flows through a system. Just as gravity binds the cosmos together as a unitary whole, so does a prevailing and harmonious universalized flow of energy reconcile to itself all local differences within the cosmic whole. A long-standing spiritual term for such reconciliation of pain to joy is “grace.” 

However such conciliation may be named or metaphored, “forgivingness” by any other name just as sweetly represents the grace-full presence of cosmic joy in the locality of human affairs. Among my favorite accounts of forgivingness thus grace-fully understood is that of another scientist, anthropologist Loren Eiseley, who perceived the relationship of cosmic joy to an incident of his own local pain after tripping over a curbstone while walking to his office. He experienced the incident from the perspectivity of his inner molecular galaxy’s recursive reflection of the greater cosmos as a whole:

. . . I caught the toe of my shoe in an ill-placed drain. Some trick of mechanics brought me down over the curb with extraordinary violence. A tremendous crack echoed in my ears. When I next opened my eyes I was lying face down on the sidewalk. My nose was smashed over on one side. Blood from a gash on my forehead was cascading over my face. 

Reluctantly I explored further, running my tongue cautiously about my mouth and over my teeth. Under my face a steady rivulet of blood was enlarging to a bright red pool on the sidewalk. It was then, as I peered nearsightedly at my ebbing substance there in the brilliant sunshine, that a surprising thing happened. Confusedly, painfully, indifferent to running feet and the anxious cries of witnesses about me, I lifted a wet hand out of this welter and murmured in compassionate concern, “Oh, don’t go. I’m sorry, I’ve done for you.” 

The words were not addressed to the crowd gathering around me. They were inside and spoken to no one but to a part of myself. I was quite sane, only it was an oddly detached sanity, for I was addressing blood cells, phagocytes, platelets, all the crawling, living, independent wonder that had been part of me and now, through my folly and lack of care, were dying like beached fish on the hot pavement. A great wave of passionate contrition, even of adoration, swept through my mind, a sensation of love on a cosmic scale, for mark that this experience was, in its way, as vast a catastrophe as would be that of a galaxy consciously suffering through the loss of its solar systems.

I was made up of millions of these tiny creatures, their toil, their sacrifices, as they hurried to seal and repair the rent fabric of this vast being whom they have unknowingly, but in love, compounded. I was their galaxy, their creation. And I, for the first time in my mortal existence, did not see these creatures as odd objects under a microscope. Instead, an echo of the force that moved them came up from the deep well of my being and flooded through the shaken circuits of my brain. I was they – their galaxy, their creation. For the first time, I loved them consciously, even as I was plucked up and away by willing hands. It seemed to me then, and does now in retrospect, that I had caused to the universe I inhabited as many deaths as the explosion of a supernova in the cosmos.

Weeks later, recovering, I paid a visit to the place of the incident. A faint discoloration still marked the sidewalk. I hovered over the spot, obscurely troubled. They were gone, utterly destroyed – those tiny beings – but the entity of which they had made a portion still persisted. I shook my head, conscious of the brooding mystery that the poet Dante impelled into his great line: “the love that moves the sun and other stars.”
Another bit of wisdom admonishes, “There’s no use crying over spilt milk.” With Loren Eiseley, I sometimes tear-facedly transgress this wisdom in response to spillings of the milk of humankindness. I find such forgiving spillage of my tears to be infinitely preferable to its alternative, the unforgiving tillage of my fears. And out of my own respect for the long-term outcome of cosmic joy’s mediation of local pain, I am also one with Eiseley in another of his confessions: “I am resigned to wait out man’s lingering barbarity.”

Shaping My Propositional Phases

[I]t is the experience of the object, and only the experience of the object, that decides.

​–Alain, The Gods
As I consciously evolve myself by making over the content of my perceptions, I do so to conserve the workability of my relationship to the common ground of all my perceiving – namely, my relationship to the very one who does my perceiving, the one whom I know so intimately as “me”. One way that I empower such workability is by being mindful of the propositions that are embedded in my use of prepositions. Like the mythical bed of Procrustes, to which all who passed were stretched or trimmed to fit its length, linguistic constructions similarly tend to embed and conform my passing perceptions. Amidst these constructions, prepositions are the pivotal fulcrum of perceptual formation as concerns my relationship to self and others. Prepositions are in and of themselves (as well as with, through, to, from, within, beyond, etc. themselves) definitive of relationships, hence their medium-as-message correlate: my use of prepositions mediates my relational propositions.

My use of prepositions represents the shape of my interrelationships. For example: the quickest way for me to know where other folks are “at” is to pay close attention to their use of prepositions. Thus  my overall use of the word “about” reveals more of what I am actually about than do the words that complete the phrases with which I preface this particular preposition. Similarly, my perceptivity’s prepositional conditioning is far more shallow when I am merely thinking about my feelings, than when I am thinking with, through and from my feelings. When I think about my feelings, they are perceived as distinct from my thinking, rather than as being integral with it. I perceive myself and my feelings, when there is really only me as my feelings (as well as so much else). I thereby tend to perceptually alienate myself from the totality of my local cosmos, as if I were a living split infinitive. Yet as it is with all I may think about, so it is with my thinking itself: there is only my thinking as myself, not my thinking and myself. Thus is metaphysical law of correspondence – as within, so without – in recursive interrelationship to the physical law of motion: “for every action there is an equal and opposite reaction.”

Another specific example is my use of the preposition “from”; my overall use of “from” reveals more of the whence of my “coming” (a.k.a. as my “come from”) than do any subsequent words that it phrases. The prepositional medium is its message, so that my sense of from-ness is far more formative of my interrelationality than the content of the phrases that my use of the preposition “from” initiates. Hence my earlier acknowledgement (p. xx) that though I don’t always get what I am looking, praying, or meditating for, I do always get what I am looking, praying, and meditating from.

It is because of my preference for communications that expand rather than contract my mindset’s frame of reference that I endeavor to be ever-mindful of how my use of prepositional phrases reflects the shape of my propositional phases. My relationship to prepositions embeds the overall relational pattern of my experience. When I merely think about myself, I tend to think myself to pieces. Alternatively, so long as I am thinking (and speaking or writing) from myself, I tend to think myself together. This mindful change of prepositional perspective has been highly instrumental to my overall shift from a formerly reactive outlook on my experience to a proactive beholdment of my experience. 

Prepositional phrasing is but one of many ways that language may be used to reframe its Procrustean edginess. Other ways, such as seriously purposeful and rejoyceful punning, the mindful use of rheologism (see p. xx), chiasmus (ibid.), and other literary devices including alliteration, meter, and homonym are replete throughout this report. Yet the most important thing for me to remain ever mindful of, in support of my semantic shenanigans, is that so long as I am expressing myself in language I am inexorably framing myself in accordance with the how of my doing so.

Further commentary and a discussion of open-mindful self-discourse:

www.forgivingmyself.com/self-disclosure.htm.

Forceful Reaction . . . (con’t.)

The place to find is within yourself.

–Joseph Campbell
The First Law of Experience is that all of my experience takes place within me. Finding the very place in and from which my experience originates, and coming to know and lovingly command my experience from that place, is prerequisite to the effective consummation of my being’s urge to magnify its self-appreciation, actualization, realization, and fulfillment.

None of my experience, be it “good” or “bad,” happens to me by taking place “out there.” I have yet to take place “out there” in a place that is other than where I am: right here. All of my experience occurs in the place that is uniquely and forever “here” to me, so that the story of my life is the never-ending in-here-ing of what is growing on (or isn’t) in my experiential universe. Though most of what I experience occurs externally, my experience of it is entirely interior. My experience takes place entirely and eternally within, and never for so much as a nanosecond occurs out there.

Whenever I relate to my experience as though it actually were taking place out there, my behavior tends to be reactionary. It also tends to be forceful in direct proportion to the intensity of my dislike of what I am experiencing. Yet in every such case, the outward exertion can be no more effective than is my inner mastery of my powers of perception.

The respective dynamical consequences of forceful and powerful behaviors are elaborated in David R. Dawkins’ books, beginning with Power vs. Force: The Hidden Determinants of Human Behavior (bibliography, p. xxx). Since I am most immediately concerned in this report with my own individual experience of and perspectives on the contrasting consequences of powerful and forceful behavior, I address Dawkins’ and others’ more generalized experimental and psychological understandings of these behaviors at the forgivingmyself.com website, as cited in the note at the conclusion of the next segment.

. . . or Powerful Response? (con’t.)

[O]ur experience of the natural world is based in the end not directly on behavior that occurs in nature, but rather on the results of our perception and analysis of this behavior. -Stephan Wolfram

It is my inner relationship to my circumstances that causes my particular experience of them, not my circumstances in and of themselves. For example, it was our respective differences in relationship to the honking horn that caused my wife and I to experience its initial impingement on our lives so differently.

Each of my experiences is peculiar to the inner relationship I have established with my circumstances. Accordingly, my experience is what happens as interpreted by that relationship. My experience = what is happening + my awareness of what is happening + my interpretive perception and analysis of that awareness. This compounded realization is the foundation of all intra- and interpersonal genius, as well as of the occasional compound fracture of such genius (known as “schizoid”) that sometimes gnashes at otherwise brilliant minds. In any and all events, perception is all, and all perception is chosen.

The Second Law of Experience, therefore, is that interpretation of experience is the mother of all perception, and thus the ultimate mother of invention. This law may also be called the Law of Response Ability, because my ability to act responsibly is empowered – or dis-empowered – by the interpretational matrix that I have programmed (often thoughtlessly) into my perceptivity. Perceptivity, like all other procedures of computation, is no better than the conceptual garbage or jewels of wisdom that reciprocate my importation thereof with my experience’s corresponding behavioral exports. This is why, at every level of my relationship to the grandest of all computations that I variously refer to as “the cosmos,” “the comprehensive whole system,” “the universal ways and means of all that is,” “the grand order and design” (or the latter’s acronym, “G.O.D.”), whatever comes around to me continues to go around accordingly. Such is the inexorable working out of that from which all things come, in which all things live, and by which all things have their experience: recursion does as recursion is.

The First and Second Laws of Experience are the principles that respectively govern perceptual individuality and behavioral reciprocity, and are likewise the respective foundations of all effective self-dominion and life management. 

· In accordance with the First Law of Experience, I am uniquely individual because all experience takes place within, and I therefore am unique in my self-dominion because of my experiential singularity. 

· In accordance with the Second Law of Experience, the behavioral consequences of my individual perceptivity are reciprocally interrelated with the behavioral consequences of everyone else’s perceptivity. 

In consequence of all my surrounding consequences, my experience of life becomes most manageable when I function in response-enabled harmony with the behavioral reciprocities of all concerned.

Truth As Consequences

Sooner or later, we all sit down to a banquet of consequences.

–Robert Louis Stevenson

Within the intra-/interpersonal matrix of perceptual and experiential law, forgivingness and unforgivingness are variations on a reciprocal theme called “reward-and-punishment.” This theme is also the prevailing scheme by which most human beings tend to manage their interrelationships with one another, as well as with their planetary household. The theme persists as merely a “scheme” because reward-and-punishment exist only within the interiority complex of human consciousness, having had no other existence until human beings thought it up and thereafter project it on the world at large, which is consequently perceived as a realm of punishment, “red in tooth and claw.”

We not only project our reward-and-punishment schemes on one another, we similarly project them on the exploitable “resources” and prevailing “forces” of nature overall. Yet (and nonetheless) the universe functions impartially, reigning equally over those whom we designate as just and unjust in reciprocal accordance with their respective “believing is seeing” initiatives, while otherwise knowing nothing of our inventions of commendation and condemnation. My “rewards” and “punishments,” whether meted to others or received by myself, are no more than presumptuous local amendments to the impartial universal laws (force, motion, gravity, recursivity, etc.) that govern the cosmos as a whole with blameless reciprocity.

The assignment of responsibility or accountability requires no attending allotment of commendation or condemnation, which anyone who mindfully examines nature’s functions can clearly see. As secular philosopher Robert Ingersoll observed, “In nature there are neither rewards nor punishments – there are consequences.” And as spiritual philosopher Ernest Holmes accordingly concluded, “There is no sin but a mistake, and no punishment but its consequence. . . . We are not punished for our sins, but by them. Sin is its own punishment and righteousness its own reward.”

In other words, neither sin nor virtue has a method. Instead, each of them is its own method of reciprocal response ability. Once again, the medium is the message: there is not me and my chosen method, there is me as my chosen method. I am innately my own unique method of response ability, via which “The highest reward for one's toil is not what one gets for it but what one becomes by it" (John Ruskin). 

All of my behavior has corresponding recursive consequences that make me individually responsible and accountable for every action, and whereby my consequences reciprocally bear the fruit that is rooted in my choices. As my choices are sown, so do I reap their corresponding results. It is thus that by my fruits I am most well-known.

The inherent reciprocity within all consequential relationships constitutes the Third Law of Experience, which acknowledges the universal outcome of the first two laws as recognized in the spiritual Golden Rule of transcendent self-regard, as well as in the common-sense beholden rule of immediate  perceptivity: “what comes around goes around.” To ignore or deny any reciprocal consequence of my actions is an ultimately self-defeating attempt to “cash in” on life’s benefits while ignoring its return on my investment in mistakes. The result of thus irresponsibly selling my consequences short is an eventual banquet of consequences that ill-feeds all concerned. 

Releasing Myself to Whole-Sum Being

Constantly remind yourself, “I am a member of the whole body of consciousness things.”  If you think of yourself as a mere ‘part,’ then love for humanity will not well up in your heart; you will look for some reward in every act of kindness, and miss the boon which the act itself is offering.  Then all your work will be seen as a mere duty and not as the very porthole connecting you with the Universe itself.  –Marcus Aurelius
However freely my choices may be made, I am neither free of their outcomes nor am I free to create outcomes that are contrary to the logic that inheres my in-here-ing choices. My freedom of choice reciprocally binds me to its natural consequences, so that even the nature of their binding is reflective of my choices. For example, choosing to perceive my consequences as rewards gives rise to even further consequences, which differ greatly from those that correspond with choosing to perceive my consequences as punishments. Likewise do my choices to forgive and not forgive correspondingly bind me to their respectively contrasting consequences. I am forever held by and to the consequences of my freedom of choice, in accordance with the reciprocal nature of that freedom itself: I am bound because I am first free to choose my perceptual bindings. 

My only way out of participation in the interiority complex of specious reward-and-punishment is to cease my inner bondage thereto. I release myself from this bondage by relating non-judgmentally to the outcomes of my own and others’ behavior, perceiving all outcomes as the reciprocally occurring results of corresponding choices, and by upholding all concerned in responsibly engaging and being accountable to whatever reciprocal consequences their choices have set in motion. 

In accordance with this responsibility/accountability correlate of free will, I have freedom of choice, not of consequence. For instance, the presence of honking horns at times and in places I prefer them not to be is a consequence of my choice to live in a heavily populated urban environment. I can negotiate their presence via a physical makeover of my relationship to the outer world, such as “busting” them and thereby initiating further distressful consequences, or by moving to a remote area where I quite probably will experience a different set of distressful consequences. (In an age of Boeing arrows that now fly almost everywhere overhead, remoteness from the soundscape of human technology has become approximately as nebulous as the ever-receding and somewhere-else place I can never get to, which is generally known as “there.”)

Alternatively, and with far less efforting, I can accommodate honking horns via a perceptual makeover of my mindset, such as by choosing not to be distressed in response to their unwanted presence. Though their stimulus may be unavoidable, my distressful response thereto is optional.

Between the polar alternatives of reaction and response there also lies an intermediate alternative, such as asking the one who is honking his/her horn to cease doing so. Yet throughout my “four flat tires” escapade, I never entertained this alternative, because I have such a poor track record when it comes to persuading others to do things that are contrary to their perceived self-interest (to say nothing of the similarly inconsequential track record of those who endeavor to get me to act in contradiction of my own).

When my choice of relationship to other persons and outer circumstances is an unforgiving one, I cause myself to experience condemnation, resentment, regret, grievances, grudges, hard feelings, and other sentiments that are detrimental first and foremost to my own wellbeing. All such unforgiving turmoil is emotionally cancerous of my feeling nature, and takes a toll on my mental and physical capacities as well, as documented by the clinical evidence cited in Appendix 1 (p. xxx).

Alternatively, when my relationship to the world’s impingements on me is forgiving, I experience greater coherence of perspective, innate character, and intention; greater alignment of feeling, thought and purpose; greater outward expression of my innermost integrity; and the fulfillment that comes from mindfully being the inherently beneficial presence that I am. As a forgiving person, I free myself for the experience of being all that I feel called to be, by expressing the whole of who I am rather than some role-played subtotal of my being. Hence my coinage of the term “whole-sum being,” with which to signify the internal coherence, behavioral alignment, integral expression, and optimal fulfillment of my inherently beneficial presence.

Further commentary and a discussion of the dynamics of forceful reaction and powerful response: www.forgivingmyself.com/forceandpower.htm.

Choosing Mindfully Intentional Self-Dominion (con’t.)

Our highest endeavor must be to develop free human beings

who are able of themselves to impart purpose and direction to their lives.

–Rudolph Steiner

Commanding the dominion of my perception on behalf of self-forgivingness is less about forgiving myself per se than it is about what being self-forgiving is about: blameless direction of my inner powers of discernment and choice, accompanied by my acceptance of responsibility for my choices and accountability for their consequences. Such direction is primarily a matter of what and where I am coming from rather than of what and where I may be going to, because that toward which I go is inevitably reciprocal to my come-from.  

My purpose in becoming a blame-free person is to rekindle, as an adult, the expression of inner, whole-sum being that was forsaken in the procedure of my growing (presumably) “up.” Reclaiming my forfeiture of whole-sum being is the ultimate objective of my self-forgiving perceptual makeover. 

Given this objective, my reportage herein is as biographical of an aborning mode of perceptivity as it is of the person in whose experience this mode is mindfully evolving. My reportage is intended to be in keeping with Vladimir Nobokov’s intuition: “The following of thematic designs through one’s life should be, I think, the true purpose of autobiography.” Accordingly, this report is primarily about my perceptual and conceptual evolution, rather than about my life-scenario as such. 

The central theme of my evolving perceptivity is my ongrowing encounter of and with “the ruler within myself,” the inner governor of my experience that is responsible and accountable for whether I feel powerful or helpless, forgiving or unforgiving – the ultimate governor of my relationship to and experience of all and everything.  My “prime directive” with reference to the governance of my experience is the exercise of whole-sum self-dominion. 

Only to the extent that I forgivingly allow my inner governor to function as the whole and sole (and therefore soul) proprietor of my being, forsaking all self-disabling blame, may I fully exercise my powers of self-dominion. When I choose instead to be unforgiving, I default upon my sovereign relationship to myself, and am consequently unforgiving of my primary bond with my own whole-sum being. I make myself a prisoner of my circumstances by incarcerating myself in the assumption that others have sovereignty over my disposition, and that it is therefore they who are the ones responsible and accountable for how I feel, think, and act, as well as for changing the way that I feel, think, and act.

The experiential truth of my existence is that I am my own inner sourcerer’s apprentice. I am apprenticed to no one else’s interior governance, just as no one else is apprenticed to mine. To whatever extent I presume to externalize causal command of my thoughts, feelings, and behavior, I thereby set my mind to perceive the one who it is minding as being helpless, and to blame my perceived helplessness on other persons, outer circumstances, or on some presumed deficiency of my “powers.” Only as I choose to perceive my thoughts, feelings, and behavior as the outcome of my internal causal command, am I able to source (or re-source) my power to deal constructively with whatever circumstances and outcomes I may face, including those with which I have little or no external causal power of determination.

For example, as a childhood survivor of polio, the immediate “fact” of my consequent condition was that I would be permanently disabled (i.e., what in those days was called “crippled” and/or “handicapped”). Yet I recalled the earlier immediate “fact” that my doctors had sorrowfully shared with my parents, that I could not possibly survive the onslaught of the disease, since I had been severely stricken with all three kinds of polio that ravaged my spine, throat, and brain. It was in face of that misdiagnosis that I first realized how all such facts are momentary, and that the shape and duration of their momentousness for me is determined by the relationship I establish with such facts. 

Though I had, for the time being, no choice other than to honor the present “fact” of my disabled condition, as well as my fear of its presumed (by others) permanency, I did so by allowing both “fact” and fear to be what they momentarily were, while refusing to finance either of them with the energy of paid attention to any likelihood of life-long disability. I refused to perceive myself as being more than momentarily handicapped. I instead told myself in effect, as I have since learned to tell myself in so many words, “Bless the appearances, full speed ahead.”

I refused to accept the diagnosis from which my doctors presumed to determine the future “facts” of my recovery, namely that my present handicap was permanent. I gave my total attention instead to the regimen of exercises, hot packs, and other therapy that they said would only somewhat mitigate, not eliminate my disability. Within a few weeks my only notable residual physical effects of the disease were a change of my voice from soprano to tenor, and of my vision from nearsighted to farsighted. 

I had become far-sighted indeed, for from this experience I had learned that in the future I could likewise refuse dire “facts” of impossibility. In continuing to refuse such verdicts, I am still on the learning curve that keeps me attentive to whatever self-helpful powers are at any given moment still within my inner governor’s command, while refusing to wed myself to passing experiences and perceptions of inability or disability.

It was thus that I first demonstrated to myself that my inner ruler’s power of determination – the rudder by which I direct my experiential course – is directed by my intent. To the degree that I am mindful of the intent that is directing my life’s course, I likewise know my most probable destiny and also have the power to modify unwanted probabilities. It is firmness rather than “goodness” of intention that makes all the difference, which is why committed intent to do harm so readily prevails over merely “good” intent to do what is right. 

Firmness of intent is maintained only by heart-felt commitment. As heart-felt commitment to intent aims me at my chosen destiny, it correspondingly steadies my inner-directed destinal course.

Commanding the Power of My Intent

Intention organizes its own fulfillment.
-Deepak Chopra
If anything is worth doing, do it with all your heart.

-Buddha
For my intent to function effectively as the rudder of my life’s course, my commitment of and to that intent is the keel that keeps me from being blown off course by persons and circumstances that are not aligned with my intent. Though I am unable to align the world with my intent, doing so is fortunately unessential. Internal heart-felt alignment with my intent is sufficient unto its ongoing realization. Emotional and mental dedication (a.k.a. “commitment”) to mindful intent is the guarantor of my chosen destiny. When I am directed by such intent, I am at once receptive to its fulfillment, perceptive of every opportunity for fulfillment, and inceptive of embracing such opportunity. Thus do my heartfelt intentions assure their own procurement.

Whenever I am unforgiving, no matter of whom or what, myself included, this negative intent becomes the directing rudder of my destiny. Thus, for example, had I been unforgiving of the immediate condition in which my bout with polio left me, I would be in that condition still. Some might say that I was merely lucky, and that such positive perception would not be just as effective for everyone else who has been comparably disabled by circumstance of accident or disease. With this assessment I provisionally agree, the provision being this: while I claim only for myself the degree to which my refusal of “poliohood” did work for me, I also claim that comparable refusal of such verdicts by others will also dramatically ameliorate if not terminate any disabling condition that besets them. 

The only way I am able to remit any negative condition is to turn my attention from that condition to a preferred alternative. Because my intention is fueled by my attention, positive intent is empowered only by correspondingly positive attention. So long as I am in self-denial of how unforgiving intent skews my thinking, feelings, and experience of all other intention, it is I who am buffeting myself off the course of positive intent. Only the choice to be forgiving empowers me to exercise the self-dominion of mindful responsibility for and accountability to my positive intentions.  

Unforgiving self-denial assumes that the determining source of my experience is external, that my destiny is thereby at the effect of my circumstances, and that my only resulting options are either forceful reaction or a lapse into helpless resignation. Self-dominion proceeds from the opposite assumption: that my locus of command is centered where my feelings, thoughts, and intentional will to act likewise have their residence.

Self-dominion is sourced and re-sourced from my inner powers of command, which empower me to respond in ways that honor me as a feeling, thoughtful, inner-active and interactive, cohesive and coherent whole-sum being. Unforgiveness of self and others mobilizes my outward-directed react abilities instead, as I adopt the role of counter-adversary. Such role-sum being invariably sells short my whole-sum being. Only as I choose to release my blamefulness do I once again re-source wholeness of intent. 

A forgiving response is always immediately available to me, so long as I am willing to develop and employ the inner capacities that empower me to be minimally distracted, distressed, deterred, or detoured by persons and conditions that I am outwardly unable to direct. Though I must take any actual helplessness into due account, my capacitated self-empowerment liberates me to transcend limitation that is fueled far more by self-negating feelings, thoughts and actions than by any material fact of actual impedance or impotence. 

Having powers is a matter of translating capacity into ability. I can’t “have” (i.e., exercise) my powers until I actualize my innate capacity for their exercise into actual, realized ability to employ them. Such exercise of my inner powers requires that I cease my unforgivingly forceful engagement of outer ones. Only thus may I empower the faculty of allowing external impingements on my sensibility to approach me in the way that I myself determine.

Intent governs my choices, by selecting for choices that are fulfilling of my intentions. Accordingly therefore, once I made the firm intention to cease being distracted by the honking horn, it quickly ceased to do so, just as my earlier refusal to be distracted by “poliohood” brought about my full recovery therefrom. Once I accepted the horn as a natural aspect of the urban soundscape of my morning meditations, it was no more disruptive of my meditation than are passing overhead clouds disruptive of my experience of daylight. Its blare became as momentary in my daily experience as my “poliohood” had been momentary in my life overall.  

And so it is with forgivingness. My intent to be forgiving is the cause of my forgiving behavior, so long as I am committed to the intent. Only intent that is heartfelt from within has the power to realign my outward attention accordingly. The way this reciprocity is acknowledged in an oft-quoted statement by W. H. Murray, who participated in Sir Edmund Hillary’s initial conquest of Mt. Everest:

Until one is committed, there is hesitancy, the chance to draw back, and always ineffectiveness. Concerning all acts of initiative (and creation), there is one elementary truth, the ignorance of which kills countless ideas and splendid plans: that the moment one definitely commits oneself, then providence moves, too. All sorts of things occur to help one that would never otherwise have occurred. A whole stream of events issues from the decision, raising in one's favor all manner of unforeseen incidents and meetings and material assistance, which no man could have dreamt would have come his way. 

I have learned a deep respect for one of Goethe's couplets:

Whatever you can do, or dream you can, begin it.
Boldness has genius, power and magic in it.

Commitment – firm intent – is distinguished by its non-divertibility. Non-divertibility of intent does not mean that I am never off the course that my intent prescribes, only that I correct diversions from my intended course as I become aware of them. Persistent course correction is the lifeblood of all commitment, for where there is no persistent inclination to course correction, there is no committed intention. Without committed intention I am incapable of forgiving those persons, situations and circumstances that I initially feel powerless to forgive. 

I am off course in my intention to be a forgiving person whenever I entertain violent or otherwise outwardly forceful feelings and thoughts. Even when I do not act upon my entertainment of forceful impulses, my inner powers are nevertheless forsaken. Only as I release the distracting body/mind states that preclude my exercise of inner powers do I become mighty to manage the outer world’s impingements as the whole-sum being that my contemplative meditations are mindfully intended to empower.

Further commentary and a discussion of mindful self-dominion:

www.forgivingmyself.com/mindful.htm.

Experiencing Unforgivingness (con’t.)

He not busy being born is busy dying.

-Bob Dylan
My transcendence of the “facts” of polio was – and in aftermath still is – among the most formative of my life’s experiences, for it operationally defined the distinction made in the Biblical commandment:  “I have set before you life and death, blessing and cursing: therefore choose life . . .” (Deuteronomy 30:19) It is in the aftermath of my remission of the “facts” of polio, followed by my later remissions of the “facts” of rheumatic fever and leukemia as well, that I have become so intimately conversant with the “fact”-transformative nature of self-forgivingness.

Forgivingness of self and others is a way of choosing life by continually being busy with being born, while unforgivingness is a choice to be busy dying. My own distinction between these outlooks was strongly evoked by someone who remarked, upon hearing that I had experienced so many life-threatening diseases, “It’s too bad you’re so unhealthy.” I responded by observing that if I were indeed unhealthy I could not possibly have survived them all. Nor, were I unhealthy, could I have enjoyed three disease-free decades subsequent to my brief dance with the prospect of leukemia. Nor could I have survived two additional life-challenging conditions in the fourth decade that followed, a severe case of hepatitis and (later) a bout with pneumonia. In accordance with my full cooperation, my life has thus far continued to choose its self-perpetuation for 67 years, and I continue to co-operate in that choice amidst every contrary circumstance and condition however trying it may be.

The busyness with dying that manifests in the physiological consequences of harboring unforgiveness is documented elsewhere (p. xxx). What more immediately concerns me everywhere else in this report is the psyche-logical precipitation of my physical demise, which I set in motion whenever I harbor blameful feelings – feelings that are self-deading in proportion to whatever life I choose to give them.

The psychology of blame – my condemnation of others or of myself – is at the core of all my unforgiving sentiments: accusation, condemnation, grudge-holding, resentment, regret, hard feelings, and other forms of blame-laden grief. The deadliness of this psychology prevails no matter where my unforgivingness is aimed, whether at other persons or myself, or at past, present and prospective circumstances. Yet even knowing this to be the case, being blameful is deceptively attractive because unforgivingness seems to come to me more “naturally” than does its release. My release of blamefulness tends to feel like giving up my identity, and it feels this way quite reasonably so, even though the reasoning is distorted. Since my blaming of others is actually an extension of my unacknowledged self-blame, in a very real sense my release of unforgivingness is a giving up of my identity, albeit a chosen false version of how and who I truly am.

The effect of my unforgivingness comes to this: Whatever I unforgivingly perceive to be “out there,” the unforgivingness itself is always and only in here. It therefore once again bears repeating – as well as bares, repeating:

I need not seek to know for whom my unforgivingness tolls. It takes its toll on me.
Further commentary and a discussion of the experience of unforgivingness: www.forgivingmyself.com/expunforgiveness.htm.

Experiencing Forgivingness (con’t.)

In every child who is born, under no matter what circumstances, and of no matter what parents, the potentiality of the human race is born again; and in him, too, once more, and of each of us, our terrific responsibility towards human life; towards the utmost idea of goodness, of the horror of error, and of God. –James Agee
It never is too late for me to be born again – and yet again thereafter as often as need be – by dint of new perception. Such was the essence of Jesus’ born-again counsel to those who may be unruly in their presumption to rule. (John 3:1-8). Jesus’ good news was the promise that is inherent in the generically forgiving nature of mindfully intentional self-dominion. Dynamically understood, forgivingness is a default state of my being, to which I return as if reborn when I de-fault my perceptivity.

De-faulted perceptivity comes more naturally to me than I tend to acknowledge. As Thich Nhat Hahn has observed:

When you plant lettuce, if it does not grow well, you don't blame the lettuce. You look for reasons it is not doing well. It may need fertilizer, or more water, or less sun. You never blame the lettuce. Yet if we have problems with our friends or family, we blame the other person. But if we know how to take care of them, they will grow well, like the lettuce. Blaming has no positive effect at all, nor does trying to persuade, using reason and arguments. 

That is my experience. No blame, no reasoning, no argument, just understanding.

With people, as with lettuce, the alternative to wrong-making is instead to do what’s right. It is with my perception of people as it is, according to the 19th-century physician Claude Bernard, with the perception of theory. “Theories are neither right nor wrong,” Bernard proclaimed, “they are either fertile or sterile.” Only that which doesn’t work is “wrong,” and only that which does is “right.” Making something wrong is merely doing more of what doesn’t work.

Unworkability begets only more itself:

Doing what doesn’t work doesn’t work.

Improving what doesn’t work doesn’t work.

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

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

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

Mastering what doesn’t work doesn’t work.

Only what works works.
-Douglas Yeaman
Since unforgivingness is nonexistent in a mind that does not blame, realized forgivingness is most simply defined in just two words: “no blame” – allowing all of life to be just so much lettuce that requires appropriate cultivation. Absence of blame is the essence of realized forgivingness, i.e., of my being born again to the beneficial presence of my being. Accordingly, blameless living has been a long-standing prescription for the well-lived life. The counsel of “no blame” shows up regularly in the 5,000-year-old manual for responsible and accountable living, the I Ching, and even today (this also bares, repeating) the concept of blame, no matter in what dictionary it is consulted, has nothing to do with either “responsibility” or “accountability.” 

Experientially, “no blame” is what forgivingness is, and living blamelessly – mindfully allowing harmless passage to all things – is how forgivingness is practiced. Living blamelessly is natural to my being as the beneficial presence that I innately am. Blamelessly commanding my beneficial presence in the midst of stressful turbulence, especially turbulence that is compounded by unforgiving condemnations, is as simple as letting go of all my blameful feelings.

In other words, forgivingness is the innate self-knowingness of my “grand Ay,” whose affirmation I experience as I release my obscuring acquisitions of unforgiving sentiment. Because forgivingness is innate to my way of being, it comes naturally to me in proportion to my release of blamefulness. Forgivingness is much less a way of doing than it is my natural way of being when my blamefulness is undone.  I inherently know how to be forgiving, without having to learn how it is done. Learning to forgive, not how to do so, is the matter at issue in being reborn to my beneficial presence.

Forgivingness is the positive expression of my being when I choose to subtract my blameful self-negation from my expression of the far greater potential of beneficent being. The evocation of such choice is simple: I learn to forgive via my undoing of blamefulness, whereby I cease to be distracted by occasions to make others appear responsible for how I feel. My innately forgiving disposition naturally shines forth when it is no longer eclipsed by blame-laden grief.

What Works

If we could first know where we are, and whither we are tending,

we could better judge what to do, and how to do it.

-Abraham Lincoln 

My ability to forgive is an ever-present innate predisposition that becomes realized in my forgiving acts. Yet my acts are not the cause of my forgivingness, only its conveyance. Forgiving attitude is the foundation of all forgiving aptitude. 

Neither is my innately forgiving nature the ipso facto cause of my acts, in which case I would be automatically forgiving of all things. Whatever is in-here-ently granted to me can only show up as I yield to it. Accordingly, my innate predispositions become present dispositions only as they are chosen as the attitudinal basis of intent for all my actions. Accordingly, what causes my forgiving predisposition and ability to manifest behaviorally are my intentional choices: my mindfully chosen intent to be forgiving and my subsequent mindful choices to actualize this intent. My forgiving acts are the outcome of a consciously chosen and persistently nurtured intent to live as the forgiving person that I innately am. Just as commitment to forgivingness is prerequisite to forgiveness, so is committed intent prerequisite to fulfilled intention. 

Persistency is the hallmark of the non-divertability that characterizes all true commitment, and is likewise the impulse of all heartfelt intent. There can be no focus of intention without the focalizing energy and tunneling – yet not tunneled – vision of intent. The energy of locused attention is directed by the energy of focused intention. It is thus that every mindful engagement of persistent heartfelt intent is rewarded in kind in the fullness of time, while inconsistently focused intentions (so-called “good” ones) dissipate.

As I continually and thus repeatedly acknowledge, the cause of my forgivingness is my non-divertible heartfelt intent, my persistent (i.e., committed) emotional and mental dedication, in that order, to forgiving personhood. Once again, I emphasize that non-divertability of intent does not mean that I never am off my intended course. It means rather that I correct diversions from my intent as I become aware of them, as for instance does the helmsman of a sailboat in a headwind. (In keeping with the sailing metaphor, there are times when I am so buffeted by outer gusts of potential diversion of my intent that the course of my life momentarily appears to be quite tacky.) 

Where there is no persistent inclination to course correction, there is no committed intent, and without committed intent I am incapable of forgiving those persons, situations and circumstances that I feel helpless to forgive. My perceived helplessness to forgive is the consequence of giving my help instead to the unforgivingness in which I have allowed my innately forgiving nature to become mired. Only a non-divertible heartfelt intent to be forgiving can liberate my self-impeded ability to forgive during those occasions of experience when forgiveness does not feel immediately possible for me. Forgiveness (the result) nonetheless emerges in due course because of my non-divertible heartfelt intent to be forgiving (the procedure). All firm – i.e., committed – intent is self-productive of its own realization so long as my choices honor the convergence of my intent with occasions that arise for its realization. All that is required of me is faithful dedication to my intent while simultaneously being aware of corresponding opportunities for its fulfillment, and being persistently willing to act on them.

It is because forgivingness is an allowed and emergent quality of my being, rather than an automatic one, that my incidences of forgiving have their own season of fulfillment. For instance, instant forgiveness of a deep betrayal invariably eludes me. Yet even when I am mired in unforgivingness, I can initiate its release by forgive me for thus miring myself.  The moment I choose to forgive my unforgivingness, rather than endeavor to justify it, my release of unforgivingness is initiated and its impediment of my beneficial presence starts to wane. As Thaddeus Golas noted in The Lazy Man’s Guide to Enlightenment (bibliography, p. xxx), my gateway to heaven opens as I begin to forgive myself for choosing to be in hell.
Further commentary and a discussion of the experience of forgivingness:

www.forgivingmyself.com/expforgiveness.htm.

Forgiving My Experience (con’t.)

Listen, - perhaps you catch a hint of an ancient state not quite forgotten; dim, perhaps, and yet not altogether unfamiliar, like a song whose name is long forgotten, and the circumstances in which you heard completely unremembered. Not the whole song has stayed with you, but just a little wisp of melody, attached not to a person or a place or anything particular. But you remember, from just this little part, how lovely was the song, how wonderful the setting where you heard it, and how you loved those who were there and listened with you.

The notes are nothing. Yet you have kept them with you, not for themselves, but as a soft reminder of what would make you weep if you remembered how dear it was to you. You could remember, yet you are afraid, believing you would lose the world you learned since then. And yet you know that nothing in the world you learned is half so dear as this. Listen, and see if you remember an ancient song you knew so long ago and held more dear than any melody you taught yourself to cherish since. –A Course in Miracles

The sudden and foreboding sense of cosmic disconnectedness that intimidated my further reading of The Politics of Experience was fortunately tempered for me by Laing’s observation that “Experience used to be called the Soul.” There was a time when folks were more intuitive that their self-proprietorship was not without some grander company.

Though I had no certain understanding of what my “Soul” might be, other than something that is resident within the inner household of my being, I felt quite certain nonetheless that I am endowed with such, and that its endowment is beneficent to my well-being. This certainty left me open to a “second opinion” that was eventually corrective of my misperception that the politics of experience is no more than the outworking of damnation to cosmic loneliness. This opening was gradual, in response to many subsequent encounters, three of which were especially redemptive, and all three of which were musical.

The first of these encounters was with “The House Song”, written by Paul Stookey of the folk group Peter, Paul, and Mary, and recorded by the trio at about the same time as the publication of Laing’s treatise on experience:  

This house goes on sale ev'ry Wednesday morning
And taken off the market in the afternoon.
You can buy a piece of it if you want to
It's been good to me if it's been good for you.
Take the grand look now the fire is burning
Is that your reflection on the wall?
I can show you this room and some others
If you came to see the house at all. 

Careful up the stairs, a few are missing
I haven't had the time to make repairs.
First step is the hardest one to master
Last one I'm not really sure is there. 

This room here once had childish laughter
And I come back to hear it now and again.
I can't say that I'm certain what you're after
But in this room, a part of you will remain. 

Second floor, the lady sleeps in waiting
Past the lantern, tiptoe in its glance.
In the room the soft brown arms of shadow
This room the hardest one to pass. 

How much will you pay to live in the attic?
The shavings off your mind are the only rent.
I left some would there if you thought you couldn't
Or if the shouldn't that you've bought has been spent. 

This house goes on sale ev'ry Wednesday morning

And taken off the market in the afternoon.

You can buy a piece of it if you want to

It's been good for me if it's been good for you.

I first heard “The House Song” while I was refinishing the front door to my own house as part of an extensive basement-to-attic makeover of my home’s interior facade. I was deeply moved by the haunting imagery of Stookey’s lyrics, and tearfully surrendered to a profound yet nameless quickening that stirred my inward sensibility, as though within the household of my being there had awakened a graceful though unfathomable occupant. 

From the song’s mixed metaphors of affirmation and lamentation, I intuited that my soul’s “ultimate concern” (a theological term) was being profoundly addressed – or perhaps was addressing me – via the question, “How much will you pay to live in the attic?” I further sensed a relationship between this question and another that was posed by Robert Browning: “A man’s reach must exceed his grasp, else what’s a heaven for?” 

Both questions address my experience of reaching beyond worldly “facts” as a price of my soul’s passage to “higher ground” (a term from folk theology). One such worldly “fact” is my inability to provide the would that is required to kindle another’s could. Nor has anyone else the ability to kindle the would that could’s my own doing. At most, I may succeed only in igniting whatever would another has already kindled.

A further amelioration of my felt sense of cosmic loneliness attended my first hearing of another song, a composition by Robert Hunter and The Grateful Dead, entitled “Ripple”:

If my words did glow with the gold of sunshine,

and my tunes were played on the harp unstrung,

would you hear my voice come through the music,

would you hold it near, as it were your own?

It's a hand-me-down, the thoughts are broken,

perhaps they're better left unsung.

Well I don't know, don't really care,

let there be songs, to fill the air.

Ripple in still water,

when there is no pebble tossed,

nor wind to blow.

Reach out your hand if your cup be empty,

if your cup be full, may it be again.

Let it be known there is a fountain

that was not made by the hand of man.

There is a road, no simple highway,

between the dawn and the dark of night.

If you should go, no one may follow,

this path is for your steps alone.

You who choose to lead must follow,

and if you fall, you fall alone.

If you should stand, then who's to guide you?

If I knew your way, I would take you home.

Ripple in still water,

when there is no pebble tossed,

nor wind to blow.

My initial response to this song was also tearful (and occasionally still is, especially when I endeavor to sing it publicly). Its lyrics also contain a clue to the “political” relationship of experience to soul: amidst the world’s ubiquitous pebbles of misfortune and winds of change, the only stillness to be found is deep within me. It is from that inner stillness that I may ripple forth the expression of my whole-sum individuality, whose would is sufficient could for my being of all that I feel called to be.

A third song that clued and cued me to the soul proprietorship of my being was written down only as I first heard it being sung from deep within, as if its words were writing me. The occasion of its occurrence was a moment in which my sense of aloneness was as painfully immediate as it was cosmic. Having separated from my family, I was facing an imminent divorce as well as the termination of my present career. At the moment of the song’s emergence from my psyche, I had no idea where I would be going, whom I would be with, or what I would next be doing in support of my livelihood. I was a quasi-homeless person, whose place of work was fortunately located in a fully functional house. The reception area was the house’s living room, which was furnished accordingly, complete with the couch that was now serving also as my bed. The three colleagues with whom I worked were present only from nine to five on weekdays. If my livelihood were not likewise being withdrawn, I could have looked forward to living a rent-free lifestyle in the household of my literal “home” office.

The song’s occasion was a long mid-afternoon break, during an environmental education workshop that I was conducting at St. Catherine’s School, a convent-sponsored school in rural Kentucky. Since flowing water can be as equally antidotal to my feelings of disconnection as music is, I took advantage of the school’s immediate environment by taking a walk along a creek in the adjacent wooded countryside. As I strolled along the creek, I surrenderingly imbibed the atmosphere of the warm, hazy, autumnally splendorous afternoon – a riot of leafy colors and smells that slowly eased me from distraction by my “Dear God, now what?” angst. Never before had I felt both my larger circumstances and my ultimate response thereto to be so kindred to those of the man who dangled between two tigers (p. xx).

As if in consequence of my “Dear God” query, my attention was attracted to a place in the stream where its water glided over a rock with a gentle gurgling sound. This outer babbling induced me to surrender the inner babble of my uncertainty to the immediacy of the moment, and in my surrendered state I heard the gurgle “sing” to me. I heard what felt to me like a long-forgotten melody, whose lyricism of infinite forgivingness momentarily erased my sense of separation and despair of being alone. For the duration of the song’s three verses, I utterly ceased feeling that I was one “l” of a way from being “all one”.

I returned to the workshop with the song’s three verses, which I shared with the nuns and students in attendance, even though I was now despairing of ever being able to comparably convey the experiential context of their origin. Adequate means of such conveyance came to me only some days later when, while sleeping on the office couch from which I would soon be displaced, I was abruptly awakened by a pre-dawn flow of words that I felt urged to put on paper with the subject/object of my creekside encounter as its title.

THE GURGLE

I touched the endless thread of time one day 

while sitting in the middle of a stream.  

I had been enjoying the autumn countryside,

marveling at how gracefully the day 

was ebbing into twilight, 

and the summer into winter's time.  

I, too, faced a coming darkness, 

a cold time in the journey of my soul.

A leisurely walk along the stream had loosed my mind 

of churning over memories of doings and events 

whose working out now tumbled me 

toward the dreaded valley of the shadow.  

My attention had been drawn 

from past mistakes and future dread 

to an island just my size, 

a rock that was parting the waters of a wide place in the stream.

The presence of that stationary island made me wonder 

where the flowing waters tended: 


whence were they falling, 


and where would they arise to fall again?

The water made a gurgling sound 

as invisible as a candle's flame is silent, 

and I recalled a clear, dark night in early childhood 

when I first realized that the burning of a star 

is like the Earth beneath my feet, 

becoming grass becoming cows becoming milk 

becoming me becoming . . .

I made my way into the stream, 

sat on the island just my size, 

and fixed my eyes upon the place 

where water was being tumbled over a rock 

that rested next to mine.  

I watched the gurgle for some time, 

only to find it timeless—

it was just there, 

in contrast to the ever-moving water that sustained it.  

Gurgles are timeless as long as water is on time, 

ceaselessly flowing back to where it comes from.

I stuck my finger in the gurgle, 

and modified its timeless tune somewhat, 

but for no longer than the duration of one finger. 

Like the water, I was passing through. 

Yet something in me yearned to stay there with the gurgle, 

so I replaced my finger with a large stone.  

Now the tune was altered for the duration of a rock—

more enduring than my finger 

but less presumptuous than a pyramid.

As I contemplated leaving, never to return, 

I wondered if the gurgle would ever be visited 

by the same water twice.  

And then I heard an invisible silence, 

that was gurgling deep within:

Don't ask me where I'm going, no one can really say;       

though I've already been there, I'm always on the way.

My journey's never finished as onward I ascend,

from end of my beginning to beginning of my end.

Don't ask me where I come from, the answer's near and far,

as recent as this moment, as distant as a star.

My here is made of elsewhere that elsewhere flows through me,

some ashes from a far-off sun, destination: galaxy.

Don't ask how long I'll be here, we'll never really know.

The only thing eternal is the now through which we flow.

If you look downstream to see what's passed, or behind for future's clue,

you'll miss the beat the heavens keep as they go dancing through.

My encounter with the gurgle brought me to a realization that no matter where my perpetual "passing this way" may take me, and whether I am passing a given point only once or for the umpteenth time, my never-ending passage is a forever-extending experience. Via something so mundane as babbling water I momentarily came to know, face-to-face, the source of the “grand Ay and grand No” of my own being, in accordance with the original definition of Bucky Fuller’s treasured word, “synergy”) as cited in the Oxford English Dictionary): “the human will co-operat[ing] with Divine grace in the work of regeneration.”

Such is the ultimate quintessence of being more with less. I have known with certainty ever since my gurgle encounter that throughout my synergic changes from moment to moment, however momentous the changes may be, I die only to the forms in which I experience my successively passing seasons in eternity.

My “gurgle” experience was an immediate encounter of, with, and from the “here” of my “eternal now,” an experience of-with-from the forever-present origin and ultimate concern of my being, a consultation with the invisible incandescence of my inner essence that Robert Browning called “the spark which a man may desecrate though never quite lose.” I had touched and been touched by what (as I would in a later “ah, hah!” discover) James Joyce termed “The now, the here, through which all future plunges to the past,” which is the locus of command that I have elsewhere designated as “the near and how of present instants only” (see p. xx). 

In the presence of the near and how that in-heres the locus of my self-command, there is no evocation of loneliness. For it is from the herein of this deepest of all ecologies that I engage the gurgle of my own being: the eternally instantaneous and infinitely spontaneous, ultimate realm of my own and everyone else’s self-dominion. 

Further commentary and a discussion of the forgiveness of my experience: 

www.forgivingmyself.com/forgivingmyexp.htm.

OMNISPECTION

Appreciating Whole-Sum Being

Each of us is a walking universe. Our inner space spans huge differences, with unreachable horizons in all directions. We contain black holes of lost memory and white holes of erupting joy. A mysterious center of gravity keeps all our mental processes in delicate balance. To change this vast, intricate, ever-evolving system, you must know how to overturn worlds. The only person who can do this is the god who presides over this inner cosmos, and when I presume to break into a patient's mind, it is to implant the idea that he is that god. By thinking, feeling and acting, he is altering the universe that is himself. If a person can gain that insight, even in a brief glimpse, anything in his life can change.  -Deepak Chopra, Unconditional Life

Since the word “introspection” is used to designate inward looking, I have coined the word “omnispection” to designate what I call “allward” looking. The full opposite of my looking uni-directionally inward is my looking omni-directionally outward, a projection of my perception that is more effectively designated as “allward.”  

With reference to the totality of who, what, and how I am – my individual estate as an allward outlooker – I employ the term “whole-sum” being, by which I mean the totality of all that I feel called to be. As Kenneth Rexroth acknowledged the state of whole-sum being in his poem, “The Heart of Herakles”:

Lying under the stars,
In the summer night,
Late, while the autumn
Constellations climb the sky,
As the Cluster of Hercules
Falls down the west
I put the telescope by
and watch Deneb
Move towards the zenith.
My body is asleep. Only
My eyes and brain are awake.
The stars stand around me
Like gold eyes, I can no longer
Tell where I begin and leave off.
The faint breeze in the dark pines,
And the invisible grass,
The tipping earth, the swarming stars
Have an eye that sees itself.

The evolution of whole-sum being was acknowledged in astronomer George Wald’s more succinct summation: “Matter has reached the point of beginning to know itself. [Man is] a star's way of knowing about stars.” 

In conjunction with the estate of my whole-sum being, which is the most real of all the real estate I have ever appraised, I employ the term “appreciation” just as any other realtor would, to connote increase in value. To appreciate whole-sum being is, therefore, to add to its value. Alternately, I depreciate whole-sum being whenever I diminish its value.

When I am unforgiving, I depreciate the value of all concerned, including myself even when my unforgiveness is targeted at others. Forgiveness re-values – and thereby appreciates – the value of all concerned. Most simply stated: unforgiveness depreciates whole-sum being, while forgiveness is appreciative of whole-sum being. 

It is when I allow such understanding of “appreciation” and “whole-sum” being to inform my outlook on the totality of my being in the totality of my circumstances, that the overall psycho-dynamics of unforgiveness and forgiveness become most apparent to me. It is therefore from my own experience of inwardly looking allward that I address the promise and practice of forgiving personhood.

 

The Elusive Nature of Wholeness

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

The quality that we call “wholeness” exceeds our individual and collective human capacity to perceive, experience and describe it. When all has been said and done with reference to wholeness, there is still as much and even more about wholeness that can never be completely said and done.

Wholeness exceeds the ability of any semantic or mathematical construct to exhaustively define or describe it. Words, numbers, formulas, and other symbols, whether individually or collectively, only approximate and never arrive at an all-inclusive statement of what omni-inclusive wholeness ultimately is. Nonetheless, perspectives of wholeness are more inclusive than mere perspectives on wholeness, because the latter are peculiar to local subsets of the whole, i.e., of wholeness as seen by a part thereof. Wholeness is more than all that appears, because it represents the even-more-ness that exceeds all of what appears. Wholeness is all that appears to be, and then some, both as evidenced in quantum strictures and as witnessed in inspired scriptures, e.g., “Things which are seen are not made of things which do appear.” (Hebrews 11:3)  

And so it likewise is with whole-sum being. Perspectives of wholeness seamlessly blend my beholding with what is thereby beheld. They perceive what is universally integral to all things even while beholding all parts that are thereby integrated, including the very parts that are doing the beholding. While whole-sum perspectives are unitary, all others are fragmentary. Though beholding from wholeness is all-inclusive, looking at wholeness is necessarily from a less comprehensive perspective. Even so-called “holistic” perspectives are those of lesser assemblages that are part of a greater whole. Insofar as every such assemblage is born of some greater whole, that child is wise indeed (as Shakespeare noted) who knows the implications of its parentage.

Wholeness as perceived is always less inclusive than is wholeness’s own perceptivity. Accordingly, the term “whole-sum being” is less definable than the “goal-and-role-sum me-ing” with which I sometimes contrast it, i.e., the equation of my identity with the sum of whatever I have plus whatever I do. While the nature of goals and roles is well understood by mindsets conditioned to perceive things only as parts of other things, the nature of wholeness is such that it cannot be understood as a part of anything else, no matter how well the “understanding” part may have its perceptual act together.

Wholeness is integral to all things, yet impartial to every thing. Accordingly, while goal-and-role-sum me-ing tends toward self-fragmentation, whole-sum being is an impartial mode of self-expression that transcends all fragmentary distinction. Some define whole-sum being as “being all you can be,” yet the integrity of this or any other definition is easily co-opted. For instance, those very words have been uniformly goal-and-role-summed-up by the U.S. Army on behalf of its self-fragmenting and far from impartial purpose of standardizing its members’ thoughts, feelings and being. 

The so-called “building” of a person’s character by conforming it to a one-fits-all standard of character is far from being the whole-sum process that facilitates emergence of the character that is innately unique to each individual. Whole-sum being emerges from the composure of inner guidance that is inimitable by others. Goal-and-role-sum me-ing converges from exposure to outer stridence that is imitative of others.

Though I may hypothesize that there is such a thing as the whole-sum perspective, which exists independently of human perceptivity, my own whole-sum perspective – assuming that I even have one – is the only one I can ever know and articulate. Nothing that is stated in this report, therefore, is the word on its subject. No matter how whole-sum being is defined, described, explained, formulated, simulated, synthesized, or symbolized, the resulting representation is always and only an approximation. I thus behold even my own beholding as a way to perceive, rather than the way to perceive.
Definitions are to whole-sum being what fingers are to the objects at which they point. I am therefore content to point to whole-sum being with words I have already employed to characterize its mode: overall coherence of perspective, innate character, and intention; overall alignment of feeling, thought and purpose; and the overall integral satisfaction of being a beneficial presence. Though more can be said in definition of whole-sum being, never can all be said. I accordingly share the following perspectives of whole-sum being as approximate rather than final. In the final analysis of wholeness, there is no final analysis, for wholeness is forever in the realm of the more I know than I am able to say. 

A Holoramic Perspective: Xxxx

Xxxx

-Xxxx
Swimme

I re-originate my default to others.

Quantum perspective: foundation, ground

Classical (Newtonian) perspective: scaffolding, figure

A Vocational Whole-Sum Perspective: Xxxx

Xxxx

-Xxxx
Being all that I feel called to be.

A Transitional Whole-Sum Perspective: Xxxx

Xxxx

-Xxxx
Meet myself coming and going.

A Prefatory Perspective: On Being a Forgiving Person

Forgiveness is not an occasional act; it is a permanent attitude.
-Martin Luther King, Jr.
Each occasion of forgiveness requires a change in the way that I perceive what is forgiven, and the required shift of my perception from an unforgiving perspective to a forgiving one tends to be a challenge. In the meantime, people and incidents that I experience unforgivingly tend to show up more rapidly than do my instances of forgiving them, so that I accumulate a growing backlog in my forgiveness caseload.

I have, therefore, adopted an alternative to thus piece-mealing my forgivingness: a perceptual makeover that empowers me to grant harmless passage in my mind to all that occupies it, and especially to all of its preoccupations. I enroll myself in this perceptual makeover by persistent commitment to the consistent remission of all my grievances, thereby putting forgiveness first. Rather than be an unforgiving person who makes case-by-case exceptions as my caseload piles up, I instead can be a generically forgiving person whose caseload is always reasonably current.

This is not so-called “batch processing,” because each call for my forgiveness presents itself as an individual claim on my intention to relent. Forgiving personhood therefore requires me to be singularly responsive in timely, specific forgiveness of each blameful sentiment that arises in my thoughts and feelings.

As an unforgiving person, I tend to make forgiving exceptions only for what I perceive as forgettable offenses. Only as a forgiving person, who generically puts forgiveness first, am I likely to forgive what I experience as unforgettable.

As an unforgiving person I am inclined to relent from blaming others only until it hurts me to do so. As a forgiving person, I continue to relent until such hurting stops. 

An unforgiving person becomes a forgiving one only via a committed heart-felt intention to do so. This report, accordingly, testifies to the sometimes seemingly slow yet steadying course of my committed heartfelt intention to be a person who puts forgiveness first. 

Germane to anyone’s intention to cultivate forgiving personhood, is a story told about St. Francis of Assisi. During his pre-saintly incarnation as a not-yet Franciscan monk, he was observed hoeing in his monastery’s garden by a neighboring disbeliever who baited Francis with a presumably disconcerting question: “Hey, monk, what would you do if you knew the world was coming to an end at midnight?”

“I would finish hoeing my garden,” Francis replied.

The fruits of whole-sum being require life-long cultivation, whatever actual or prospective challenges may beset me, for such eternally perennial fruits do not admit to finality of harvest. Germane to this evidential and existential to-be-continued story, is another incident from my own life.

I have been told by more than one psychic whose intuitive track record commands my respect that I am a so-called “old soul.” Fortunately, the first one to tell me this was wisely moved to couch his potentially ego-inflating diagnosis in a powerfully ego-deflating prognosis: “And you know what an old soul is, don’t you?”

As I sought to formulate a satisfactory response to his query he said, “And so it is – an old soul is a slow learner!”

Whatever may be the debatable longevity of my soul, I am clear that its fruits eternally require my cultivation. I am likewise clear that I am best served in such cultivation by honoring the Latin motto, festina lente, which means to “make haste slowly.” For in contrast to my ego’s urgent longing for quick hothouse fruitions, my soul is a simmering slow yearner.

An Evidential Perspective: Honoring My Interiority

A human being is a single being – unique and unrepeatable.
–Pope John Paul II

If you bring out what is within you, what you bring out will save you; if you do not bring out what is within you, what you do not bring out will destroy you. –The Gospel of Thomas 

Only by the fruits of my whole-sum being may I know wholly who I am. This is as true from a cosmic perspective – 

Like the [planet’s] meridians as they approach the poles, science, philosophy and religion are bound to converge as they draw nearer to the whole....  The time has come to realize that an interpretation of the universe – even a positivist one – remains unsatisfying unless it covers the interior as well as the exterior of things; mind as well as matter. The true physics is that which will, one day, achieve the inclusion of man in his wholeness in a coherent picture of the world. –Teilhard de Chardin
– as it is likewise true from an individual perspective:

There is a vitality, a life-force, an energy, a quickening that is translated through you...and because there is only one of you in all time, this expression is unique. And if you block it, it will never exist through any other medium, and will be lost.  It is not your business to determine how good it is, nor how valuable, nor how it compares with other expressions.  It is your business to keep it yours clearly and directly, to keep the channel open. You do not even have to believe in yourself or your work. You have to keep open and aware directly to the urges that activate you.

KEEP THE CHANNEL OPEN! –Martha Graham 
I am the ultimate inner sorcerer and thus author of my own interiority, and as such I am also the ultimate authority on my experience. The prefix “ex-“ means “from” and whatever my “perience” may be exists within, because my existence is the issuance of my is-ance. Therefore, as expressed (pressed out from within), actualized whole-sum being proceeds from a unitary inner outlook and perceives its own existence accordingly. No one else is authorized to fully be and do what my unitary whole-sum being ordains me to fully be and do.

The foundation of forgiving personhood is the realization that no one else can do my best, nor can I do anyone else’s best, because none of us is ordained – and thereby authorized – to be someone other than who s/he is. Hence Judy Garland’s prescription: “Always be a first-rate version of yourself instead of a second-rate version of somebody else.” 

All imitation is, at best, second rate, which is why I suspect that each of us is ordained to be in command of his/her own experience only, and of no one else’s. When whatever I would that others be fails to override the limits of their perceived coulds and shouldn’ts, their shortfall of my expectations is a function of whether they, not I, in accordance with Bob Dylan’s metaphor, are busier being born or busy dying in accordance with whatever inner ordination they are, or are not, endeavoring to bring out. Just as it is no one else’s business to be busy with the bottom line of my being who I am, as if it were in their safekeeping, so it is not for me to conduct others’ busyness as though I were the safe-keeper of their being who they are. 

An Existential Perspective: Transcending My Perversity

Forgiveness is the release of all hope for a better past.

-A saying on its way to being a cliché
How I know I have forgiven someone is that he or she has harmless passage in my mind.

-Karyl Huntley
My way to forgiveness is difficult until forgiveness is my way. What’s more, my only way to forgiveness is the way of self-forgiveness. Since nothing can be forgiven for or of me that is not first forgiven by and through me, there is ultimately only one species of forgiveness: self-forgiveness.  
The release of my hope for a better past takes place in no one else’s mind. Nor can anyone else have safer passage in my mind than that which I grant myself. The faith I keep with others is identical to the faith I keep with myself:

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 adversary.

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. 

Whatever I unforgivingly perceive to be “out there,” the unforgiveness is always and only in here. Therefore:

I need not seek to know for whom my unforgiveness tolls. It takes its toll on me.

The only mind that is harmless to all concerned is a mind in which the one who is minding serves as his or her own best friend. In accordance with this primordial and universal first-person relationship of self and inner sorcerer, cultivating a harmless mind is the biggest difference I can make that in turn can make a difference in the world. Forgiveness of myself makes the biggest difference in whatever ability I may have to cultivate others’ self-recognition, by its weeding of the garden of my own consciousness.

My mind is harmless when I take blame-free responsibility and accountability for all consequences of my own feelings, thoughts, and actions. Any ignorance or negligence of my consequences discounts an integral factor of my overall being, having, and doing. Accordingly, no one is assured of safe passage in my mind until all concerned are beheld by me as responsible and accountable owners of their individual feelings, thoughts, and deeds, and are upheld by me accordingly. 

It has been my consistent experience that responsibility and accountability are the bedrock of all that works for me, while blame is the quicksand of all that is not workable. I note, accordingly, that the concept of blame is absent from all dictionary definitions of “responsibility” and “accountability,” because whenever I resort to blamefulness I disclaim and thereby diminish my own response ability and account ability. Upholding all concerned in encountering their consequences is integral to any thorough realization of forgiveness.

Blameless living is the ultimate foundation of my civility, in the absence of which I have little else with which to effectively uphold the civilizing process. The prerequisite of blameless living on my part is a thorough-going perceptual makeover of my forfeiture of responsibility and accountability to my own self-dominion.  When it comes to so-called “extreme” makeovers, perceptual makeovers are the most extreme, because changing my perceptual relationship to any one or thing changes my overall relationship to everyone and everything. 

According to a well-known scorekeeper of perceptual makeovers, the thoroughness of makeovering that gestates forgiving personhood is the product of seventy times seven. (Matthew 18:22)

A Perceptual Perspective: Accommodating Diversity

The way I see things is the way I have and do them.

-All of us, all of the time
Perception is the procedure by which my sensory inputs are translated into my experience, and most of my perceptions have long since been translated the very same way for the seventy-times-seventh time – a long-ago experience repeated in umpty-umpteenth recursion. I cannot choose to be perception-free, because perceptivity is the “hard-wired” function of my consciousness that empowers me to behold.  I can, however, determine what I choose to behold, how I choose to behold it, and to what I extent I allow what I behold to shape its beholder. 

Each of my perceptions is a translation of sensory input that corresponds to how I have chosen to perceive what I behold. Once I have chosen how to translate a particular sensory input into what then becomes my experience, I tend thereafter to identically translate all apparently similar inputs into the same familiar outcomes. As a consequence of this habitual consistency, it is the way I perceive, not what I perceive, that determines my experience of what I have, of what I do, and of how I have and do it – my experience, in other words, of goal-and-role-sum me-ing.

There are presently more than six and a half billion human perceptual translations taking place on planet Earth, no two of which are identical. By the year 2050 this number is expected to total 10 billion experiential scenarios, in which there still will be no two or more alike. Since there are always as many different experiential translations as there are translators, presuming to make any single translation the version that is binding on other translators does ultimate violence to the integrity of the inner sorcerer of everyone concerned. Yet I perpetrate just such violence whenever I am unforgiving of others for not translating their experience to accord with my rendition. I likewise do violence to myself whenever I am unforgiving of my own translation.

If human civilization is to endure the presence of so many individual renditions of what’s so, our violent tendency to unforgive the world to pieces must be balanced by a mutual willingness to forgive the world together by accommodating our disagreements with civility. In the meantime, whenever two persons take their differences of rendition literally, they adversarially court mutual warfare in a one-on-one battlefield. 

There is an alternative to the endemic adversariality that is inherent in taking our experiential translations literally: humane agreement to disagree. The highest form of forgiveness is the agreement to disagree when the absence of such agreement is doing violence to all concerned. Humane agreement to disagree, that is then humanely honored by all concerned, is the evolutionary step that follows upon our species’ transit thus far from uncivil to semi-civil forms of disputation. 

We are now rapidly globalizing the dissonance of our disparate perceptual translations. In doing so, we are exceeding our ability to manage human affairs organizationally. Our only effective option for accommodating our individual dissonances is to self-manage them perceptually. Perceptual self-management of civility, not organizational imposition thereof, is the prerequisite of all sincere co-operation. Mere “getting along” falls far short of what it takes to operate co-effectively. True co-operation within the human species, and between humankind and all of lifekind’s other species, awaits an extreme makeover of the ecology of our perceptions.

An Ecological Perspective: Healing Adversity

Every failure brings with it the seed of an equivalent success.

Every adversity carries with it the seeds of a greater benefit.

–Napoleon Hill

It is widely known throughout the world's indigenous cultures that within the vicinity of every poisonous plant there is another nearby plant or other creature that produces the poison's antidote.  Thus does nature facilitate the healing of adversity by its profusion of diversity.

The ecology of diversity in human affairs is well understood by those who are spiritually awakened. For instance, when a fifteen-year-old girl asked the Dalai Lama who was his most powerful teacher, he replied with a grin, "My answer may surprise you. Although I have had many brilliant and inspiring influences in my life, I have to say that my very strongest teacher, without a doubt, was Chairman Mao. Because of our opposing views on the future of Tibet, many hardships have been experienced over a period of many years. If it wasn't for Mao, I would not have had the opportunity to truly learn about tolerance and forgiveness." 

The Dalai Lama’s testimony supports the general principle that my adversaries can be my greatest teachers when I choose to perceive them as such. Paradoxically – and ecologically – it is differences that make co-operative relationships possible. It is our attitude toward our differences that fuels our refusal to co-operate, not our differences themselves. It is therefore far less our collective individual differences that wreak the havoc presently plaguing the human condition, which reflects instead our collective individual dissonances of perspective. 

The consequence of my own individual dissonance is that any terrorism I behold as being beyond me is the perceptual off-spring of terrorism that I uphold within me. Only as I disharm myself from my inner terrorists do I succeed in disarming my outer ones. This, I sense, is what the sage Sun Tzu meant by his assertion in The Art of War that “To win one hundred victories in battle is not the summit of skill. To subdue the enemy without fighting him is the summit of skill.”

There is no greater exercise of “powers” than of those abilities that authorize my non-combative inner self-dominion.
Co-operative accommodation of the perceptual and conceptual discord that presently tends to rend my world to pieces cannot be realized via unforgiving inclinations to control, eliminate or otherwise diminish persons with whom I strongly disagree. I effectively resolve my discordance with other persons only as I genuinely resolve my own discord within. It therefore ever behooves me to diminish others not, lest I be the first thereby diminished, for the way I perceive the “other” governs the way I present myself. When I make the “other” my enemy, I thereby become my own enemy first and most of all. This is the primal law of perceptual ecology: whatever I make of others, I have first made of myself.
My experience of my own experiencing has shown me that all of my inner dissonance is occasioned by my blameful unforgiveness of self and others. I have also learned that my only effective recourse to a forgiving remedy – the summit of all my skills – is a perceptual makeover that resolves my inner discord. 

Only as a critical mass of individuals worldwide succeeds in accomplishing a perceptual makeover of their unforgiving tendencies, can a workable global accommodation of humankind’s discordant perspectives prevail. It is on behalf of my own workable accommodation of lifekind’s diversity overall that my perspectives on perceptivity and my perceptions of perspectivity are examined in this report.

A Semantic Perspective: Minding My Words

Experience cannot precede the state of consciousness that gives rise to the experience itself.  The son does not father his father. –from The Gospel of Yet-to-Be Common Sense
 [I]t is the experience of the object, and only the experience of the object, that decides.

​–Alain, The Gods
The only world I shall ever know is the world as I experience it, the world that I myself interpretively construct within the unique dominion of my psyche-space, in accordance with my experiential translations. How and with what I furnish my psyche-space, both perceptually and conceptually, correspondingly furnishes my experience of the world.

The world as I experience it is the only world I know, and I know it only in accordance with the shape that is given to it by my psyche. No matter what input befalls my psyche-space, I see only the shape of its output. Thus, for instance, when I furnish my psyche-space with blame I experience the world as wrongful. Prerequisite, therefore, to my setting things aright in the world as I experience it, is my setting things aright in my own mind. I do this by making over my perceptivity. 

As the general contractor of my psyche-space’s interpretive construction, I am the overseer of its reconstruction as well, and such re-righting is the only righteousness that I am empowered to exercise. It is by resetting wrongfulness aright within my own psyche-space that I likewise experience the world being aright accordingly. 

My reset button for making things aright is self-forgiveness. To cite a Latin prescription for setting all things straight, “the end depends on the beginning” (finis origine pendant). Accordingly, in the end my self-forgiveness begins with blameless perceptivity.

Forgiveness, first of myself and correspondingly of others, is the perceptual fall-out from my endeavors to develop a blameless psyche-space that nonetheless holds both myself and others responsible and accountable for our consequences. Only as I cultivate the psyche-space of responsible and accountable blamelessness do I free myself from the condemnation of my own unforgiving sentiments, whether they are aimed at other people, circumstances or myself. To uphold anything less than the exercise of full responsibility and accountability for their consequences by all concerned, is to invite further consequences that will beg for someone’s forgiveness.

In the procedure of resetting my mind from blamefully unforgiving perceptivity to blamelessly forgiving perceptivity, I re-choose my words accordingly. In so doing I furnish my conceptivity with fresh language that accords my psyche-space’s new territorial imperative, as evidenced in my frequent deviations from conventional semantic constructs.

Language does, after all, follow rather than precede the experience to which it points. New experience and perspective that does not beget new language is reduced to former experience via habitual semantic conventions. Hence my inability to experience anything whose existence is an answer to a question I have never asked. There can be no benefit for me in what I have not yet learned, and there can be no further learning for me in what I do not continue to thoughtfully re-examine. 

Hence also my consistent experience of getting results from thoughtful action, rather than from mere thought alone. “We have to understand that the world can only be grasped by action, not by contemplation,” wrote Jacob Bronowski, who continued: “The hand is more important than the eye. The hand is the cutting edge of the mind.” The sharpness of this cutting edge is in part determined by the handiness of my language, i.e., of the effectiveness of the thought that directs my hand.

As W.H. Auden described the ecology of thought and consequences:

Those who will not reason

Perish in the act:

Those who will not act

Perish for that reason. 

G. K. Chesterton similarly asserted, “I do not believe in a fate that falls on men however they act; but I do believe in a fate that falls on men unless they act.” 

Those who do not flourish in acting anew are thereby likely to perish in their re-acting of the old. And nowhere is re-acting of the old more apparent than in the umpteenth same old use of same old words.

Language formation is the art of afterthought, of the new thinking that springs to mind in the wake of fresh experience and re-examined former experience. The antics of new and renewed experience elicit corresponding semantic antics on behalf of their conveyance. Accordingly, I herein grant ample leeway to that call. Readers who are initially piqued by my unconventional word-play are urged to remedy their distress by taking a closer peek. Only in so doing may they come to realize that my semantic permutations bare, repeating. My word-play is mindfully designed to bear the brunt of the self-forgiving fall-out from the blameless perceptual makeover of my psyche-space. It will be especially borne to those who choose to be in mindful regard of their own perceptual procedure rather than be in mere habitual beholdment of their perception’s content.

Just as the recombinant activity of biological DNA evolves new life forms, so does the recombinant activity of the semiotic sound-bites (so-called “phonemes”) of meaningful communication evolve new forms of thought. At the foundation of all word-play is phoneme-play, as illustrated in George Bernard Shaw’s playful exercises of recombinant phonemic mayhem. He illustrated our existing sound-bite mayhem by contriving the fanciful sentence, “A rough cough ploughs me through,” to be repeated four times while successively pronouncing all “ough’s” as “uff,” “off,” “ow,” and “oo” as in “too”). Shaw furthered his demonstration of phonemic recombinance by spelling ”fish” anomalously as “ghoti,” phonetically borrowing the “gh” from “laugh,” the “o” from “women,” and the “ti” from “nation.” 

The semantic bottom line of my own recombinant word-play is that what some readers may initially be inclined to perceive as courting literary malignment of the messenger is rather an invitation to be open to fresh learning, via freshly-tapped semantic potentials to convey newness of experience and perspective. Therefore, readers of this report are encouraged to be resilient, for example, to my affinity for the words “accordingly,” “accordance,” and “discordance,” with which I always connote as well – sometimes literally – “a-chording-ly,” “a chord dance,” and “discord dance.” Readers will also observe my preference for alternate spellings such as “ongrowing,” “co-operation,” “dis-ease” and “miss-takes”; my use of the word “ennoblement” where others would use “enablement”; my neologism, “lifekind,” which represents what is ultimately served by Earth’s ecological all-win balancing act; and my definition of “whole-sum” individuality as “self-dominion,” whose ever-potential nemesis is “goal-and-role-sum me-ing.”

An “-ism” Free Perspective: The Virtues of Illiter(al)cy

Reality is just a collective hunch.

-The Search for Intelligent Life in the Universe
I do not wish my semantic unorthodoxies to be perceived miss-takenly as a covert peddling of new orthodoxies in exchange for older ones, especially during our present U.S. vs. Arabian nighthood of the soul. Accordingly, I present this report as an “-ism” free zone. I do this because with every –ism (be it communism, socialism, capitalism, libertarianism, materialism, consumerism, theism, churchism, scientism, individualism, machoism, feminism, chauvinism, environmentalism, globalism, political realism (or any other genre thereof), militarism, New Age-ism, feel-good-ism, rheumatism, or any other endemic and/or formulaic brand of –ismatism), once the -ism has been institutionalized within the body’s politic, it tends to be schismatically subversive both of every individuals’ self-dominion as well as of self-dominion’s collective form, democracy. 

Institutionalism – which is the ultimate -ismization of any formality – is the inverse form of self-dominion’s aversion to all compulsive fixation. In other words, every –ism is a variation of a theme called “dogmatism.” Notably, therefore, both self-dominion and democracy are patently non-schismatic, and therefore non-ismatic. Neither the composition of my own destiny, nor the joint composition of our collective destiny, is compatible with any genre of rigid formalism, by whatever name its -ismatism is pre-fixed and dogmatized. This is why, ultimately, every dogma is run over by its karma.

Readers of this report are invited to honor its –ism free zoning code in two ways. One is to keep in mind that since I am herein writing from my experience as my way of being about it, every assertion by me is to be read as if it were prefaced with the phrase, “In my experience, . . .” Only by keeping this intended relativity in mind are readers likely to behold what I have to say from the relativity rather than resistance of their own presently preferred linguistic framing of their experience.

Another way to honor this report’s “-ism”-free zoning code is to behold all of my assertions as statements of what tends at present to be so as my own(ed) experience, not of what is absolutely and forever so for all concerned. All perception is provisional, as is all perceptual management and perceptual makeover, be it analytic, holistic or unitary. How could it be otherwise when all those who have the power to perceive are themselves provisional?

All perceptions have their season, just as do all perceivers. Accordingly, with nothing that I say or cite in this report am I in total agreement, for every such final solution tends to be self-holocaustic.

A Lovely-ing Perspective: Don’t Just Do Something, Stand There

The current of love knows its own way home.

-Mary Manning Morrissey

Is it true that my wife is the most loving person I have ever known? Or, rather, is this only the projection of one who loves her as he has never so whole-heartedly loved another? Or is it the case that both of these are so?  Concerning paradoxical probings such as these, there is only one thing certain: having answers to such questions tends to put an end to what is thereby being questioned.

Our Age of Ambiguity

was heralded by the discovery

that the motion of atomic particles

cannot be fully comprehended:

we cannot determine their velocity

without altering their course of travel;

nor can we determine their trajectory

without altering their speed.

The metaphysics of consciousness

is no more certain than the physics of quantum leaps.

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

(how much do you love me?)

then loving's flow will tend elsewhere to go.

Or should I attempt instead to plot love's course

(will you always love me?)

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

The ultimate science of perception, 

whether it be of motion or emotion,

is the art of being with what is, as what is.

It took two broken marriages, and numerous relationships that crumbled far short of marriage, for me to third-time-charm myself in my present marriage of five years, which is informed by my belated understanding of the transience born of perceptual intransigence: love that has a reason has a season. While the summer of every reason is followed by a fall, if not also by a winter of discontent, true love remains forever upright:

How to stand in love is scarcely understood;

few people even think to ask the question.

Whether I fall in love or stand,

love's ingredients are the same;

the difference depends upon their preparation.

If I would stand in love, I must prepare love thus:

replace the pressure-cooker of potential future-binding vows

with commitments that lend themselves to stirring;

for heat of sizzling passion

substitute the simmering of emotions

to see which ones evaporate;

serve the one I love

generous helpings of the remainder.

Above all, I am leisurely in my loving,

for just like water, my love falls

whenever it is inclined to be hasty.
The only love that has permanent standing is love that I experience as unreasoned, unreasoning and unreasonable. Such love cannot be transferred to another, and attempting to thus ‘give’ my love is but one of the many ways that I may ‘fall’ in love. To remain standing in love with anyone is to perpetually embrace the ineffable integrity that binds us in love’s caught-up-within-it-ness. Accordingly, the pursuit of definitive answers to questions concerning love and all other whole-sum paradoxes, is like dismantling a drum to find the source of its sound, or dissecting a bird’s throat to find the source of its song, or freeze-drying a butterfly’s trajectory to find the source of its navigation.

A Categorical Perspective: Taking Another Look

The beginning of a habit is like an invisible thread, but every time we repeat the act we strengthen the strand, add to it another filament, until it becomes a great cable and binds us irrevocably, thought and act. -Orison Swett Marden

If there were two forces in the universe,

“force of habit” would be the second strongest.

–Robin Goodfellow
Perceptual habit-formation is variously known as “hardening of the categories” and “the paralysis of analysis.” The antidote to such rigidity is the re-cognition that was once prescribed by Ivan Pavlov, who is most noted for the famous experiments that have just rung a bell account for those readers who have just now thought of slobbering dogs. A major implication of Pavlov’s contribution to our understanding of perceptual molding was his demonstration that one’s perceptivity, whether dogged or humane, is categorically conditioned by one’s environment. He proved this beyond all reasonable doubt by systematically reducing his dogs’ environment to the single stimulus of a ringing bell.

According to a possibly apocryphal story of Pavlov’s genius, he also experimented with a wide variety of drugs (scientifically not recreationally), which made him a forerunner of psychopharmacology as well as of behavioral psychology. After administering a drug, he would sit with pen and paper at hand, to record any 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 was surprised to discover the memorandum he had written while unconscious: “Think in other categories.”

Whether this particular anecdote is true or not, his well-known experiments with behavioral conditioning were themselves a profound demonstration of thinking in other categories – of taking another look at things that differs from former perspectives. Taking another look that portends the re-categorization of one’s mindset is the operational strategy of perceptual makeover. Releasing the distractive influence of one’s existing mindset is the corresponding tactical maneuver.

Good-humored peeking (and sometimes piquing) beyond the obvious was the objective of TV comedian Ernie Kovacs’ question-and-answer shtick called “Take Another Look.” For example, when a woman in Kovacs’ studio audience asked him, “Why is it that people on the other side of the Earth don’t fall off?” his instant response was, “Ma’am, people are falling off every day.”

I once shared Kovacs’ insight with several colleagues as we were driving to a conference. No sooner had I said “people are falling off every day” then we saw in the sky ahead of us the opening burst of a skydiver’s parachute. “Look!” a colleague exclaimed. “One of them is coming back!”

Taking another look, and thinking in other categories that facilitate self-forgiveness, are the parachute that allows me to come back to myself uprightly and unbroken at the end of a blameful fall.

A First-Personal Perspective: Viewing from My Experience

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

–Hugh Romney (a.k.a. “Wavy Gravy”)

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
Blame is my psyche’s way of running away from itself, as if the cause of its blamefulness were external to itself. Yet because my blamefulness only and always takes place in the first person of my own being, and can never reside in the first person of anyone else’s being, I choose to address the subject of self-forgiveness from my own first-personhood’s experience. To do otherwise would presume that I can speak from others’ experience, which I cannot do since I have lived in no one else’s psyche-space. Presuming to represent others’ experience tends mostly to increase the inventory of things for which their forgiveness of me is subsequently at issue.

Insofar as this report may be relevant to others, it is only so for those whose own experience of first-personhood resonates with what I share of mine – and only they can know whether and when such resonance exists. To maximize the possibility of their detection of such resonance, I refrain from “telling my story” in these pages in favor of describing the first-personal emergence of my self-forgiving psyche-space.

My most profound external source-erers – those others who reveal to me something about myself – disclose themselves from their experience by telling the story that is their life, not merely stories about their life. The way they feel and learn from the context of their experience is far more relevant to them than is mere narrative commentary on the content of their memory. They present their experience in a way that authentically portrays their inward being in terms of first-person from-self disclosure, rather than merely recite a cover story for a self that remains largely undisclosed. In the light of their example, I feel that only via my own from-self disclosure is anything that I may have to offer others likely to be perceived by them. 

I initially resorted to from-self disclosure – relating from my experience – for the sake of avoiding arguments. By disclosing myself directly from my experience, rather than from the story of my experience (i.e., I said/did, then he/she/they said/did, then I said/did . . . and on and on and on, anon), I minimize the tendency of others to take issue with me. Hardly ever does someone insist that my experience is not what I say it is, as if anyone’s experience in and of itself can be “wrong” rather than only wrongfully perceived and interpreted. From-self disclosure invites others to a joint exploration of contrasting experience, rather than to take gross exception to my own. It invites mutual self-inquiry, rather than adversarial reactivity and litigious cross-exacerbation.

Nonetheless, to the extent that self-disclosure and self-knowledge tends to make other persons uncomfortable, this report presents a clear and present danger. It is likely to threaten those who seek to feel better about themselves without encountering and resolving whatever keeps them from doing so. For instance, someone once left a workshop I was conducting with the comment, “I am looking for an easy-going, gentle path of transformation, and this isn’t it.” I urged her to be sure to let me know if she ever succeeded in finding such a path, so that I might be the second person in history to know of its existence. “What do you mean by that?” she asked. My response: “I mean that until you know what I mean, you will continue to search fruitlessly.”

To this day, I am yet to know of a frictionless path to self-illumination and self-dominion.  

Though I peer herein almost entirely from the first-personhood of my own experience, rather than at what others have done and do, readers’ experience that is mirrored here may be recognized by the “I” of their beholder that recognizes its “we”-fulness. Such recognition may at times seem perilous. Though I take exception to Jean-Paul Sartre’s assessment that “Hell is other people,” seeing myself in other people’s experiences can at times be hellacious. Yet so, at other times, can it be heavenly. 

The potential of my from-self disclosure to spark a hellacious experience in someone else was first evidenced to me during a dialog with students in a university philosophy class. Their professor had invited me to share with his class what he discerned to be my “unusual” philosophy of life, which had intrigued him as he participated in my dialogic presentation earlier that day (in October, 1976) on the dynamics of environmental consciousness.  He sat near the back of his lecture room as I conversed with his students, to survey (I presumed) their response to my from-self disclosure. As my exchange with them proceeded, he became increasingly uneasy. I suspected that his students’ rapt attention to me on his own turf was igniting an ego flare. Though I was correct in discerning his dis-ease, I was in error about its impetus.

He suddenly blurted out, “You are the most dangerous man I’ve ever known.”

I was startled by his accusation, yet too intrigued to be defensive (the commonest precursor of unforgiveness). Since accusations are most readily disarmed in the face of a pertinent leading question, I asked the obvious one: “In what way am I dangerous?”

His response was a long confession, which I relate from memory in condensed form:

You have rendered me both vulnerable and defenseless. As I listen to your account of how you think and feel your way through your life rather than what you’ve done with it, speaking always in the first person and present tense, I am becoming painfully aware of some things about myself that until now I have managed to avoid clearly recognizing. What’s worse, you have not provided me with the usual distractions that enable such avoidance.  You make no generalizations about others that I can react to. None of your points is framed in terms of ‘you’ or ‘we’ or ‘they,’ thus falsely presuming others’ experience to be identical with yours.  Nor do you open yourself to argument by objectifying your experience as an ‘it’ that you presume the rest of us to have in common. I can’t deny that your own experience is what you say it is, short of accusing you of lying to yourself, for which I have no evidence.

By presenting yourself so transparently, you have rendered me naked to myself as well.

Like Br’er Rabbit (though innocently) I had foxed the professor into a sticky thicket. Accordingly, I stuck to my thorny questioning: “So are you saying that I’m dangerous like Socrates was dangerous?”

“Far worse than that!” the professor exclaimed. “Socrates led his students to realizations that endangered established authority. You lead us to our own self-realization, which makes you dangerous to everyone.”

When we were subsequently alone together, he confided in me the nature of the “some things” that pained him, and in our dialog I deepened my awareness of similar “some things” that I as well had been keeping subliminally under wraps. Suffice it so say here that both of our “some things” were about our relationships with those of our complementary gender, a matter that I address elsewhere (see p. xx).

I also shared my alternative assessment of Socrates, whose philosophical tutelage to “know thyself” constituted – and does so to this day – a clear and present danger to all concerned, which is why it is perceived as a comparable threat to the socio-political establishment’s standards of acceptable selfhood.

The professor’s confession alerted me to the potentially radical consequences, even for myself, of disarming another’s urge to argue. The disharmament of my own psyche-space is one of my greatest yearnings: the experience of being truly seen and heard. Yet this simultaneously portends my greatest trepidation, the experience of thereby inviting others’ discernment of “some things” that I have yet to fully disclose unto myself. The thrust of this double-edged perceptual sword was acknowledged by the narrator and central actor in the movie, Sunshine, in his proclamation that “what we fear most is truly seeing others and being truly seen.” What I tend to most fear seeing in others is what they see in me that I have thus far successfully hidden from myself. Robert Burn’s yearned for gift of “seeing myself as others see me” is a request for a decidedly mixed blessing.

Meanwhile, the ultimate potential of from-self disclosure is universal to everyone’s experience: should there be aspects of unforgiving and forgiving personhood that are generic to all persons, expressing from my own unforgiving and forgiving experiences is the most likely way to evoke other selves’ recognition thereof.  And in any event, my own experience continues to be the only frame of reference from which I know how to discourse authentically on the subject of self-forgiveness. I therefore leave it to my readers to discern when I am likewise representing them. In thus commending them to their own self-recognition, I remain mindful that any consequent perception of danger by, in, or to themselves is most germane to their own experience, and not to mine. 

Until, at least, they choose to make me privy to their feedback.

A Self-Appreciative Perspective: Value As Good Reciprocated

The deepest principle in human nature is the craving to be appreciated.

-William James

Forgiveness is self-appreciating of the worthiness of all concerned. Unforgiveness is self-depreciating of the same. Appreciation represents increase of value, as any realtor, appraiser, or other assessor of so-called “real” property will testify, while depreciation represents diminishment of value. This is the principle that underlies my desire to be appreciated, in order that the assessment of the whole-sum value (i.e., innate worthiness) of my being is thereby increased.

Value is measurable as genuine good for all concerned only when it is freely received and proportionately reciprocated, free of any tension of lack, of being “taken,” of conformity, or of otherwise “having to” do so. Hence the prerequisite that I forgivingly release all perception that requires adverse tension to sustain it. For this is precisely what forgiveness is: not the release of perceptions, per se, but the release of all tension and related grievance that distorts my perception. It is my release of grievance that cleanses my perception.

Services that are priced and purchased do not sustain genuine good as reciprocal appreciation does. Though the arbitrary pricing of my services may increase my goal-and-role sum value, such assessments do not appreciate my whole-sum value because the gift of my innate worthiness, both to myself and others, is priceless in worldly terms.

Goal-and-role-sum me-ing is the false equation of my innate worthiness with the sum of whatever I have plus whatever I do, both of which are subject to the win-lose law of diminishing returns: what is good for my goals and roles tends not to be reciprocally good for the goals and roles of other persons, because what I have and do is often at the expense of others’ having and doing. Therefore, while goals and roles are valuable as worldly assets of my being, they do nothing to appreciate my only “real” estate of innate worthiness – as when, for instance, I am loved for what I have and what I do. And when I seek to be loved for what I have and what I do, I thereby depreciate my own assessment of the estate of innate worthiness with which my being is endowed.

While goal-and-role-sum me-ing is the compendium of my methods, whole-sum being is the source of that which is my very existence as its method. Whole-sum being is the expressed integrity of the alignment of my perspective, intention, feeling, thought, and purpose in fine attunement to the particular individualization of character that comprises the beneficial presence of who I most genuinely am. Whole-sum being is subject to the win-win law of increasing returns: what is good for anyone’s whole-sum being is good for everyone’s whole-sum being. Whole-sum integrity is not a worldly asset of my being, rather it is I who am the asset of my whole-sum integrity. 

The integrity of whole-sum being is honored via my onward reciprocation of good received, i.e., by my valuing of what I receive with a fully proportionate measure of giving in accordance with the win-win law of increasing returns. Thereby – and only thereby – is my innate worthiness truly appreciated in accordance the principle that such worthiness is always and only self-appreciated.

A recent historical model of the integrity of whole-sum being was the consistency of character demonstrated by Mohandas Gandhi. When his wife was asked how he was able to deliver his long, well thought-out speeches without notes, she replied, "You and I, we think one thing, say another, and do a third. With Gandhiji, it's all the same." Gandhi spoke from his consistent knowing of his own mind, rather than from vaguely knowing about what was on his mind. His standard for testifying to such knowing: be whatever difference you would make, since the only way to walk the path of whole-sum being is to be its path. This is the way of all true appreciation.

The socio-economic implications of valuation based on freely received and proportionately reciprocated good are elaborated in Appendix 2, p xxx.

A Mindful Perspective: Being As I Wholly Am 

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

As I implicitly (when not explicitly) elaborate throughout this report, I can forgive myself only to the extent that I am knowingly approximating my whole-sum state of being, or else am mindfully allowing myself to return to such approximation from a fragmented state. To be fully “mindful” is to be consciously aware of the interrelationships and consequences (inner and outer) of all that I think, say and do, and of my responsibility and accountability for those consequences. Mindfulness is so-called “presence of mind” that includes being aware of all that is present to it. Though being totally mindful may escape my full attainment, since some things are by their nature only subconsciously present, it is only to the extent that I am aware of my relationship to the totality of my circumstances that I can lay claim to an appreciable degree of mindfulness.

Mindfulness is the exercise of ongoing honest, accurate and genuine awareness of both myself and my circumstances free from (though not necessarily of) psychological, ideological or spiritual B.S. (belief systems). The measure of my mindfulness is my wakeful awareness of the entirety of whatever situation I am minding, an awareness that sees through whatever B.S. may be present in my own and others’ mindsets and thus beholds what the B.S. otherwise tends to obscure. The evidence of my mindfulness shows up to the extent that my execution of what I know corresponds to what I know.

Being mindful of myself is quite different from “figuring myself out,” which invariably arrives at an estimate that is self-diminishingly out of context. The more successful I am in figuring myself out, the more out of context I become. The “out” in which I thus configure myself is the realm of separation, the realm in which I feel “out if it.” The “it” that I feel out of is the wholeness of being that grounds all of existence, from which I have contracted myself into a figurine. (When I refreshed my memory of the meaning of the word “figurine” by consulting a dictionary, I discovered that it is a synonym for “statuette.” This suggests to me that willful unforgiveness is a form of statutory self-rape.)

Figuring myself out is also sometimes called “getting my act together.” Yet who I am is not an act. Who I am is an authentically unique way of being whole, and each person’s way of authentically being wholly who s/he is has a correspondingly unique ongoing expression. To the extent that the “act” I have figured out – and thus the figurine that I am acting out – is diminishing of the wholeness of my being, to just that extent am I “out of it” with reference to my authentically unique way of being fully as myself rather than being full of myself. Figuring myself out by getting together my act of goal-and-role-sum me-ing is ultimately a self-excluding endeavor, á la the Emersonian dictum that “those who are exclusive exclude themselves.” No matter what I endeavor to exclude from my experience, it is the one who is experiencing that gets excluded. Hence the indelicate condition I once saw cited on a bumper sticker: “I finally got my s*** together, but then I couldn’t carry it.”

Figuring myself out subtracts (and thus contracts) me from the wholeness of my being, with the consequence that I endeavor to be someone who I am not. Mindfulness reverses this contractive procedure, instead subtracting what isn’t who I am from what is. Whereas I cannot possibly be and know who I am while me-ing otherwise, I can more fully be and know who I am as I cease me-ing otherwise. Mindfulness guides me in the cessation of my endeavors to be who I am not.
Mindfully reasoning my way through life is analogous to climbing a sheer cliff, while mindless reasoning may be likened to loosing my grip. Experiential handholds and footholds on my life are firmly established only as I effectively negotiate the gaps that bridge my sensing of my inner and outer worlds and the sense that I choose to make thereof. Mindful reason-ability makes my life experience more fathomable by further grasping what remains as yet unfathomed. For instance, as Albert Einstein observed, the relationship between the known and the unknown is like that between the inside and outside of a circle. As I enlarge the circle of what I know, I increase far more rapidly my circumferential outlook upon what remains unknown to me. The realm of my ignorance is expanded, not contracted, by whatever I presume to know. What I know merely binds me to the known, while the ever-leading edge of my freedom yearns to grasp the unboundedness of what I am yet to know. 

Just now I am feeling incomplete,

wondering what my finished puzzle is,

and longing for a box whose cover shows

a pre-existing picture of my life.

Fitful

about feeling fitless,

I seek to match the contour of my life

against the unknown nextness

that edges in on me.

I feel alternately frightened and excited,

knowing that the larger pattern yearned for

will build upon the shape I give this day.
The circumference of my knowing is an all-encompassing crevasse that borders on the unknown. It is only as I am mindful that I may effectively negotiate, from within, the crevasse that is my bridge to the all-embracing unboundedness of my not yet.

It is similarly between the lines of my reasoning that blameless living and self-forgiveness have their habitat, for they are seemingly unreasonable within the framework of a linearly bounded mindset. Both being alive and perceiving from my aliveness are irreducibly subjective pastimes, no matter how reasonably object-oriented I endeavor to make them be. Only as I fully honor the coherence of my seaming inner subjectivity with the outer world’s seeming objectivity may I with complete integrity read (discern) and write (express) what I am experiencing. Doing otherwise is an endeavor to wrench static either/ordered messages from the both/and fluidity of life’s passage.

It is thus that mindful self-forgiveness is the undoing of my act of being apart (me-ing who I am not), so that I may fully be the action of the part that I wholly am. Being who I am shows up only when I am being wholly present as I am. It is being wholly as I am that witnesses to the authenticity of who I am, and thereby fully expresses my whole-sum being.

An Intentional Perspective: Care-full Commitment

"What is as important as knowledge?" asked the mind.

"Caring and seeing with the heart,” answered the Soul.

-Author unknown
Constantly remind yourself, “I am a member of the whole body of conscious things.” If you think of yourself as a mere ‘part,’ then love for humanity will not well up in your heart; you will look for some reward in every act of kindness, and miss the boon which the act itself is offering.  Then all your work will be seen as a mere duty and not as the very porthole connecting you with the Universe itself.  –Marcus Aurelius

Someone has said that the most avoided and therefore longest journey we take is to traverse the 12 inches or so between our brains and our hearts. One of my spiritual mentors, Ernest Holmes, offered a prescription for that journey: “Let the intellect decide to what the emotions are to respond. This is the secret of a well-balanced life.” (Science of Mind, p. 498)  
After many years of contemplating Holmes’ prescription, I have realized that my mindset conforms to the setting of my heart-felt intentions, which guide both my mental and my emotional responses. Merely “good” intentions have a short season, and even when they are renewed (for instance, on or about New Years day) they enjoy but another brief endurance. A “good” intention is little more than a well-meant gesture or pretense – my willingness to be wishful without being fruitful. My enduring intentions are those that represent the mutually willing intuition of my feelings and my intellect. My heart-felt intentions are the ones to which my mind dedicates its settings and from which it takes its bearings.

Only my heart-felt intentions care enough to evoke my very best. They may be likened to the inertial guidance system of a missile in non-divertible pursuit of an unsteady target, for my heart-felt intentions are the ones most likely to determine how I fulfill my existence. Neither target (goal) nor aim (role) is the ultimate determinant of success in my quest to express whole-sum being. It is mindful direction of heart-felt intention that aligns me with the otherwise elusive objective of that quest.

Without heart-felt intention that is guided by mindful attention I can have no purposeful aim for my life, for such direction is not fathomable in the absence of such care. The more mindfully I command my heart-felt intentions, the more effectively I realize the preferred outcome of my life experience. My heart-felt intentions are self-organizing of their own realization, to the extent that my mindful attention is alert to opportunities for their fulfillment and supports me in acting on them. Such dedicated intention is certain of positive fulfillment as long as I am awake to every option that becomes available to me in support thereof, and am also whole-heartedly willing to follow through with whatever it takes to exercise the option.  In the meantime, my so-called “good” intentions do not qualify for such expeditions, for they are unequal to the accomplishment of their merely wishful outcomes. 

Whole-hearted dedication of intention is evidenced in my willingness to follow through with whatever it takes to fulfill the intention, short of compromising my own and others’ integrity. My heart-felt intentions are those that prevail by virtue of their non-divertibility. Non-divertible dedication to the course set by my intentions is the essence of what is meant by the term “commitment,” which is the strongest of all dedications to purpose. 

Having a non-divertible intention does not mean that I am never diverted from the course that my intention has set. It means instead that I correct all such diversions as I become aware of them. Persistent course correction is the lifeblood of commitment, as any airplane or ship’s pilot can testify merely by the fact that s/he is still alive. Without persistent course correction there is no reliable dedication of intention, and without dedicated intention I am incapable of resolving difficulties such as those that attend the forgiving of persons and situations that I would otherwise feel powerless to release from unforgiveness. 

Dedicated (heart-felt) intentionality governs the outcome of all my choices, while merely mental “good” intentions amount to little more than a statistical crap shoot. True luck manifests enduringly only in the lives of those who are prepared to make the most of whatever luck I may have.

My dedicated intentions are what cause me to make correspondingly dedicated choices. Being a forgiving person begins with my heart-felt chosen intention to be just such a person. Had I no dedicated intention to be a forgiving person, there could be no corresponding result. Yet because that specific, dedicated intention exists in me, it organizes its own realization by selecting for those choices that fulfill it. My intention to be a forgiving person is only the penultimate cause of my forgiving behavior. Its ultimate cause is my dedicated commitment to such intention. 

Non-divertiblity of intention attracts the “luckiness” that some describe as “preparation meeting opportunity.” An oft-quoted statement of W. H. Murray, a member of the first expedition to reach the top of Mt. Everest, describes the relationship between intention and one’s dedication thereto:

Until one is committed, there is hesitancy, the chance to draw back, and always ineffectiveness. Concerning all acts of initiative (and creation), there is one elementary truth, the ignorance of which kills countless ideas and splendid plans: that the moment one definitely commits oneself, then providence moves, too. All sorts of things occur to help one that would never otherwise have occurred. A whole stream of events issues from the decision, raising in one's favor all manner of unforeseen incidents and meetings and material assistance, which no man could have dreamt would have come his way. 

I have learned a deep respect for one of Goethe's couplets:

Whatever you can do, or dream you can, begin it.
Boldness has genius, power and magic in it.

Persistence born of commitment is the heartbeat of dedicated intention. In the fullness of time the universe reciprocates all mindful engagements of persistent heart-felt intention. For instance, when forgiveness is not immediately possible for me, it emerges in due course so long as my non-divertible heart-felt intention is that it do so.  All such intention is eventually self-productive of its own realization so long as my choices honor and activate the convergence of my intention with opportunities for its realization.  

Dedicated intention accomplishes the successive elimination of lesser-dedicated intentions to the contrary.  All intentions are self-appreciating (i.e., increasing of my life’s value) as long as they are not countered by self-depreciating ones. Much of my success in any endeavor consists of not allowing myself to be distracted by intentions that are self-diminishing. The remainder consists of recognizing opportunities for fulfillment of the self-appreciating intentions from which I am no longer distracted. 

My ultimate heart-felt intention, the one that clears the way for all the others, is to avoid distraction by matters that are irrelevant to or disruptive of my experiencing the wholeness of my being. Honoring this intention is often less than instantaneously productive of its fruition, for every outcome of my dedicated intentions has its own season of fulfillment. For example, instant forgiveness of a deep betrayal invariably eludes me. Yet even when I am feeling overcome with unforgiveness, I can still choose to forgive myself for feeling overcome. 

It is when I choose to forgive my unforgivingness, thereby accepting what is, rather than endeavoring to justify it, that my release of unforgiveness begins. As elaborated in Theodore Golas’ earlier manual on self-forgiveness, The Lazy Man’s Guide to Enlightenment, my gateway to heaven is opened by my choice to forgive myself in hell.

A Spiritual Perspective: Paradise Unbound

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

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

Self-forgiveness is the carrier wave of my unbounded spirituality. The bounded spirituality that characterizes formal religion gave me comfort when I was afraid of going to hell. Unbounded spirituality became my preference when I found myself in the hell of worldly circumstances bound by religious circumstriction.

Formalized religion, no matter in which god’s name, is the shadow of yesterday’s goal-and-role summed spirituality. Whole-sum spirituality is possible only in the perpetual and unbounded moment-to-moment renewal of its integrity. My whole-sum integrity exceeds all categorization and de-categorization of thought with which spirituality may be religiously or otherwise defined, however old or new may the definition be. However well-guided I may be by definitions of spirituality, by confining myself solely to any definition thereof I diminish my whole-sum self-expression accordingly. Whole-sum spirituality expressed as whole-sum being may be pointed to with ideas, religious and otherwise, but are not to be pinned down by them without hellacious consequence. The genesis of whole-sum spirituality is of a grander order than any ideas or ideals can control:

1. In the beginning, there was no idea about God.
2. Verily, this was a good thing.
3. Had there been an idea about God in the beginning, God would have been limited to the beginning idea.  Yet God was limited in no way whatsoever, nor can be.

4. And so it is with God's Creation.
5. Amidst the unlimited possibilities of God's Creation, a firmament emerged in which ideas about God eventually abounded.  This firmament was named "universe" by those in whom ideas about God likewise abounded.
6. It was also named "cosmos."
7. Once ideas about God took form within the cosmos, there was no end of them, even unto God's last name becoming "Dammit."
8. God hast not been the same for those who have conceived Godly ideas, for God refuses to conform to the limitations inherent in all ideas, including the limitations inherent in ideas that transcend previous ideological limitations.
9. Yet verily, though having no conceivable need for such evidence, God is generously supplied with his creature’s daily offerings of the limitations inherent in their ideas about God.
10. And so it also is that we praise the Lord with joyous thanksgiving that the mixed blessing of having ideas about God is left entirely to our own whimsey.

I am sometimes asked if I am a Christian, and whether I have been saved. I am also occasionally asked if I am a Buddhist. Similarly, I am also asked from time to time if I am a Republican or a Democrat, a Scorpio or a Libra . . . and on and on its goes. In every instance my answer is the same: not exclusively.

A Providential Perspective: Being a Beneficial Presence

A central teaching in most spiritual traditions is: 

What you wish to experience, provide for another. 

–The Dalai Lama
I am challenged to be a forgiving person in a non-forgiving country and a non-forgiving world, where unforgiveness is treasured as an ultimate virtue of the mighty, while forgiveness is perceived to be a vice of those who are weak. This has especially tended to be the governing rule in the United States since 8:48 a.m., New York time, September 11, 2001.

As I watched the collapse of the World Trade Center towers, I realized that it was a call to all concerned for each person to clarify and define the what and the how of who s/he is. In the wake of 9/11 I chose to define my own nature as follows:
· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a further extension of humankind’s inhumanities to other human kindred. 

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

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

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

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

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than an expression 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. 

Although I sometimes witness to many of the things that I know myself to be more than, my truest witness will prevail when I have forgiven and released myself from all that I allow to obscure the truth to which my whole-sum being testifies: 
I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned. 
And just how may I assert my beneficial presence? By consistently living in that question, rather than by any final answering of it. 

A Navigational Perspective: Getting “There” from Here

Blessed are they who know where they’re going,

for they shall know when they’re getting there.

And blessed also are they who know how they’re going,

for they shall know whether they’re getting there.

-The Gospel of Yet to Be Common Sense.
Up front, I have learned, is the best place to be up front. I am thus moved to conclude this portion of my report with an up-frontal orientation to the mode of its remaining exposition.

The reportage that follows flows in two parallel streams, each of which features the same succession of conceptual sub-sections. Stream One was essentially completed prior to my writing of Stream Two, and reports from my subjective experience of the blameless psyche-space from which self-forgiveness has been the fall-out. Since Stream Two is mostly about the experiences reported in Stream One, it is more objectively descriptive, explanatory and bibliographical, annotating (and sometimes footnoting) Stream One’s subjectivity with commentary that is more conventionally focused on rather than from my whole-sum perspective.

In other words, Stream One is introspectively “write I am,” an expression of the world’s impressions on my consciousness as I translate these impressions into my experience. Stream Two explores the personal and social implications of Stream One. To cite a recent cinematic metaphor, Stream Two is a left-brain reloading of the right-brainy matrix of Stream One. This parallelism notwithstanding, Stream One is nonetheless sufficiently objective and Stream Two sufficiently subjective that together their opus forms a interconnecting corpus callosum as it were.

This co-streaming of self-as-subject and self-as-object assists me in coming more immediately from my point, as an editorializing journalist would, before getting to my point in a manner more characteristic of academe. By keeping my academonology on the back burner, I relieve those who prefer not to have their information piled higher and deeper up front. I also thereby honor the precedent of my professional training, initially as an undergraduate journalist and subsequently as a post-graduate historian of ideas.

Each sub-section of Stream One concludes with a “hyperlink” to its more objective complement in Stream Two, thereby providing readers two ways to navigate the remaining content of my report. All of Stream One may be read first, or both streams can be read in their progressive complementary unfoldment. I do, however, urgently recommend one’s parallel reading of both “Overview” sections before choosing to read the remainder of Stream One prior to engaging its complementary expositions in Stream Two. And in any event, I do not recommend reading Stream Two first, because most of its content assumes familiarity with its corresponding segment of Stream One.

The corpus callosum of this report also extends beyond its pages. Each segment in Stream Two is referenced to a web-diarying page at www.forgivingmyself.com, where readers may access the even farther reaches of my mind, while at the same time sharing and exploring (a.k.a. “blogging”) their own and one another’s perspectives on self-forgiveness in accordance with the same streaming progression. [For the website’s “rules of engagement,” see p. xxx.]

May the following report from my experience of enlarging my psyche-space of blamelessness and of benefiting from its self-forgiving fall-out be a never-ending story.

A Questioning Perspective

We have long been [the] guests of creation.

We owe to our host the courtesy of questioning. 

–George Steiner

It is never to late to forgive the universe for not connecting the nervous systems of others to my brain. Such forgiveness consists of accepting that this arrangement is an ultimate benefit to all concerned
With occasional exceptions, my greatest experiences of learning are those in which the obvious becomes obvious. The exceptions – and sometimes even greater moments of learning – are those in which I question the obvious. 

By “questioning” the obvious I do not mean to call it into doubt. I rather mean to subject the obvious to inquiry. Every answer begs a question, and none more so than an answer that seems obvious. Whenever I am told that Someone (or Something) is the answer, I immediately reply, “What was the question?” I do this less to vex those who are religiously, politically or otherwise dogmatically fixated in their answers, than to glimpse whatever understanding their answer provides – or avoids – for them. When it comes to voting on answers, I keep calling for the question, because the only answers that I can mindfully own are those that endure my examination thereof. All unexamined ownership of answers is relatively mindless on my part.

M. Scott Peck, in his guide to a road less raveled with human misery than the one that is so often miss-taken, invites his readers to become more self-empowered by taking to heart his book-long examination of the blatantly obvious answer that serves as its opening paragraph: “Life is difficult.” According to Peck, when I mindfully understand and accept the “great truth” that in the answer 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.” Greater than difficulty’s prevalence, Scott argues, is difficulty’s ultimate irrelevance to those who accept its self-transcending gifts. The alternative is to drive Peck’s opening answer home with the proclamation that “life is a bitch and then we die,” in which case I create my life sentence in dismal accordance with that pronouncement.

Life is difficult?

Continuing to preface my own life with that question, even as I accept the “great truth” of its declarative form, serves me far better than resigning myself to my difficulties. It is also more effective than endeavoring to figure out an alternative to such acceptance, for no matter how I otherwise figure out my life to be, I am the one who is correspondingly figured out of it. When it first became apparent to me that I have no desire to be a figurine, I composed the following enchantment (i.e., a song that is sung repeatedly for the purpose of anchoring a thought-form):

I don’t want to figure myself out,

I don’t want to figure myself out,

I don’t want to figure myself out,

‘cause there’s no doubt,

instead of out,

it’s a whole lot more fun to be in.

Acknowledging that things are what they actually are is one of my inner sorcerer’s powers that supports me in the procedure of facilitating a perceptual makeover. The most effective way for me to change my outlook on life is to begin by mindfully observing my present circumstances just as they are. I otherwise tend to perpetuate my existing circumstances by resisting them. Resistance breeds persistence, a causal relationship that is commonly symbolized in a popular metaphor for whatever I refuse to acknowledge as being so: “an elephant in the middle of the living room.” So long as “the way it is” remains unacknowledged by me, it faithfully persists in continuing to be the way it is, one hundred percent.

Everything comes to pass when it is allowed to do so, just as the Buddha proclaimed: “All composite things must decompose, disappear.” Nothing is more allowing of such decomposition than a mindful understanding and acceptance that every arrangement comes eventually to go. My life is forever re-composing itself thus, and until I mindfully observe my life as the moment-to-moment expression of my passing form I tend to endlessly replay earlier experiences in frozen conformation to the perceptual snapshots that I then took of them. This instant-after-instant-after-instant replay blinds me to the near and how of what’s happening in the living room of my here and now. 

Such blinding replay was evidenced, for instance, by a teacher who complained about being passed over in consideration for a merit pay increase, citing as his defense, “You’re overlooking my 20 years of experience.” To which his principal replied, “No, in your case we have overlooked the fact that you’ve had one year of experience repeated 20 times.”

Life is for its giving thereof, and the well-forgiven lifetime is symbolized in Paul Stookey’s lyrics to “The House Song”:

STREAM ONE

The View from My Experience

You do not belong to you. You belong to the universe. The significance of you will remain forever obscure to you, but you may assume you are fulfilling your significance if you apply yourself to converting all your experience to highest advantage to others. ​–R. Buckminster (“Bucky”) Fuiller ​

Life is the Mass, and you are the Eucharist.

–Neale Donald Walsch
A Further Overview of What Is Growing On Here

The beginning is the most important part of the work.

-Plato
What is told within these pages is a reflection of how I tell it. The more tellingly I behold where I am coming from, the more tellingly I perceive where my come-from is taking me. Where I am coming from herein is my realization that forgiveness is the granting of harmless passage in my mind to all concerned. Where this takes me is toward the realization that such passage is granted to others only as I grant it to myself. 

Everything I grant to this world is an extension of my come-from. Therefore, although I do not always get what I am going for, I do always get what I am coming from. All my getting-of is a reflection of my coming-from, because whatever is going on as me is shaped by what is growing on within me. My circumstances are always a reflection of whether I am busier growing life or growing death. So long as both this life and death unto another are set before me, I shall continue to choose this life. 

Since my reportage is meant to be a reflection of what ongrowingly shapes the life that expresses itself within me as me, what it tells about my experience is how I relate from my experience, and most particularly from my experience of the manner in which my being here shapes my getting, here.

What is presently growing on within me is my conviction that self-forgiveness is the single greatest remedy for everything that ails humankind, both individually and collectively, beginning with its application to myself insofar as I contribute to that ailment. I am thusly self-convicted because, as the title of another’s report proclaims, there is No Future Without Forgiveness (see “Bibliography,” pp. xxx-xxx). 

On behalf of a future that continues to sustain my own species, I feel that my greatest contribution to a workable future for lifekind on this planet as a whole is to put forgiveness first by making the self-forgiving release of all my grievances my permanent top priority. Forgiveness, both of self and others, is synonymous with my releasing of my grievances, and releasing all of my grievances is the greatest of whatever differences I am able to make that can in turn make a difference in the world.

Only as I consistently make relinquishment of my grievances my top priority may I be a fully self-forgiving person, rather than merely one who selectively chooses when and whom to forgive. Being a forgiving person is far more effective and efficient than being an unforgiving person who makes exceptions. Effectiveness, I am told, is “doing the right thing,” while being efficient is “doing the thing right.” Accordingly, a self-forgiving person does right by all concerned, and rightly does so.

As a thoroughly self-forgiving person I forgive my life for being the way it is by making its way more workable for all concerned, in transcendence of all that I experience as unworkable. Only thus may I be more than the goals and roles that I and others paste on who and how I am.

I find that self-forgiving personhood is of itself far greater in its blessings than are any consequent acts or attitudes. My realization of these blessings requires a shift of paradigm, a perceptual makeover of the goal-pursuing and role-assuming mindset I grew up with.

Such is the context of this report on my conscious evolution of a self-forgiving mindset amidst a species that contrarily tends to predicate its success on a process of natural selection that is presumed to favor survival of the fitful. 

 (The worldly implications of evolving self-forgiveness are addressed on pp. 89 and 102)

Feeling My Way by Being, My Way

The highest wisdom is loving kindness. 

-The Talmud
Be patient toward all that is unsolved in your heart and try to love the questions themselves like locked rooms and like books that are written in a very foreign tongue. . . . The point is to live everything. Live the questions now. –Ranier Maria Rilke

Emotion is the chief source of consciousness. There is no change from darkness to light, or from inertia to movement without emotion. –Carl Jung

Ever since I was five years old I have felt an urge to say a “whole thing” about the human condition: namely, that our “adult”-erated world isn’t working as wonderfully as it could if grown-ups were as kind toward and forgiving of one another as I feel certain that human beings are meant to be. I still feel to this day as I did then, that humankind is failing to realize the highest wisdom inherent in its capacity for being humankindly. No other species has our potential for being a beneficial presence in the world. Yet our innate capacity for loving-kindness languishes for lack of our development thereof into realized ability. 

The occasion of this developmental occlusion is the biggest of many questions with which I have been living since my five-year-old self assessed its surrounding groaned-ups. At that age my say-a-whole-thing urge was no more than an amorphous intuition, a knowing that was beyond what I could say until the day I could convey it fluently. In today’s rejoiceful honoring of that intuition’s blooming, were I to put in my five-year-old self’s mouth my telling words today by traveling backward from my childhood’s future to its current presentation, my message would portend far more than the statement of the lad who announced, “The emperor has no clothes.” My five-year-old self would announce instead, “There is no emperor.” Thus would he proclaim his then unpronouncable intuition that authority of the human kind resides within, and that it equally does so in every one of us as the innate foundation of a still-aborning universal democracy.

Howsoever I have lacked for words, whether at the age of five or since, I have never lacked for tears. As a child of parents who were, with only occasional exceptions, emotionally unavailable to me, I was early on seized by the opportunity thereby given me to become emotionally available to myself. Thus whenever I am deeply moved, whether in appreciation of lovely and masterful expressions of passion, skill, and delight, or in compassion for painful and hurting expressions that bring to light the dark side of human persistence, my eyes spontaneously leak as my body heaves a sob or two. As a male child, my frequent display of tears was problematical. (A perceptive eight-year-old boy recently put it this way: “Laugh and the world laughs with you, cry and the world laughs at you.”) I was called “sissy,” “Wimpy” (after Popeye’s hamburger-indulging friend), “Casper Milquetoast” (another contemporary cartoon character), and numerous other appellations too sour to mention. 

Because I was almost never able to hold back my tears, I often experienced their spontaneous evidence of my empathic being as a curse. Resistance to their flow merely amplified their leakage, making their sobbing presence all the more noticeable. It took me forty years to reverse my oft-accursing verdict on my leaking eyes, by recognizing that they shed what I now call “soul tears”:

Water, 

when heated sufficiently,

is moved to steam.

                              


When my soul is warmed sufficiently,

                              


I am moved to tears.

Steam does not mean

that water is damaged.

                              


These tears signify no pain.

Steam does not mean

that water is sorrowful.

                              


These tears are not a cry for sympathy.

Steam is not

a sign of weakness.

                              


These are not a cry-baby's tears.

Steam is not

a sign of virtue.

                             


 These tears merit no award.

Steam is water 

at its purest.

                              


These tears are the white light

                             
 

of all my emotions vibrating as one.

Water,

when heated sufficiently,

escapes its container.

                              


When my soul is warmed sufficiently,

                              


the cup of my living water runneth over.

I made a long-overdue peace with the beneficial presence of my soul tears by the simple act of penning the foregoing self-reminder, in demonstration of what Victor Frankl has said (and Nietzsche before him): one can put up with any how so long as one has a why. I thereafter ceased my attempts to contain the evidence of my highest wisdom by endeavoring to repress it in the pressure-cooker of soul-teary confinement. 

I no longer consider what others think of my lachrymal outbreaks as any of my business, which is always and only to be the natural, humankindly being that I am. As a consequence of surrendering myself to (i.e., rendering myself unto) the foregoing testimonial to my beneficial presence, on occasions when others’ impressions truly are my business, the fulfillment of whose intention might be compromised by others’ perceptions of leaky eyes, my soul tears now respectfully honor my desire to withhold them. 

Would that I had made peace with my overflowing soulfulness preceding my term of military service!

  (Further perspectives on “soul tears” in a militant world are at p. 91)

Heartfully-Minded Thinking

Laughing is such a good way to cry.

–Melanie Safka

[T]ought implies the interruption of reason.

–Richard Pevear
It has taken me six decades to acquire the vocabulary with which I now humor myself in making peace with my “whole thing” about the pandemic adult-eration of humankindness. The soul-teary course of my empathic evolution is a mode of intuition that I call “reasoning with my heart and feeling with my mind,” and for which I also coin the shorthand designation, “heartfully-minded thinking.” 

Reasoning with my heart and feeling with my mind reflects the concentric perspective born of the confluent blending of my heart’s and mind’s respective sensitivities. This confluence resides at a multi-dimensional intersection in my consciousness whose flux is frequently freighted with fresh thought. How I know when I am being thus perceptive is by the immanent if not outward presence of my soul tears, or by an equally involuntary outburst (or voluntary containment) of utterly knowing laughter.

The fresh thoughtfulness of heartfully-minded thinking weeds the garden of my otherwise perennial reasonings, which is rooted in ideas that either have never received adequate examination or are due for a second opinion. Alfred North Whitehead urged such mindful self-cultivation via the power of recombinant thought-play: “We must be aware of ‘inert ideas’ – that is to say, ideas that are merely received into the mind without being utilized, or tested, or thrown into fresh combination.”

For the sake of economizing on some of the thoughts with which I most often play, my use of the words “mindful,” “mindfully” and “mindfulness” always implicates the more cumbersome term, “heartfully-minded thinking.” Similar condensation of the phrase, “reasoning with my heart and feeling with my mind,” is likewise implicated in my hyphenated employment of the words “re-minding” and “re-membering.” By these latter terms I signify the reconstructive procedure of putting together again my Humpty-Dumptied (i.e., adult-erated) confluence of heart and mind. The remedy for Humpty-Dumptied heartful-mindedness is to be as are little children though not entirely like them, by replacing my residual childish perspectives with recovered child-like mindfulness.

The inability of kingly horses and henchmen to effect such rehabilitation on my behalf is the intended meaning of my retrofitted childhood proclamation, “There is no emperor.” All recovery from my great falling out with the inherent humankindly confluence of my heart’s and mind’s intuitions that informed my early childhood sense abilities, and my re-ascendance to its oversight, takes place precisely where the word “inherent” transparently suggests, namely, in here. As noted in another of my self-reminders, each of us is the custodian of his/her own self-dominion:

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

whose special magic leaves today's life undistracted

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

that cloud over my inner-most beneficent intentions.

"Good old days,"

childish ways,

and other once-were's

are as absent from the Wizard's view

as are apprehensions about tomorrow. Instead

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

the time and place from which my being forever self-emanates.

If I would fathom the secret of overflowing from such instants

I must consult the Wizard of Is.

Fortunately, this Wizard inhabits my own domain,

within the being who bears my name.
By embedding the word “mind” in a hearty context I refer to the inner sorcery of thinking with, through and beyond the literal implications of the concepts I entertain, and of the wordsmithery with which I convey my conceptual entertainments. Ordinary thinking, which is merely about what I conceptualize, occurs within the framework of taken-for-granted meanings that tend to be cemented with the prevailing socio-logic of custom and culture. Extra-ordinary thinking instead takes place beyond that framework in accordance with the poet Rumi’s intuition: “Out beyond ideas of wrong-doing and right-doing, there is a field. I will meet you there.” The field of heartfully-minded thinking lies beyond the pavement of socio-logic, in the all-inclusive domain of self-plus-world plus selfhood that is within while yet not solely of this world because it represents so infinitely much more.

As I extra-ordinarily perceive my way through and beyond the intimidating fixations of my socio-logicalized frame of mindset, I peer through the veneer of all that I may sense, to behold as well what is surfacing from the interiority of whatever my sensibilities inscribe. Whether such heartfully-minded beholdment is experienced by me as beautiful or ugliful, it sometimes resonates with my “soul-tears” and at other times with my “funny bone,” and sometimes with both as I either laugh myself to tears or cry myself to laughter-full release.

  (Further perspectives on heartfully-minded thinking are at p. 92)

An Evolving Unitary Mindset

If we want world peace, we must let go of our attachments and truly live like nomads. That’s where I no mad at you, you no mad at me. That way, there’ll surely be nomadness on the planet. And peace begins with each of us. A little peace here, a little peace there, pretty soon all the peaces will fit together to make one big peace everywhere. –Swami Beyondananda

We’re all irrelative anywho.

-Swami Meshugananda
Self-forgiveness is my antidote of choice for the madness that plagues our planet, because it is the only means I know of by which we can individually piece together “one big peace everywhere.” Each of us has an essential peace to contribute to the overall of puzzle of human co-operation. Accordingly, this report is primarily the autobiography of an emerging “no-mad” perspective on the world of my experience, a whole-sum unitary outlook that is evolving from my ongrowing contemplative beholding of the all-inclusive domain of selves-being-in-but-not-solely-of-the-world. The unitary outlook thereby aborning tends to blend my otherwise contending analytic and holistic perspectives.

In other words, this report is a work-in-mid-evolution. Though others favor the term “work-in-progress,” I choose “mid-evolution” because I perceive evolution with far less askance than attends my perception of so-called human ‘progress.’ Evolution advances the prospects of lifekind overall, while progress has thus far tended to advance humanity at the expense of lifekind overall, thus putting our planetary life-support system in peril. For instance, until quite recently the advent of Earth-glacializing winters was solely in the province of volcanoes and asteroids. Yet thanks to human ‘progress,’ we are now able to bring such a season upon ourselves via both nuclear and conventional modalities of global pollution, and have yet to shed our aberrant inclination to follow through accordingly.

The term “mid-evolution” best characterizes the present state of my ongrowing work, because it accords an unfinished procedure of perceptual management that is forever open to the perpetual infusion of new thoughtfulness, which is born of my heeding Rilke’s admonition to “live the questions now,” and thereby continually enrich rather than entrench the conclusions of any previous moment’s progressive answers.

I have been assembling the bits and pieces of this report during a lifetime of endeavoring to catch the wave of emergent humankindness upon which I choose to surf. Only recently have I forged the recombinant vocabulary to which I have so long aspired, with which to seam my insights into the “whole thing” herein represented: a paradigmatic perspective from which self-forgiveness is perceived less as particular things to do than as an integral way of knowing and being my humankindly self. Self-forgiveness is a way of beholding myself in relationship to the world that exceeds the sum of all my partial ways of knowing and being myself and of my comparably partial knowing and seeing of others.

My principal challenge in presenting the whole of my experience is to overcome partial perspectivity by 1) always keeping the whole in mind while addressing any of its parts, and 2) always presenting the parts in optimum representation of the whole. My most immediate challenge is the linearity that is inherent in linguistic discourse. Linear constructs invariantly fall short of representing whole-sum optimality, because the latter is forever transcending all linguistic summations of its parts. Surveying the world of my experience from a unitary perspective, and conveying unitary perspectivity to others, calls for a trans-linear accommodation of the intrinsically structured linear modality of languaged thought. Hence, once again, my reason for the semantic unorthodoxies and idiosyncrasies that pervade this report, all of which I forgivingly indulge in the spirit of Marshall McLuhan’s paraphrase of Browning: “A man’s reach must exceed his grasp, else what’s a metaphor?”

  (Further perspectives on perceptual evolution and management are at p. 93)

Q: What’s a Meta- For?

A: Constructing My Own Vocabulary

It is clear to me that metaphors serve an important role, pregnant with meaning for those of us working at the frontiers [of science]. We need not only to examine our current metaphors, but also to refresh ourselves with new ones – and let go of the stale metaphors that no longer serve us. -Beverly Rubik

My sensitivity on the one hand with language’s Rubik-cubic, stale-mating, one-way-to-be-rightness, and on the other hand the redeeming metaphoric sensibility of foraging it into freshly forged combinations á la Whitehead’s intuition of fresh ideation, was awakened in me by George Bernard Shaw’s phonemic Humpty-Dumptying of the King’s English cited on p. xx. I first happened upon these now widely known bits of Shavian wordplay, which are cited on more than two dozen websites that presently enhance my memory thereof, as I was grappling with the vag(ue)aries of English formality while being high-schooled therein. 

Shaw’s word-playfulness, plus President Eisenhower’s suffixations (his “–ize”-ing of nouns into verbs and “-wise”-ing them into adjectival form, thus up-sizing the English language meaning-wise), plus the semantic antics of Ogden Nash, was all it took for me to say “pshaw!” to strict semiotic formalities. I took quite seriously what I derived from Shaw’s metaphoric point: not to lose track of the trees while observing either their forestation or (in Shaw’s case) reforestation, and instead to remain mindfully attentive to the parts from which words are constructed even as I attend to their overall ecology within sentences, paragraphs and other linguistic constructions. Since by my own mindful use of the term  “mindful” always implies being “heartfully-minded,” my stringing of words is in accordance with the metaphor that Don Juan imparted to Carlos Casteneda. They are “paths with heart” that lead to no rigid conclusions – or as Don Juan put it, they lead “into a bush,” a metaphor that U.S. political history has recently twice skewed with clearly non-Juanian precedents.

It was also while in high school that I first read Mark Twain’s hilarious essay, “The Awful German Language,” thereby furthering my awareness of the power to reshape meaning that attends the employment of alternate verbal alignments. I marked Twain’s words with the realization that language may either stamp me with its seal of good socio-logical mental housekeeping, or instead serve me shamanically by continually shape-shifting my otherwise self-mesmerizing perceptual procesdures.

Taken all together, Shaw, Eisenhower, Nash, and Twain (with a little help from the tomfueleries of Spike Jones, Bob and Ray, and Stan Freberg) awakened me to the fact that words, like musical notes, are elements of composition that play upon my mind much the same way that I play the piano: a-chording-ly. 

Unlike a piano, organ or other keyboard that conforms me to the rigid fixation of its keys, and accordingly constrains my endeavors to compose and express myself musically and to reproduce others’ musical expressions, my mind is tuned to a far greater number of verbal elements of composition whose musings are far less ordained to such fixation. My verbal “notes” create the mental “keys” to the meanings that I express in conveying my thoughts to other minds, or in my likewise drawing forth from them what complements the interiority of my own. Yet the verbal notations of literary expression are far less subject to fixation than are piano keys. When finely tuned, musical notes are always precisely what and where they are cracked up to be, and sounds that lie “between the cracks” are not appreciated by those who cling to conventional harmonies. For lack of comparable precision in their tuning, literary notations of meaning lend themselves to improvisations that are even more disarraying of customary sensibilities.

(Further perspectives on meta-for-ic wordplay are at p. xxx)

In the Meantime(ing) . . . 

A word, to the wise, is proficient.

-The Wizard of Is
To the extent that I allow conventional linguistic practice to lock me into its notation of my perceptions, my verbal “keys” become as fixed as those on my piano and allow for no seminal playing between the cracks of fixed perspectives. Accordingly, the challenge I face each time I encounter another’s improvisation on conventional word play, is to suspend the discordant distraction of any negative reaction I may have to their between-the-cracks semantic packaging. My negation of others’ semiotic unorthodoxy precludes the possibility that their verbal recreations may re-create in my own mind the insight that their alternative packaging represents.

It is only as I mindfully play in the between-ness of conventional semantics’ cracks, thus “jazzing” my language so to speak, that I may most effectively accomplish a seminal perceptual makeover, being mindful as well that the words “semantics” and “seminal” are similarly impregnated with the root term, “semen.” Yet as I inseminate my beholding with unconventional perceptivity, my resulting far-from-prosaic prose tends to be comparably less convenient, in perturbation of those whose minds are welded to standards of ‘proper’ usage. They may, therefore, feel aggravated by my libertarian politics of semantic nonconformity. Yet if they also tend, as I do, to feel entrapped within the conforming socio-logic of their culture’s busyness-as-usual, they may find my prose apropos to their own prospective no-fault divorce from the tension of such fixation with their busyness routines. (See, for instance, “Undoing a Thing’s Thing” on p. 54.)

It may, therefore, bear repeating here that those who share my willingness to spring the traps of yesterday’s thinking will find that my prose likewise bares, repeating, and that it especially bares itself to persons who are willing to be in mindful procedure of their own perception rather than remain enthralled by their perception’s content. While it has taken a lifetime for what I herein call a “unitary” perspective to grow on me, only a relatively brief hanging-in-there is required for others’ comprehension of my whole-sum spin on ordinary semantic formalism. Thus may such perspectivity also take seed in those who, detecting the probability of a pay-off for such investment, mindfully cultivate these pages in germination of their own self-transcendence of contending analytic and holistic frames of mind.

  (Further perspectives on the timeliness of meaning are at p. xxx)

Acknowledge Meants
I am keenly aware of what Plato pointed out in ancient times: the best anyone can hope to do is remind you of what you already know. My best hope, then, is not for a journey of discovery, but for one of remembrance. -George Leonard
Although acknowledgements customarily precede introductions in the process of book-bound reportage, this is yet another custom from which I am herein choosing liberation, since my indebtedness to others is best re-membered in the foregoing context of what I am herein introducing. Although my report focuses more on outcomes than on inputs, the observations, intuitions, perspectives, imaginations, and remembrances of many others nonetheless inform the ongrowing unitary perceptual makeover reviewed herein. Those whose outlooks have most influenced my own are acknowledged throughout this report, summarily, anecdotally, epigraphically, and bibliographically (the latter systematically between pp. X-X). 

Exploring others’ outlooks constitutes what I call “pre-search,” my scanning of others’ experience for valid perspectives on my journey of self re-searching. In accordance with the testimony of both John Milton and Herman Hesse’s Siddhartha - that they who stand and weightily observe may also serve – my evolving mindset has benefited from a lifetime of outwardly pre-searchful watching, reading and listening, in support of my inner contemplative re-search. Pre-searchful sensitivity to the experiences of others hones my re-searchful sensitivity to my own experience and the perceptual management thereof.

Continual, contemplative, and thorough re-searching of my own sensibilities is my principal instrument for validating whatever I assert in this report. Nothing is so in my experience because someone else, however authoritative s/he may be, has said that it is so. My own intro/extro version of the world as I experience being in it while intending to be not of it, rather than adapting or adoptively modeling others’ experience, has always been my primary source for the knowing and growing of myself. My experience is the one that I best know, to which others’ experiences provide only cues to my own understanding. In the meantime, the world that I experience lends itself to an infinity of individual interpretations, none of which I consider (including my own) to be the interpretation. Accordingly, I read and audit what others write and say, and otherwise note whatever my attention turns to, as a means of interpreting more precisely my own unique way of transcendently accommodating my experience in and of the world. The world that I experience may be effectively known to me in no other way than by my mindfully being this “me” that herein experiences the world for and as himself. Those who read my report on similar terms may likewise illuminate their own urge to fathom the breadth and depths of their self-dominion.

In the course of my pre-search I continue to assimilate into my ever-emerging outlook and mode of exposition the perspectives and styles of numerous mentors. Among the legions of others, and in approximate sequential order that their respective “spells” were initially cast on me via their printed works, other mass-mediated presence, and/or live witness face to face, my principal and eclectically varied mentors include L. Frank Baum, Mamie Knodle, Billy Rose, Mark Twain, Ray Bradbury, Max Eastman, Warren Burstrom, Malcolm Houghton, Albert Einstein, and Philip Wylie (1940-1954); the faculty (and subsequently colleagues) at Kendall College (Evanston, Illinois) where I began my college experience (1954-56) and taught thereafter (1960-1972) prior to its becoming a culinary school; the faculties of the Medill School of Journalism at Northwestern University and of N.U.’s graduate departments of American and European history (1956-63); Nyoike Njoroge, Luigi Pirandello, Eric Hoffer, Luis Bunuel, Alain, Durrett Wagner, Robert Thompson, Marshall McLuhan, Abraham Maslow, Alfred North Whitehead, Harrison Brown, Lewis Mumford, Loren Eiseley, William Blake, Buckminster Fuller, Barbara Marx Hubbard, Lawrence Kubie, Heraclitus, Michael Polanyi, Roger Garrison, Donovan Leitch, Robert Hunter, Ervin Laszlo, William Glasser, Teilhard de Chardin, and Herman Hesse (1954-76); my colleagues in the Montevallo, Alabama volunteer fire department, Dory Previn, and Leonard Cohen (1976-77); the diverse drivers who rewarded my bi-coastal hitchhiking forays from Aspen, Colorado (1977-78); Ernest Holmes, Fritjof Capra, Marilyn Ferguson, Karl Pribram, Ilya Prigogene, Rupert Sheldrake, Peter Russell, Ken Carey, Herbert Morowitz, Plotinus, Porphyry, The Nameless Ones, Kevin Kelly, John Perry Barlow, Carl Jung, James Joyce, Marcel Proust (1978 +) – and, yes, Dr. Seuss, Mad magazine, Monty Python, and (passim) the way country music song titles epigraph their “hooks.” 

All indiscretions and miss-takes of assimilation or dissimulation are, of course, my own, for which this report is intended to elicit the forgiveness of all concerned. 
  (Further attributions are at p. xxx)

CHAPTER ONE

To Be A Forgiving Person

Forgiveness is not an occasional act; it is a permanent attitude.
-Martin Luther King, Jr.
Each occasion of forgiveness requires a change in the way that I perceive what is forgiven, and the required shift of my perception from an unforgiving perspective to a forgiving one tends to be a challenge. In the meantime, people and incidents that I experience unforgivingly tend to show up more rapidly than do my instances of forgiving them, so that I accumulate a growing backlog in my forgiveness caseload.

I have, therefore, adopted an alternative to thus piece-mealing my forgivingness: a perceptual makeover that empowers me to grant harmless passage to all and everything that comes to my mind. I am endeavoring such accomplishment via my commitment to the persistent and consistent release all of my grievances, thereby putting forgiveness first. Rather than be an unforgiving person who makes case-by-case exceptions as my caseload piles up, I instead can be a generically forgiving person whose caseload is always reasonably current.

This is not so-called “batch processing,” because each call for my forgiveness presents itself as an individual claim on my intention to relent. Forgiving personhood therefore requires me to be singularly responsive in timely, specific forgiveness of each blameful sentiment that arises in my thoughts and feelings.

As an unforgiving person, I tend to make forgiving exceptions only for what I perceive as forgettable offenses. Only as a forgiving person, who generically puts forgiveness first, am I likely to forgive what I experience as unforgettable.

As an unforgiving person I am inclined to relent from blaming others only until it hurts me to do so. As a forgiving person, I continue to relent until such hurting stops. 

An unforgiving person becomes a forgiving one only via a committed heart-felt intention to do so. This report, accordingly, testifies to the course of my committed heartfelt intention to be a person who puts forgiveness first.

  (Further perspectives on generically forgiving personhood are at p. xxx)

Our Age of Reinvention

Everything nailed down is coming loose.

–Newspaper editorial headline (c.1960)
Two basic rules of life are these: (1) change is inevitable and (2) everybody resists change. 

The only person who likes change is a wet baby. 

-Roy Blitzer

All changes involve loss, just as all losses require change.

–Robert A. Neimeyer

People want to be heard.

If you allow them that luxury then they are willing 

to embrace significant change at a much swifter pace. 

–David Ault
In 1967 I became a person who was over-thirtied (then widely presumed by the under-thirties to be an adverse condition), and who for that reason alone was deemed untrustworthy by many of the younger folk born during and following the Second World War. My youngers were wont to clothe me in a generational class-action suit of blameful unforgiveness merely for the timing of my birth.

I had come out of the soil of the Earth and into the world in 1936, to marvel at all the things Earth’s dirt turns into, myself included. I was born on the seventh anniversary of the stock market’s October 29 crashing of the Roaring Twenties’ party, which also depressed the trust of the generation that brought me (allegedly) up. Yet however the post-war generation (now known as “baby-boomers”) tended to perceive persons of my age, even as a fledgling thirty-something I, too, was questioning my generation’s outlook. I question every generation’s outlook, as part of my lifelong outlook of askance at the nature of all perception per se, regardless of where and by whom it is generated. Yet in the procedure of this inquiry I also endeavor to hear all generations out.

From my perspective at age 31 and ever since, I behold us all as between-age members of an evolving species that is extravagantly living beyond its planetary means in suspension between its no longer and its not yet, as we swirl and twirl about in a trance-endless vortex of rapid technological and societal change. I behold that we no longer, if ever we did, evidence the redoubled wisdom that we claim in our self-designation as homo sapiens sapiens . . . unless, perchance, mastery of duplicity qualifies some folks as such in a world where many presume (as Willie and Waylon once lyricized) that “old age and treachery beat youth and good will.” It was, no doubt, in contemplation of similar wailings of presumed certainty in his day that Montaigne observed, “The conviction of wisdom is the plague of man.”

Nor, from the perspective of my experience, are we yet exemplars of the wisdom that Earth’s lifekind so urgently requires of our successor species, homo custodiens. I see instead that we are mired in our no longer, while tending to admire merely the more superficial aspects of our not yet. As many others acknowledged three decades ago, we are mired in future shock while often unduly admiring the future schlock that we sooner (more often than not) or later bury in closet or attic, or put behind us via the nearest dumpster, thrift store, yard/garage/estate sale, or flee-from-all-our-stuff-by-flocking-to-it market.

In the 1950’s and ‘60’s, I saw that the “signs of the times” were all blowing in the winds of change, including signs that were presumably either boarded down for good or else had us bored downward. Nor have I experienced this situation changing all that much since then, except that the winds of change continue to become ever more blustery. We have, for a long time passing now, been bracketed in an historical parenthesis of – to transliterate somewhat the title of a then contemporary song – “who knows where the times go?”

I see that as we wander between that which is no longer workable and that which is not yet manageable, we are reluctant to wonder accordingly by letting go of unworkable perceptions on behalf of acquiring more effective ones. I feel this reluctance endangers us far more today than it did nearly half a century ago when Eric Hoffer wrote, “In times of profound change, the teachable inherit the earth, while those full of knowledge find themselves beautifully equipped to deal with a world that no longer exists.”

Our transitional condition initially acquired its characterization as “future shock” in the 1960’s, as a malady that lingers on amidst unrelenting change compounded by an exponential increase in the rate of change. To this day I observe our tendency to be numbed by a future that we behold rushing toward us far more rapidly than we are inclined to effectively engage with it, let alone embrace it. We instead prolong the ailment cited in a Bob Dylan ballad of future shock: “Something is happening here and you don't know what it is do you, Mr. Jones?”

Yet I also see us being far more than mere between-agers who are wandering in our wondering of “what’s next?” for we live in an age that is peculiarly our own. Even as we feel ourselves drifting on a cusp between the familiar “Hi there!” space of all ages and the peculiarities of cyberspace that shape the age now aborning, our cusp is a definable era in its own right. From my perspective, we are living in an age of reinvention. Reinvention is occurring in all of our institutions and institutionalized functions: government, industry, labor, military defense, education, religion, medicine, the media, the job market, marriage, cultural and personal mores – nothing is exempt, including our modes of perception.

I have observed that as we encounter the consequences of our rapidly emerging planetary electronic and economic networks, every localized pattern of relationship and communication, be it political, social, economic, ethnic, spiritual, or otherwise, is either giving way to more globally viable forms or is headed toward possible if not probable extinction. And though we have barely comprehended the clichéd futurist commandment to "act locally while thinking globally," I sense with a growing number of others a further requirement to think cosmically as well, while acting locally in the context of beholding our world planetarily.

  (Further perspectives on our collective self-reinvention are at p. xxx)

Beyond Contradiction

The greatest requirement of our time is tolerance of ambiguity.

 –Paul Tillich
A principal harbinger of ongrowing future shock in the 1960’s was the change-foreboding statistic that ninety percent of all scientists who had ever lived were alive and gainfully employed at that time, mostly in the service, at least indirectly, of more efficient (presumably because they were “faster”) technologies. I am told that this same statistic tends to almanac our present day as well. 

Among other things, our flourishment of science has served an equally burgeoning industry for the production of a floodtide of consumer “goodies” (much of it the future schlock alluded to above), in support of a media-induced commercial gluttony that is intended to make us shop ever more often and rapidly in our national pastime of kitschin’ up with the Joneses. It is also intended to distract us from the imperial future schlock of outmoded political, economic, social, and environmental follytics.

Future shock’s here-to-stay-ness became all the more apparent to me when a mid-1960’s doctoral graduate in quantum physics told me that the half-life of being effective in his field for anyone not committed to life-long study was at maximum five years, and that his situation was a precursor of a forthcoming requirement for all life that presumed itself to be intelligent. His claim was reinforced by anthropologist Margaret Mead’s assertion that we must accustom ourselves to a life-long regimen of accommodating today what nobody knew yesterday, while simultaneously preparing ourselves to likewise accommodate in a timely manner what none of us will know until the day after tomorrow. It was on behalf of this requirement that Future Shock author Alvin Toffler observed that literacy was becoming far more than one’s ability to read and write, in face of the growing necessity that we be equally able to learn, unlearn, and relearn. (If that was already literacy’s growing demand of us forty years ago, imagine the aptness of Mead’s and Toffler’s commentary today.)

All of this evidence and testimony confirmed one of my sustaining articles of faith, theologian Paul Tillich’s timely mid-century call for “tolerance of ambiguity.” Yet even with such forgiving theological counsel to lean upon, it fell far short of my own timely requirements. During one of many moments when the ambiguities in my circumstances were far in excess of my tolerance, I wrote the following “Memo to Yossarian”: Catch: 22, McInnis: 0.

I have experienced tolerance as a form of resignation to ambiguity, rather than of forthright assignation via the willingness to positively engage life’s ambiguities. It was only some years of indulging the ambiguities of tolerance that I accepted the necessity of embracing ambiguity, an accommodation that I find best articulated in William Glasser’s theory of choice: “When you stop controlling, you gain control.” 

The controlling urge to fixate personal behavior, things that are, and things that happen is a perspective that tends to be negatively rather than positively reciprocal. As a modern epithet acknowledges, control is freaky. It not only negates the flow of circumstance, it evokes a reciprocally negating response (often covert) of counter-control. Only from a perspective on reciprocity that beholds life’s ambiguities from beyond all 22-like catches of contradiction and control – perspective that instead forgivingly embraces the common ground in which all things are reciprocally caught up, may I accommodate the dichotomies that prevail in ordinary perception, and thereby come full-circle into mindful self-dominion.

  (Further perspectives on choiceful self-command are at p. xxx)

Toward Mindful Self-Dominion

The Great Work now, as we move into a new millennium, is to carry out the transition from a period of human devastation of the Earth to a period when humans would be present to the planet in a mutually beneficial manner. –Thomas Berry
For the past four decades I have been living between a rock and a savant-garde place, between funda(mental?)ist hardenings of the categories and the de-(constructive?) dissolution of our dichotomous categorical in-pair-meant-ives. Amidst such consternation I would be utterly clueless in the prattle without the emergent self-stabilizing perspective of unitary perceptivity reported in these pages, whose reciprocal tendency is to transcend the rigidities of categorical discernment (i.e., the rigidities, not the discernment).

I ultimately trust in the successful emergence of a stable world order that transcends our thus far historical trend toward rigid categorical in-pair-meants. Such trust is born of my conclusion that, for all of our shortcomings and thwarted goings, my species represents the long-sought missing link between the apes and civilized humanity. Though we are as yet far from being fully evolved humane beings who readily exemplify our civilizing potentials, we are well past the now archaic timeliness of Gandhi’s remark when he was asked what he thought of Western civilization: “I think it would be a good idea.” Today, the only ideas that seem to me sufficiently timely to qualify for Gandhi’s intuition of a “good” one are ideas that are global rather than parochially Eastern or Western in their scope, ideas so comprehensively planetary that they are civil to Earth’s balance of lifekind overall. I behold lifekind, not only its human constituency, as the ultimate salt of the Earth on whose behalf global foresight is at present so urgently called for. From beyond our consciousness of so-called “globalization,” the planetization of our awareness beckons.

In the long run, it increasingly appears to me that what is most essential to the 6.5 billion more or less humane inhabitants of Earth is an idea, acceptable by all concerned, of a long run that is workable for all of the planetary elements that are critical to lifekind’s balance. It is not an abstract “balance of nature” that we are presently tending to debilitate, rather the far more empowering balance of lifekind overall that is in jeopardy of our persistent unbalancing acts.

Nonetheless, the continued and accelerating worldwide ecological degradation of our long-term future – our planet’s present shock as the ultimate dumpster for our outworn material and outmoded socio-political schlock – reveals our species’ reluctance to embrace a globally workable idea, however urgently we are presently prompted to do so by environmental and other circumstance. In counter-productive blindness to globally comprehensive ideas, we are trapped in anti-holistic (to say nothing of anti-unitary) mindsets, even – and in some cases especially – in the minds of those to whom we politically delegate the resolution of our self-and-Earth-shlocking circumstances.

The losses both of Gandhi’s life and the 3,000 lives at the World Trade Center were triggered by the same intractability of mindset that remains alive and ill in every person’s thoughts and expressions of enmity. The perception of enmity is a reciprocal consequence of the mental rigor mortis that some have diagnosed as “hardening of the categories” – a duel-minded, terror-for-a-terror mindset that is self-blinded to its situation as a whole because of its conflicting fixations on its situational parts, a syndrome that has been correlatively diagnosed as the “paralysis of analysis.” The remedy for such fasten-ation of the psyche is, as elaborated throughout this report, to view both our collective and individual experiences from the ever-questioning, inter-immediate, unitary perspective of reciprocal whole-sum being that transcends the limitations of both analytic and holistic perceptivity.

Although we continue to resist being aware either of mindsets that require changing or of the changes in our frames of reference that are required, we are nonetheless caught up in a topsy-turvy and willy-nilly collective perceptual makeover that we call a “paradigm shift”: a makeover of our consciousness, by our consciousness, in our consciousness. At present we are slowly – and far too slowly in the estimation of many – making over an everywhere-localized, self-serving, fragmentary mindset of local immediacy that is unforgivingly apart from the greater context of its being, into a universalized, omni-serving, unitary mindset that is a forgiving part of the whole-summation of all that is.

Upon our realization of (i.e., making real) a unitary perceptual makeover of our present collective outlook – assuming we remove our collective finger from the reset button of blameful, unforgiving reactionism before doing our species in – we will have a radically new conception of ourselves and our place within the world. In mindful development of our capacity for such a perceptual makeover, we may one day view all things from a unitary perspective that is in forgiving alignment with and attunement to the optimum well-being of lifekind overall, not just to the presumed immediate well-being of humankind apart.

There is more to be gained than lost by each of us in the course of this perceptual makeover, since only from the forgiving perspective of omni-dominion is full self-dominion realized.

  (Further perspectives on paradigm shiftiness are at p. xxx)

Toward Omni-Dominion

We live in a liquid universe that appears as a solid fact.

-Ralph Waldo Emerson

My first mindful experience of what I now call “inter-immediate” perceptivity and its all-forgiving unitary perspective was the consequence of a perceptual breakthrough that occurred near the time of my birthday in 1973. Mired in distraction by the unworkable errors of my past and my extrapolations of dire consequences for a seemingly unmanageable future, I chose to admire a present moment so intensely that it broke through the superficial adsorption of my indulgent self-absorption.

As a presumed remedy for what I perceived as a past mistake in my choice of a life partner, I had quite recently separated from my family, only to be told immediately thereafter that I was also about to be parted from my present career as an educator. I sensed that my situation was ultimately about something that was wrong with me, rather than about either my soon-to-be-former wife or my soon-no-longer-to-be employer. Accordingly, both my known past and my unknown future were weighing quite heavily on me, and unforgivingly so. And since this was taking place in context of an imminent birthday, I was even wondering how many more anniversaries of my initial outburst upon the world I would be around for.

In other words, I was about to be quite alone.

During an extended break from a workshop I was conducting at St. Catherine’s School in rural Kentucky, I took a walk along a creek in the nearby wooded countryside. It was a warm, hazy, autumnally splendorous afternoon, whose riot of leafy colors and smells slowly eased me from my distracted state. My attention was attracted to a particular place in the stream, where its some of its water slid over a rock with a gentle gurgling sound. This outer babbling induced me to surrender my inner babbling to the inter-immediacy of the moment, and I eventually heard the gurgle “sing” to me a song of infinite forgiveness.

I returned to my consultation with the song’s three verses, which I shared with the nuns and students who were attending my workshop. I was unable to convey adequately the experiential context from which the verses arose. This exposition came to me only several days later when I was abruptly awakened by a pre-dawn flow of words that I felt urged to put on paper, in portrayal of the inquiring mindset from which the verses had emerged:

I touched the endless thread of time one day 

while sitting in the middle of a stream.  

I had been enjoying the autumn countryside,

marveling at how gracefully the day 

was ebbing into twilight, 

and the summer into winter's time.  

I, too, faced a coming darkness, 

a cold time in the journey of my soul.

A leisurely walk along the stream had loosed my mind 

of churning over memories of doings and events 

whose working out now tumbled me 

toward the dreaded valley of the shadow.  

My attention had been drawn 

from past mistakes and future dread 

to an island just my size, 

a rock parting the waters of a wide place in the stream.  

The presence of that stationary island made me wonder 

where the flowing waters tended: 


whence were they falling, 


and where would they arise to fall again?

The water made a gurgling sound 

as invisible as a candle's flame is silent, 

and I recalled a clear, dark night in early childhood 

when I first realized that the burning of a star 

is like the Earth beneath my feet, 

becoming grass becoming cows becoming milk 

becoming me becoming . . .

I made my way into the stream, 

sat on the island just my size, 

and fixed my eyes upon the place 

where water was being tumbled over a rock 

that rested next to mine.  

I watched the gurgle for some time, 

only to find it timeless—

it was just there, 

in contrast to the ever-moving water that sustained it.  

Gurgles are timeless as long as water is on time, 

ceaselessly flowing to where it comes from.

I stuck my finger in the gurgle, 

and modified its timeless tune somewhat, 

but for no longer than the duration of one finger. 

Like the water, I was passing through. 

Yet something in me yearned to stay there with the gurgle, 

so I replaced my finger with a large stone.  

Now the tune was altered for the duration of a rock—

more enduring than my finger 

but less presumptuous than a pyramid.

As I contemplated leaving, never to return, 

I wondered if the gurgle would ever be visited 

by the same water twice.  

And then I heard an invisible silence, 

gurgling deep within:

Don't ask me where I'm going, no one can really say;       

though I've already been there, I'm always on the way.

My journey's never finished as onward I ascend,

from end of my beginning to beginning of my end.

Don't ask me where I come from, the answer's near and far,

as recent as this moment, as distant as a star.

My here is made of elsewhere that elsewhere flows through me,

some ashes from a far-off sun, destination: galaxy.

Don't ask how long I'll be here, we'll never really know.

The only thing eternal is the now through which we flow.

If you look downstream to see what's passed, or behind for future's clue,

you'll miss the beat the heavens keep as they go dancing through.

The song invoked my realization that whether I am "passing this way" or some other one, my passage is a never-ending experience rather than a life-ending one. And so it is with everyone else's passage. All of us are changing from moment to moment, yet no matter how great the change may be, we die only to the gurgles (a.k.a. "forms") via which we express our successive seasons in eternity.

My “gurgle” experience was a direct encounter of, with, and from the “here” of my “eternal now,” the forever-present origin of my own being, the invisible incandescence of my inner essence that Robert Browning called the spark which a man may desecrate though never quite lose. I had touched and been touched by what James Joyce termed “The now, the here, through which all future plunges to the past,” which I have elsewhere designated as “the near and how of present instants only” (see p. 12). This is the forever instantaneous and spontaneous realm of my self-dominion, the domain in which all of my reality checks are ultimately made payable to me.

My “gurgle”-induced perceptual engagement of and with the flowing confluence of my inner and outer contingent worlds, experienced from the equally confluent blending of heartfelt and brain-dealt perspectives, is what I now term “unitary perceptivity.” As brief as this encounter was, it anchored the already ongrowing formation of the omni-forgiving outlook that is moving me to issue this report.
  (Further perspectives on perceptual omni-confluence are at p. xxx)

Unitary Perceptivity

If the doors of perception were cleansed,

everything would appear to wo/man as it is, infinite.
-William Blake (degenderized)
Perceptivity governs perspectivity. All perspective is the inside-outing of my perception rather than the outside’s view of itself, a.k.a. the way things ‘really’ are independent of all perceptivity. Accordingly, the way I see is how and what I get, as well as the way I have and do.  

Since my perceptivity is proactive prior to its functional reactivity, its perspective is self-generated. My every (o)utterance reflects the experiential shape I give to whatever is granted innerance via my senses, and every (o)utterance is subjected to distortion that accords with my particular perceptual objective. 

For example, the gurgle was not ‘really’ (i.e., even in the absence of my perception of it) singing to me. Nor was it singing to itself, nor was I singing to it or to my self. Had someone else been present, s/he would not have heard the song, whose venue was the privacy of my psyche-space rather than a public one. Nor in another’s presence could I have heard it being sung because my perceptivity would thereby have been publicly configured. 

Hearing the song was a for-my-ears-only experience, which would certify me as crazy if I insisted that it ‘really’ happened as I experienced it. Nonetheless, for an extraordinary existential moment out of ordinary referential-deferential-preferential time, singing was, and I did experience it. I experienced the totality of all I perceived beholding its own totality – allness beholding its allness.  

My moment of direct unitary perceptivity issued from the between-ness (the “inter-“) of all my other immanent (immediate) modes of perception. From this inter-immediate perceptual vantage point I beheld the flowing confluence of all-that-is, inclusive of the equally flowing confluence of all my perceptual modes – hence the designation “unitary.” 

Unitary perceptivity is a synergic beholding from (as well as of) the analytic, think-the-world-to-pieces, linear manner of perception that is attributed to my left brain, in flowing confluence with the holistic, think-the-world-together, synthesizing mode of perception attributed to my brain’s right side. From the perspective of this inter-immediacy nothing is left out. Perception “from” and perception “of” are one. Yet neither is anything included with privileged “right”-ness (and therefore righteousness) as my analytic and holistic perceptivities are thus complementarily harmonized within the whole-sum cosmic blend of all that they simultaneously behold.

[NOTE: Since unitary perception is whole-sum in its perspectivity and whole-sum perspectives are unitary in their perceptivity, and because perceptivity and perspectivity are complementary aspects of the function called “beholding,” I use the terms “unitary” and “whole-sum” interchangeably in describing the experience of “allness beholding its allness.” My use of the term “inter-immediate” additionally describes the locus and focus of such experience in my psyche-space, which is distinct from yet synchronistically synergic of my analytic and holistic psyche-spaces.]

Unitary perceptivity more comprehensively beholds my being-in-the-world than does any of my other perceptual modes. It simultaneously beholds both analytically and holistically, as well as both materially and immaterially (e.g., metaphysically). Unitary perceptivity is transcendent of all its components because it is all-of-them-all-at-once-ly experiencing the wholeness that is inclusive of all apartness. Unitary perceptivity is omni-inclusive and omni-co-operational in both-and/each-all complementarity, rather than mutually excluding in dichotomously either/ordered, competitive impairment of my sensibilities. Only in such a whole-sum inner-with-outer “meeting of the mind” is unitary perceptivity engaged. 

Unitary perceptivity is the whole-sum all-look comprised of all my outlooks. Its whole-sum perspectivity transcends all partial outlooks, whether analytic or holistic, by exceeding their mere sum. While analytic perceptivity is the focus of my attention on parts that are discernable from other parts, and holistic perceptivity is the focus of my attention on the interconnectivity of wholes that are discernable from other wholes and thereby partial as well, unitary perceptivity is the impartial locus and focus of my attention from and as the confluent omni-mutual reciprocity of all that is discerning and discernable.

From all other perspectives than the whole-sum, unitary one, the cosmos is an aggregation in which I am a part. From the unitary perspective, the cosmos is a congregation from which nothing is apart.

  (Further perspectives on unitary inter-immediacy are at p. xxx)

Unitary Perspectivity

Ultimate reality is encountered neither in our minds nor in the physical cosmos,

but at the point where these meet.

– Alan Smithson

My transaction (no mere trance-action) with the gurgle was the opposite of an experience of “the void,” of a cosmic emptiness in which no thing whatsoever is beheld by no thing else. It was rather an experience of cosmic fullness, an experience of everything’s simultaneous beholding of its everything-else-ness from the perspective of the “place” where, in Whiteheadian terms, “substance is occasionally secreted in the interstices of process.” The Sufi poet, Rumi, with the syllabic minimalism that distinguishes poetry from philosophy, identified this inter-immediately fluid “place” in more familiar terms: “It is we who make wine drunk.” More soberly, quantum physicist Matthew Jacobson likewise more familiarly identified the intersticial process that Whitehead termed “secretion”: “The raspberry within itself does not contain its sweetness, nor does the tongue. It is in the interaction between the two that this glorious manifestation of the divine resides.” In Hindu scripture the metaphoric name of this interactive “place” is “Indra’s net,” in which every node is perceivable by every other node in unitary perspectivity: each-ness perceiving the entirety of its allness from the simultaneous perspectives of all its each-nesses – the quantum field everywhere aware of its internetworking entirety, so to speak. 

In more every-daily language, and in paraphrase of another song, “The name of the place is ‘I like me like this.’”

However it may be identified by description, metaphor, or name, unitary perspectivity is substantially free of beheld contradictions, being cleansed of all sense of separation other than the distinction inherent in the verb “behold” as intransitively understood: I be, holding; therefrom I am, and thereforwardly I have and do.

Such is the “how” of unitary beholding. The “what” that is beheld is the evidence of the principle of omni-mutual reciprocity, the omni-directional and omni-embracing universal balancing act that all-inclusively reconciles every local discord to the prevailing cosmic harmony overall. Just as I am able to behold the evidence of the similarly all-including unitary principle of omni-mutual gravitation that serves the physical domain as its cosmic glue, yet am unable to behold gravity itself – and just as I am similarly able to see only the effects of electricity – so was I, during my “gurgle” experience, privy only to the evidence of the principle of omni-mutual reciprocity that governs the “secretion” of process into form. And just as Newton intuited the mathematical formula for the unitary principle of gravity, so has our collective wisdom intuited the dynamical formula for the unitary principle of omni-mutual reciprocity: “What goes around, comes around.” 

We are also well-informed of the unitary operational derivative of omni-mutual reciprocity: “Do unto others as you would have them do unto you.” Those who consider this instruction to be optional have not fully grasped the full practicality of the goes-around/comes-around dynamic of omni-mutual reciprocity: it is as I do, however that may be, that I am done unto. The Golden Rule is an effective “moral” principle only because, like gravity, it is an a priori unitary principle that governs the way things work, and how they work out.

Biophysicist Herbert Morowitz has acknowledged the principle of omni-mutual reciprocity in his proposal of a fourth law of motion, which maintains that matter is organized by the manner in which energy flows through a system. Just as gravity binds the cosmos together as a unitary whole, so does a prevailing and harmonious universalized energy-flow reconcile to itself all local differences within the cosmos’ unitary wholeness. Morowitz entitled the book in which he elaborates the conciliatory relationship between energy and matter Cosmic Joy and Local Pain.

A long-standing spiritual term for the reconciliation of pain to joy is “grace.” From the unitary perspectivity of so-called “grace,” however its conciliation may be otherwise named or metaphored, what we call “forgiveness” is the grace-full living of cosmic joy in the locality of human affairs. Among my favorite accounts of forgivingness thus grace-fully lived is that of another scientist, Loren Eiseley, who perceived the relationship of cosmic joy to a matter of his own local pain, in consequence of his tripping and falling on a sidewalk while crossing a street on the way to his office. He experienced the incident from the unitary perspectivity of his inner galaxy’s reflection of its greater cosmos as a whole:

. . . I caught the toe of my shoe in an ill-placed drain. Some trick of mechanics brought me down over the curb with extraordinary violence. A tremendous crack echoed in my ears. When I next opened my eyes I was lying face down on the sidewalk. My nose was smashed over on one side. Blood from a gash on my forehead was cascading over my face. 

Reluctantly I explored further, running my tongue cautiously about my mouth and over my teeth. Under my face a steady rivulet of blood was enlarging to a bright red pool on the sidewalk. It was then, as I peered nearsightedly at my ebbing substance there in the brilliant sunshine, that a surprising thing happened. Confusedly, painfully, indifferent to running feet and the anxious cries of witnesses about me, I lifted a wet hand out of this welter and murmured in compassionate concern, “Oh, don’t go. I’m sorry, I’ve done for you.” 

The words were not addressed to the crowd gathering around me. They were inside and spoken to no one but to a part of myself. I was quite sane, only it was an oddly detached sanity, for I was addressing blood cells, phagocytes, platelets, all the crawling, living, independent wonder that had been part of me and now, through my folly and lack of care, were dying like beached fish on the hot pavement. A great wave of passionate contrition, even of adoration, swept through my mind, a sensation of love on a cosmic scale, for mark that this experience was, in its way, as vast a catastrophe as would be that of a galaxy consciously suffering through the loss of its solar systems.

I was made up of millions of these tiny creatures, their toil, their sacrifices, as they hurried to seal and repair the rent fabric of this vast being whom they have unknowingly, but in love, compounded. I was their galaxy, their creation. And I, for the first time in my mortal existence, did not see these creatures as odd objects under a microscope. Instead, an echo of the force that moved them came up from the deep well of my being and flooded through the shaken circuits of my brain. I was they – their galaxy, their creation. For the first time, I loved them consciously, even as I was plucked up and away by willing hands. It seemed to me then, and does now in retrospect, that I had caused to the universe I inhabited as many deaths as the explosion of a supernova in the cosmos.

Weeks later, recovering, I paid a visit to the place of the incident. A faint discoloration still marked the sidewalk. I hovered over the spot, obscurely troubled. They were gone, utterly destroyed – those tiny beings – but the entity of which they had made a portion still persisted. I shook my head, conscious of the brooding mystery that the poet Dante impelled into his great line: “the love that moves the sun and other stars.”
Another bit of folk wisdom admonishes, “There’s no use crying over spilt milk.” With Loren Eiseley, I choose to ignore this wisdom when what has been spilt is the milk of humankindness. Such chosen ignorance honors my experience that the forgiving spillage of my tears is infinitely preferable to its alternative, the unforgiving tillage of my fears. 

With Eiseley as well, as he noted elsewhere in comprehension of our inconstant humankindliness,  “I am resigned to wait out man’s lingering barbarity.”

  (Further perspectives on cosmic joy and local pain are at p. xxx)

Unitary Receptivity

[T]hings which are seen are not made of things which do appear. (Hebrews 11:3)

If we set up a vibrating point at the center of our own thought receptive to that which is good, to that which is beautiful and true, we shall irresistibly be attracting that condition into our own environment. –Ernest Holmes
I invariably attract that to which I am most receptive. Therefore, if I am ever in doubt about what I am most receptive to, I have only to look at what I am presently attracting as a whole. Attraction, be it gravitational or otherwise, is a whole-summing dynamic rather than a partially summing one. In other words, the law of attraction, like gravity and electricity, functions impartially with reference to who switches it on.

Though the so-called “law of attraction” proclaims that like attracts like, this law is subject to what William James called the “white crow” test of falsification, i.e., that the observance of a single white crow falsifies the statement, “all crows are black.” The law of attraction is seemingly falsified by the occasional phenomenon of what we call “odd couples,” mates who appear on the surface to have little if anything in common. Yet the commonality that is specified by the law of attraction lies beneath the superficiality (i.e. the “face” or surface) of things that do appear. 

The odd coupling of magnets is instructive in this regard. Superficially, magnets seem to defy the axiom that like attracts like in deference to an apparently contrary law: opposite poles attract. Yet beneath this superficial appearance, the law of “like attracts like” prevails. Magnets attract one another in accordance with their interior likeness-attracts-likeness, which is the common polar alignment of their molecules. Though their opposite poles join, it is their inner polarity that governs their mutual alignment. Throughout the cosmos as a whole, it is via their interiorities that exteriorities are reconciled. So it is with gravity, which likewise interrelates masses from center-to-center rather than from surface to surface; and with the quantum physics of matter’s interiority (intra-relationships) that now complements the Newtonian physics of matter’s interrelationships. The science of chemistry (i.e., of valency) likewise describes the complementarity of intra- and interrelationship. [While physics and chemistry tend to perceive the material cosmos as co-operative (working together), biology and the social sciences tend to perceive the genetic cosmos as competitive, a distinction that is further addressed on pp. xxxff.]
The law of attraction, like the unitary principles of gravity, electricity and omni-mutual reciprocity, is primarily a law of inner-to-inner relationships, a law of interiority that governs exteriorities. Like magnets (and indeed, like everything else), people are attracted to one another by their interior alignment far more powerfully than by their superficial appearances, which represent weak signals at best. If things that do appear sent stronger signals than “things which do not appear,” then no so-called odd coupling could result. The good news in this (for those with eyes to see and ears to hear) is that antagonism is a weaker signal than protagonism, of which more is also elsewhere said (see p. xxx).

The law of attraction aligns me with my contingent world by drawing it to me and me to it in one of four of the ways that accord me whatever else embodies the likeness and the likings of my inward being:

· I attract what I am like. This attractional dynamic is so self-evident that it requires no elaboration.

· I attract what I do like. Again, attractional dynamic also tends to be self-evident, and requires further elaboration only because I tend to wonder about the absence of there being more of what I like (of more money, for example) and about why I am not more attracting of it. This explanation is to be found in attraction’s third dynamic.

· I attract what I dislike. Disliking something does not repel it from me, it instead draws it too me. And since I have a tendency to energize more intensely my dislikes than my likes, I thereby tend to draw into my life more of what I dislike than of what I do like. My passion for life is excessively employed in attending to – and thus energizing – my dislikes. Simply put: if my dislike of lacking money is stronger than my liking of money, guess what I attract more of. Though this may seem a rather weird way to be passionate about life, so it is for many if not most of us much of the time.

· I attract those with whom an exchange of gifts is possible. This dynamic of the law of attraction become clear to me only after I was once asked to explain another apparent contradiction of its law: “Since Jesus didn’t have leprosy, how come he attracted so many lepers?” The answer to this question, it occurred to me after due contemplation, is that what Jesus and lepers had in common was the potential for a healing (regaining of wholeness) exchange of gifts. The lepers’ healing gift to Jesus was the opportunity thus provided for Jesus to be fully who and how he truly was.

Everything that shows up in my life does so in the image and  likeness of my like-abilities. Accordingly, no matter what is attracted into my life, I am lucky to have it in my life. Yet given the potential for odd if not mis-couplings, I often have to look within all who are concerned in order to see the luck.

  (Further perspectives on the dynamics of attraction are at p. xxx)

Unitary Paradoxivity (At Large)

Things are not always seamed as we seem them to be.

-All of us at least some of the time
President Eisenhower once said, “Things are more like they are now than they ever were before.” ​ He was, perhaps, speaking more wisely than he (or we) knew about the vag(ue)aries of change, which becomes more apparent via a slight rewording of his statement: “Things are now more like they are than they ever were before.”

My intention is ever to be now more who and how I authentically am than I ever have been before. It was in the spirit of such intention that Werner Erhard once responded to someone who remarked that he was different than he used to be. “No, I was different then. Now I am the same.”

Being who and how I authentically am includes being forgivingly humankindly, my opportunities for which are boundless via the unitary principle of omni-mutual reciprocity. For instance, a friend once complained to me that after praying to become a more loving person, “Fifty bastards have shown up in my life. Obviously my prayer isn’t working.” 

“It is actually working quite well,” I assured him.

Startled by my response he asked, “In God’s name how?”

“In your naming of your own godliness,” I responded. “You prayed to be more loving of others. If fifty other loving persons had come into your life, would they have required you to become more loving? Not likely. Your intention to be more loving was so powerful that you attracted fifty opportunities to become so. The law of attraction responds impeccably to our every request, though its impeccability does not always correspond to the manner in which we specify or anticipate its showing up.”

“I see,” he said. 

To assist him in anchoring his “seeing” I continued. “Heartfelt intentions, like those evidenced in your prayer, attract to us whatever it takes for us to manifest our intentions. Either your intention was very strong or your case was very difficult. In any event, your prayer to be more loving has been answered in spades. Fifty persons gifted you with the opportunity to be more loving, so that you might gift them with being more loved.” 

My friend’s “fifty bastards” experience, no less than did my “gurgle” experience, evidenced the deep ecology of the law of attraction, which was acknowledged by one of the greatest scientists of interiority, Teilhard de Chardin: “Love alone is capable of uniting living beings in such a way as to complete and fulfill them, for it alone takes them and joins them by what is deepest in themselves.”

It is only as I come to understand the deep ecology of the law of attraction that I may successfully diminish my attraction of whatever I dislike. Accordingly, to the extent that I dislike unloving people the only way I can put an end to their presence in my life is by becoming more loving of them, upon which they tend either to become more loving of me, to move on in quest of another loving exchange, or to remove themselves from those who provide a loving space because the gist they are really seeking is to have their self-unlovingness reinforced by someone else’s. The “problem” of lovability is self-resolving, because people who are committed to being unloving tend to remove themselves from the presence of those who are fully loving. As another of my spiritual mentors, Ernest Holmes, observed: “Everything in the universe exists for the good of every other part. The universe is forever uniting what is harmonious and diminishing what is not. ” In a similar vein he also remarked, “It is the unessential only that is vanishing, that the abiding may be made more clearly manifest.” Humankindliness ultimately abides, however unessential and inconsequential we may seem it to be. 

Diminishing what is unharmonious in my life is mostly a matter of ceasing to wish that life were otherwise, and choosing instead to focus the energy of my intention on being like that which I would have my life be like.  This dynamics of this choice have been specified by many of my other spiritual mentors in as many different ways:

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

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

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

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

When this “deep ecology” of attraction first became apparent to me, I felt like I had been given the key to happiness, which is to cease focusing on what makes me unhappy and thereby draw into my life more of what happifies me.

  (Further perspectives on the reciprocal dynamics of interiority are at p. xxx)

Unitary Paradoxivity (At Home)

The curious paradox is that when I accept myself just as I am, then I can change.

-Carl Rogers
Among Albert Einstein’s most quoted statements is the observation that no condition can be altered with the same mindset that created it in the first place. Invariably, a change of mind occasions a change of condition – yet another dynamic of attraction. Where my happiness is concerned, therefore, it is not my happiness that occasions the release of my unhappiness. It is rather my secession from the latter that makes room for the former.

This aspect of the deep ecology of attraction is acknowledged in a passage from A Course in Miracles: “Unless I look at what isn’t there, my happiness is all I see.” After nearly a decade of contemplating this rather enigmatic assertion from time to time, I was suddenly and fully awakened one night by the impelling urge of yet another song that yearned in me to be sung:

I used to do a whole lot of frettin'

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

I didn't know how to be happy

'cause I paid so much attention

to the way that I rathered things would be.

Instead of seeing blessings, I kept an inventory

of everything I lacked to make me free,

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

my happiness was nowhere I could see.

I was into pleasing those who wished me to be otherwise

instead of those who like me as I am,

and I got so busy fixing what others thought was broken

that what worked already wasn't worth a damn. 

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

and so my life became a sham,

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

my happiness was nowhere I could see.

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

and my rathering that life came differently,

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

or by fixing what already works for me.

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

it's so easy just to let them be,

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

my happiness is all that I can see.

It is possible that there is no other memory than the memory of wounds. –Czeslaw Milosz
When I am upset by something, it is the absence of something else that fuels my upset. Only when I am expecting something else can its opposite disappoint me. It is therefore what people don’t do – for instance, be kind to me – rather than what they unkindly do instead that moves me to be unforgiving. There can be no dis-appointment of my desire when no appointment of desire has been made. Accordingly, self-forgiveness is my retrospective cancellation of specific former desires that were unmet, so that I can deal with what is, rather than with what never was and still is knot.

Every dissatisfaction that I have ever felt is represented by the invisible man who inhabited a poem that utterly intrigued me in my childhood:

Yesterday upon the stair, I saw a man who wasn't there.

I saw that man again today; I wish that he would go away.

Since my putting away of childish things that eclipse my childlikeness, I have come to know that no amount of wishing will ever dismiss an experience of what was not, is not, and never is to be so long as my unforgiveness certifies its absence. My perception of any lack – what is not – can go away only as I mindfully turn my attention to what is. The ecology called “love” that I feel for my wife is a case in point. 

Is it true that my wife is the most loving person I have ever known? Or, rather, is this only the projection of one who loves her as he has never so whole-heartedly loved another? Or is it the case that both of these are so?  Concerning paradoxical probings such as these, there is only one thing certain: having answers to and such questions would put an end to what is being questioned.

Our Age of Ambiguity

was heralded by the discovery

that the motion of atomic particles

cannot be fully comprehended:

we cannot determine their velocity

without altering their course of travel;

nor can we determine their trajectory

without altering their speed.

The metaphysics of shifts in consciousness

is no more certain than the physics of quantum leaps.

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

(how much do you love me?)

then loving's flow will tend elsewhere to go.

Or should I attempt instead to plot love's course

(will you always love me?)

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

The ultimate science of transformation, 

whether it be of motion or emotion,

is the art of being with what is, as what is.

It took two broken marriages, and numerous relationships that crumbled far short of marriage, for me to third-time-charm myself in my present marriage of five years, which is informed by my belated understanding of the transience born of perceptual intransigence: love that has a reason has a season. While the summer of every reason is followed by a fall, if not also by a winter of discontent, true love remains forever upright.

How to stand in love is scarcely understood;

few people even think to ask the question.

Whether I fall in love or stand,

love's ingredients are the same;

the difference depends upon their preparation.

If I would stand in love, I must prepare love thus:

replace the pressure-cooker of potential future-binding vows

with commitments that lend themselves to stirring;

for heat of sizzling passion

substitute the simmering of emotions

to see which ones evaporate;

serve the one I love

generous helpings of the remainder.

Above all, I am leisurely in my loving,

for just like water, my love falls

whenever it is inclined to be hasty.
The only love that has permanent standing is love that I experience as unreasoned, unreasoning and unreasonable. Such love cannot be transferred to another, and attempting to thus ‘give’ my love is but one of the many ways that I may ‘fall’ in love. To remain standing in love with anyone is to perpetually embrace the ineffable integrity that binds us in love’s caught-up-within-it-ness. Accordingly, the pursuit of definitive answers to questions concerning love and other unitary paradoxes, is like dismantling a drum to find the source of its sound, or dissecting a bird’s throat to find the source of its song, or freeze-drying a butterfly’s trajectory to find the source of its navigator.

The beholding of any paradox begins with the same recognition: since whatever has a reason has a season, paradox is what’s left over.

  (Further perspectives on unitary paradoxivity are at p. xxx)

Unitary Being

I learned early on that there’s a place inside oneself that no one else can violate, that no one else can enter, and that we have a right to protect that place. –Kareen Abdul-Jabbar 

Sometimes I go about in pity for myself,

and all the while a great wind is bearing me across the sky.

-Ojibwa saying
The inviolate, centered “place” of which Abdul-Jabbar speaks is the locus of my whole-summing individuality – the unique and undivided wholeness of my being that precedes (i.e., a priori-tizes) my recognition of its presence. It is in and from this undivided, beforehand realm of consciousness that I may mindfully realize the self-dominion born of unitary perspectivity/receptivity, because this is the domain in which I write my own signature on my reality checks. Some who endeavor to illuminate our awareness of this domain refer to it with the term “preconscious,” thereby signifying a subliminal domain of our awareness in which yet-to-be-obvious relationships await our recognition thereof.

Unitary perceptivity/receptivity is beholdment from the awaiting perspective of whole-sum being. Only a partial beholdment of whole-sum-ness accompanies my complementary analytic and holistic perceptual modes, whose both/and-ness represents the often self-obscured obvious: without the whole there could be no analysis on my part, and without the parts I could experience no holistic perceptual mode. The analytic/holistic distinction is a dual unity, not a dichotomy.

Analytic and holistic perceptivity are the poles of objective beholdment, perspectives on whole-summing rather than whole-sum perspectives. Only from the omni-reciprocal perspectivity of whole-summative beholdment may I clearly comprehend what my partially reciprocal beholding modes subject me to, as well as how they do so.

The locus of whole-sum being was described by another basketball player, Bill Russell of the Boston Celtics, when he wrote in Second Wind:
Every so often a Celtic game would heat up so that it became more than a physical or even mental game, and would be magical. That feeling is difficult to describe, and I certainly never talked about it when I was playing. When it happened, I could feel my play rise to a new level. It came rarely, and would last anywhere from five minutes to a whole quarter or more. Three or four plays were not enough to get it going. It would surround not only me and the other Celtics, but also the players on the other team and even the referees.

At that specific level, all sorts of odd things happened. The game would be in a heat of competition, and yet somehow I wouldn't feel competitive--which is a miracle in itself.  I'd be putting out the maximum effort, straining, coughing up parts of my lungs as we ran, and yet I never felt the pain. The game would move so quickly that every fake, cut and pass would be surprising, and yet nothing could surprise me. It was almost as if we were playing is slow motion.  During those spells, I could almost sense how the next play would develop and where the next show would be taken.  Even before the other team brought the ball into bounds, I could feel it so keenly that I'd want to shout to my teammates, "It's coming there!" --except that I knew everything would change if I did.  My premonitions would be consistently correct and I always felt then that I not only knew all the Celtics by heart, but also all the opposing players, and that they all knew me.  There have been many times in my career when I felt moved or joyful, but these were the moments when I had chills pulsing up and down my spine.

Sometimes the feeling would last all the way to the end of the game, and when that happened I never cared who won. I can honestly say that those few times were the only ones when I did not care. I don't mean that I was a good sport about it--that I'd played my best and had nothing to be ashamed of. On the five or ten occasions when the game ended at that special level, I literally did not care who had won. If we lost, I'd still be as free and high as a sky hawk.
Baseball players sometimes experience similar though shorter mystical epiphanies, when a homerun springs from a magical instant of perfectly placed and precisely timed union-of-bat-with-ball. A researcher of such unitary encounters (which may occur in any realm of human endeavor), who identified their prime co-ordinate – the “Hi, I surrender” point of high surrender, –entitled his report The Sweet Spot in Time. In yet another report concerning this unitary co-ordinate, Alan Smithson called it The Kairos Point (bibliography, p. xxx).  Whatever one chooses to call it, the “fullness of time” by any other name is just as sweet.

Kairos-pointed sweet spots in time are “free and high as a sky hawk” moments of surrender to whole-sum being. They are most often brief (sometimes for only an instant) though they are occasionally extensive and at times (quite rarely) last for several days, during which otherwise seemingly discontinuous space-time is experienced and embodied as seamlessly undivided and indivisible.

With momentary exceptions like that of my “gurgle” experience, my whole-summing individuality tends to be permanently eclipsed by my other modes of perception. Eclipse notwithstanding, the perspective of whole-sum being may be intuited even by those who have not directly enjoyed a unitary experience, be it of gurgling water, spilt blood, a moment of high sportsmanship, or something else. Mindful intimation of whole-sum being, via meditation, contemplation, and other recreations of body/mind receptivity, tends to increase the likelihood of one’s eventual direct experience thereof. Such receptivity to unitary beholdment tends to be precursive of its subsequent actualization. 

In my own case, for eight years prior to my “gurgle” experience I was intuiting the potential of unitary perspectivity via extensive contemplation of the literatures of ecology, general semantics and systems theory, gestalt and humanistic psychology, quantum-relativistic cosmology, and many other integral perspectives. My contemplations not only opened me to a unitary experience, they prepared me to comprehend its perspectivity as a practical (i.e., practice-able) way of beholding, which the analytical tendency of my “grown-up” scientific mindset would otherwise have tended to dismiss as being impractically “mystical.”  Yet what can be non-scientific about any revelation that “for every action there is an equal and opposite reaction”? 

Nor do I consider unscientific the assumption that “opposition” is complementary rather than necessarily antagonistic. Only as another’s antagonism is complemented by my own do all concerned become opposing protagonists of conflict. Yet even adversarial perspectives are ultimately consistent with the harmonious nature of cosmic joy, which is so user friendly that when I disregard it I am thereby allowed to have an accordant experience of local disharmony.

(Further perspectives on sweet-spot-in-timeliness are at p. xxx)

Just (or Unjust) As I Am

The world is myself pushed out.

-Neville
Momentary at-one-meants with whole-sum being, such as was my “gurgle” experience, lift me above the limitations of my customary perceptual modes by empowering me to see beyond the dynamic cited by William Blake, that “we become what we behold.” During these moments I behold myself becoming as I behold by directly experiencing my becomingness being shaped by my beholding rather than by anything thus beheld. I am an inwardly self-comprehending expression of what I otherwise merely observe outwardly, as, for instance, in the contrasting experiences of two artists whose homes burned down. One saved what he could of his finished work, and wept as his house was consumed by flames. The other saved what he could of his working materials, and painted the spectacle. 

I don’t see the world as it is, I see the world as I am. I become the world that I push out as it takes me in accordingly. To cite another example of this dynamic: the son of an alcoholic father chose to devote his life as a therapist to the support of others’ recovery from addiction. When asked why he chose to do so he responded empathetically, “If you knew what it was like to grow up with my father, you wouldn’t have to ask that question.” When his brother, who became an alcoholic, was asked why he did so replied cynically, “If you knew what it was like to grow up with my father, you wouldn’t have to ask to that question.”

Unlike unitary perceptivity, both analytic and holistic perceptivity tend to limit me to fixed, snapshot-like perspectives on what I behold, be it trees or forests. These perspectives (mind)set me up to behave in controlling ways whose intention is to fit myself and others to the “pictures” thus beheld. In contrast to these more or less piecemealing modes of perspectivity, the unitary experience is analogous to a motion picture’s viewing of itself, from within itself and as itself. Though this mode of beholdment can be fully comprehended only as and while it is experienced, it also tends to grow on those who choose, as have I, to persistently intuit such beholdment via diligent introspective contemplation. It was quite probably in consequence of my prior intuition and contemplation of unitary perspectivity that I have had the few experiences of whole-sum being herein occasionally described.

To be in full-time surrendered command of my whole-sum being requires that the lenses of my perception be cleansed of all distortions of control. Attempting to control – and thus fixate – my own and others’ perceptivity is the ultimate trick of all blameful unforgiveness, by which I endeavor to justify myself via the de-justification of others.

All fixation of perceptivity is unforgiving. Unforgiveness is a perceptual fixation whose rigid dis-connectivity eclipses my unitary comprehension of the whole-summing, omni-mutual reciprocity that weaves all things together as a single cosmic fabric. This eclipse prevails so long as I endeavor to fit myself and others into any fixed perspective. “Fixing” is the operationally controlling aspect of unforgiveness, which evidences itself whenever I cast blame on the world’s parts, and especially when I cast it on parts that are the sum of a lesser whole, be it a particular racial, ethnic, religious or other group, or be it the lesser whole that bears my name. 

The cosmos is comprised of greater and lesser wholes, to each and all of which the universe is impartial. All dis-ease of partiality reflects a corresponding dis-ease of perceptivity and perspective. Accordingly, my ailments are ultimately resolvable only within the consciousness of the one who perceives what is ailing me, i.e., within the mindset of yours truly (or untruly, as the case may be).

  (Further perspectives on fixation and dis-easement are at p. xxx)

Omni-Mutuality

We do not know of any phenomenon in which one subject is influenced by another

without [the other] exerting a [corresponding] influence thereupon.

-Eugene Wigner
Those who are exclusive exclude themselves.

-Ralph Waldo Emerson
Forgiveness tends to be in proportion to one’s empathy. This is acknowledged in an indigenous American prescription for forgiveness: “Walk in your brother’s moccasins for three full moons before deciding to tip over his teepee.” Only that which presently dis-eases me or has done so in the past, or at least has been vicariously allowed to do so as I imagine myself in another’s situation, may empower in me compassion for similarly dis-eased others. 

In short: I must first live forgivingly within myself if I am to live forgivingly of others.

My principal contribution to the resolution of the world’s collective ailments is the resolution of all self-ailment, the dissolution of all dis-easement of my own whole-summing interconnectivity. Such resolution calls for thorough self-forgiveness, via my release of all hope for anything that I perceive as having gone wrong to instead have somehow happened otherwise. Hence the aborning cliché that “Forgiveness is the release of all hope for a better [or otherwise different] past.”

Thorough self-forgiveness requires that I release as well all hope of fitting the world and other people to my pictures. Only as I am free of such fixation may I live in blameless mutuality rather than in blameful setting of myself apart. While the unitary perspective is forgivingly all-embracing, unforgiveness is a fragmented perspective that blamefully excludes one or more of the universe’s whole-summing parts.

Blame – condemning other’s very being in reaction to their actions or inactions – is nonessential to holding either self or others responsible and accountable for hurtful deeds or deedlessness. Consulting any dictionary’s definitions of the terms “responsibility” and “accountability” makes this quite clear, for in no instance is blame included in these definitions. Blameless responsibility and accountability are optimal choices. Blame is an optional choice that precludes any optimal outcome.

Blamelessness is the optimal antidote for Emerson’s prognosis that via my intended unforgiving exclusion of others I instead exclude myself. This self-defeating dynamic of blame is illuminated by my realization that, if indeed “the world is myself pushed out,” then my unforgiveness is myself pushed over. Whenever I indulge in blamefulness I distort the principle of omni-reciprocity in such a way that, in Whiteheadian terms, I render myself as an “excluded middle” – an outsider looking without, rather than within. To cite another of my self-re-minding songs:
When you have no place to sleep that isn't empty,

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

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

or to write back to from places that you roam,

when you know with all your being

that you've not yet really been,

you start looking for someone to take you in.

When people see you're somewhat out of focus,

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

some will take unfair advantage of your confusion,

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

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

so many different ways to be taken in.

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

and share some place that feels like common ground,

you may fall for another lonely seeker

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

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

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

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

and you're not about to fool yourself again,

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

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

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

before you let another take you in.

For all practical purposes, being taken in amounts to be taken over, and if a take-over is to occur it is best effected by myself, over myself, as myself. The alternative is self-exclusion, via the building of perceptual or physical barriers that invite my being adversely taken over by others because of the way that I have adversely taken myself in. 

  (Further perspectives on blamelessness are at p. xxx)

Boundary Management

There is one light of the sun, though it is interrupted by walls, mountains and infinite other things. There is one Intelligent Soul, though it seems to be divided. All things are implicated with one another. The Spirit that bonds us all as One is holy. Everything on Earth, under the heavens, is connected with every other thing. All the different things in the world are co-ordinated and combined to make up the same universe. -Marcus Aurelius, 

From the perspective of whole-sum being, boundaries are mutual zones of interaction rather than obstructive barriers, however quasi-impermeable they may be – as is, for instance, the so-called “blood-brain barrier.” Boundary management is the forgiving procedure of allowing what works to do so, while keeping what doesn’t work at bay.

Contrariwise, unforgiveness is a self-aborting attempt at boundary management, via its efforting to impose an impermeable barrier of emotional/mental closure between the non-forgiver and whatever is non-forgiven. Prior to the advent of humunkindness, such savoring of nonworkability was unknown. Systematic obstruction of workability is peculiar to a single lifekind species: our own. 

Never was the peculiarity of humunkindness more starkly apparent to me than when I saw my neighbor employing a weapon of mass obstruction whose existence was unknown to me prior to that moment: a so-called lawn “edger.” As a student of ecology, and by profession an environmental educator, I was instantly impressed by the ultimate futility of my neighbor’s unforgiving endeavor. I sent him a mental note, which I also tacked onto a bit of tongue-in-cheekiness that I subsequently composed in appreciation of prevailing cosmic order, and accordingly entitled “Owed to The New Sisyphus”:

I’m watching my neighbor

as he pushes a little round disc

through the soil adjoining his sidewalk

presuming to get an edge on nature

by compelling a tidiness for which, 

prior to human administration, 

Earth had no use.

Except for the configuration of certain crystals,

of sedimentary strata,

of the skylines of distance mesas,

and even then only as these are not examined closely, 

nature unaided by humans knows nothing of straight lines.

The shortest distance between two points is either curved or wiggly,

even in the edgeless underworld of molecules and atoms.

Rows and similar straightnesses

are something new under the sun,

proliferated by those who feel commanded

to multiply their lines in subduing the Earth.

I bear my neighbor no more ill will than do the ragged edges of his lawn.

Yet he would surely be offended by the thought I’ve beamed his way: 
“May the moss

in the cracks

of your sidewalk

turn to grass.”

  (Further perspectives on humunkindness are at p. xxx)

Boundary Mis-management

Doing what doesn’t work doesn’t work.

Improving what doesn’t work doesn’t work.

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

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

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

Mastering what doesn’t work doesn’t work.

Only what works works.
-Douglas Yeaman
I willingly confess to my own Sisyphian labors of unforgiving boundary management, which are evidenced in each of my attempts to unduly curb the expressions of those who rouse my edginess, while failing to see how my edginess merely curbs my own expression:

The walls I place between myself and others

have many textures:

blame,

self-pity,

busy-work,

competition,

saving the world,

cynicism,

the turn off (or on),

the put down

and many more.

I erect walls to keep out

criticism,

hurt,

disappointment, 

let-downs,

and the like –

yet all to no avail.

My defenses, meant to keep out others,

only keep me in,

where I fester with my flailing presumption

to exclude from my awareness others’ unwanted views.

Though I may one day pound against my walls

in order to get out,

I yet again shall not avail,

for such beholding of my walls is only half. 

I can liberate myself only as I also understand

that my walls yield from the other side.

There is no getting out

without a letting in.

My unforgiving endeavors to erect a psychological great barrier reef between myself and others is built upon Jean Paul Sartre’s assumption that “Hell is other people.” Forgiveness proceeds from a far deeper realization: it is I who make hellacious my experience of other people.

  (Further perspectives on workability/unworkability are at p. xxx)

The “So What” of “What’s So”

The field of collective human consciousness is now entering the final stages of the awakening process, congealing into awareness of itself as the organ of consciousness (similar in function to a brain) of a single planetary being, a being with internal organs of oceans, forests, ecosystems and atmosphere.  Humankind is its system both for processing information and for directing its future development. ​–Ken Carey
In global summation of all that I have reported thus far, and as well of all that I report hereafter, the “what’s so” of my experience whole-sums itself thus: In the procedure of developing effective and efficient boundary management, by omni-mutually letting one another in, humankind’s ultimate re-invention will be itself. 

Only as we form a unified (not uniform) planetary community may we fulfill our humankindly potential in this world, in accordance with what is actually the Bible’s first commandment for giveness: "replenish the Earth" (Genesis 1:28, 9:7). And only as we awaken to the urgent necessity of taking this commandment to heart may we forgivingly midwife our successor species, homo custodiens.

  (Further perspectives on the “global brain” are at p. xxx)

CHAPTER TWO

Perceptual Makeover:

The Re-Membering of Things Present

There may be said to be two classes of people in the world:

those who constantly divide the people of the world into two classes

and those who do not.

–Robert Benchley
Although the word “individual” means “undivided,” I not only sometimes feel divided (e.g., “beside myself”, “of more than one mind”, “coming and going”), I correspondingly divide what mathematicians would call “the set of all individuals” into “self” and “others.” I then further set others apart as either kindred or alien – i.e., as “like” or “unlike” with reference to myself, and accordingly likable or dislikable. In short, I tend to be duel-minded.

In keeping with this either/ordered, dichotomous impairment of my perceptivity, I deem some of humankind to be more kindred than the rest, thereby obscuring my beholdment of what is human-kindred to all concerned. This tends to exacerbate my feeling of inner division, further reinforcing the duel-minded perception that I project upon others, and ultimately upon lifekind overall, as if my mind were set in a vicious circle.  

Most simply put: I tend to think the world to pieces and then blame the pieces for this tendency. The provocation of this circular tendency is “unforgiveness.”

Yet even though my either/ordered mindset dichotomizes my experience in vicious circularity, its outlook is also viscous and subject to reshaping. However fragmentarily my mind sets me up to see the world, its set-up is susceptible to an all-inclusive perceptual makeover – to an outlook from which all things are seen as kindred within a universally inclusive whole-sum paradigm. The invocation of this alternate circular tendency is “forgiveness.”

The contrast of outlooks represented by the complementary poles of either/ordered and holistic perception is the raw immaterial of this report. My forgiving, unitary reconciliation of this contrast is its focus.

Although my outlook tends to oscillate between either/ordering and holizing what I behold, I am endeavoring to cultivate an alternative beholdment, a blameless unitary perspective from which (with one exception, to be noted later) I behold no absolutes, be they analytic, holistic or peculiar even to the unitary outlook of any one individual or group. Instead of perceiving absolutes, I endeavor to behold only tendencies. I behold every sentence in this report as an indication only of what has a tendency to be so, not of what is absolutely so – again with the one exception that I shall duly note once the full context for its mindful consideration has been established.

From this viscous perspective I also behold no absolution of viciousness other than that which arises within my own consciousness. 

  (Further perspectives on perceptual viscosity are at p. xxx)

The Whole-summing (or Knot) of My Being

I tend to feel apart from that of which I am a part.

–Many of us, much of the time

When I either/order the diversity of self and others (either people are like me or they are not, either people do like me or they do not), my perception tends to tie me in knots of fear – fear of those whom I perceive not being like me, and fear of not being liked by those whom I wish to perceive me likeably. So long as I have a disapproving mindset toward those who are unlike me because they do not fit the look of my “pictures” of how they ought to be, or because they do not do as I would have them do, yet simultaneously seek the approval of those who do fit my pictures, I run afoul of the principle of omni-mutual reciprocity: I cannot get what I am looking for when it is contrary to what I am looking from.
Looking for what is contrary to what I am looking from is a duel-minded, self-knotting relationship to the diversities that comprise my experience, a relationship in which I tend to behold others adversarially as the cause of my duel-minded perception, the consequences of which I am innocent. Yet so long as I perceive others blamefully, I am unable to claim blameless innocence. There is no such thing as a blameless blaming person. In blaming others it is I myself who am my primary adversary. Only as I blame not may I also not be blamed.

The self-knotting tendency of blameful perception is exemplified in a talking blues scenario composed by singer-songwriter Chuck Pyle of Boulder, Colorado, whose lyrics I have slightly modified to accord with my own version of the experience that they describe:

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 how 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,

And 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 now 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 self-presuming 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."

Then 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?"

They said "Yup!"  and so I asked, "Whatever happened to 'keep it simple'?"

And they said, "Easy does it."

And I said, “God, grant me the serenity 

to accept the things I cannot change.”
                  “Keep It Simple,” © Chuck Pyle
Keeping things simple (or otherwise) is a function of how I sample the world of my experience, which is neurologically analogous to the manner in which a composer of synthesized music digitally samples analogical sounds. All of my experience is behaviorally analogical of whatever I am experiencing. Therefore, the more inclusively (a.k.a. “impartially”) I sample the parts that comprise the overall analogy of my experience, the more simply (“easy does it”) I am able to experience an accommodating engagement of the whole. Alternatively, the more partially I sample the range of my whole-summing relationship within all that is, the more I tend to experience a complicating derangement of the whole.  

Deranging my experience of the world via the complications of either/ordered duel-mindedness inevitably produces compound fractures of my perceptivity in a Gordian knot of adversarial perspectives that tends to resemble Chuck’s compilation of self-entwining miseries. The antidote to perceiving myself and the world to pieces is to behold all things from the whole-summative perspective implied in the phrase “having it together.” This requires a recalibration of the perceptivity with which I sample my experience, a perceptual makeover that calls to mind St. Paul’s intuition of alternate perspectives: Where formerly I saw only in part, I now interface the whole. (See the epigraph and commentary on p. xx.)

Short of such recalibration, I tend to share the fate of the fellow who proclaimed in exasperation, “When I finally got my shit together, I couldn’t carry it.”

  (Further perspectives on “keeping it simple” are at p. xxx)

From Piece-Full to Peaceful Mindedness
A man is the whole encyclopedia of facts.

–Ralph Waldo Emerson, “History”

A cultivated person’s first duty is to be always prepared to rewrite the encyclopedia.

–Umberto Eco

As detailed later in this report, during one of my own hellacious compound fractures of perception, in whose duel-minded extremis I was “beside myself” in what Pilgrim’s Progress termed “The Slough of Despond,” I once again beheld my being-in-the-world from a unitary perspective of “having it together.” I had been courting this return engagement via my continued contemplation of my encounter with the “gurgle,” and of another’s comparable encounter that she described as “The Child, Seeing”:

It was Eden that morning; the child was on earth, 

she did not know it was Eden until there on the barnhill

the curtain slipped back, the light poured forth,

and for a moment that had no seconds or minutes

she could see unfolded before her the celestial pattern

tier on tier rising, like a vast towering tree 

branching angelic, the movement up-curving,

her place assured, and around in the air

weightless as gauze, a wondrous stuff, the light that was sound,

the musical tinkle of light in a million flakes.

And she stood open to the mystery like a plant in the field,

Good burned like a beacon; whatever seemed evil

was working for good, good arched over all.

And the curtain was drawn... but the child kept on seeing.

And the child saw the stone, and knew it was good,

saw the forms swimming within in amazing sequence,

knew the sky with its planets and stars was inside it –

the  planes of crystal, the hidden prisms:

fire and sun, the blue and the green,

the atom of granite, the garnet eye.

And the child saw the plant, and knew it was good,

saw the sun running up the stalk,

saw the flower-shapes rolled up like flags in the bud, 

the stem's cool green tunnels, luminous tubings

walled in lucite, fitted in amber and emerald.

And the child saw the tree, and knew it was good,

the green universe with cities of leaves on its branches,

the roots in the sky and the roots in the earth,

the trunk a marvelous column of armies,

of secret comings and goings,

of fragrant interior rivers, 

a green print of life that only the child could read.

And the trapdoor opened, the key in the lock turned,

the grinding and creak of the bark, the cortex door:

and she looked inside at invisible greenness, 

green exploding with stars, edging with auras 

the tremendous hallways, the exquisite networks; 

saw the commerce along the quicksilver channels,

the pulleys of bright ropes that checked and that balanced.

And the child saw the fruit, and knew it was good,

saw the seed in the center, the diminutive kingdom;

perfect cradle of newness – and  tightly drawn over,

coverlet of apple skin, or peach fleece or apricot quilt,

plum peel of violet or pear sheeted in jade –

and always inside it

that small world of seed before waters divided,

each pip in its polished case like an Indian child in its basket,

like a small rabbit in a sod hollow,

like the seeing eye in the socket –

the  cipher shape that contains within it all numbers,

the unlimited limits, the circled expansion.

And the child saw the world, and knew it was good.

Twenty years later, in a spate of full daylight,

the vision returned, an exact duplication.

It remained but a moment. The child kept on seeing.

                                                         -Harvena Richter
I have known no greater peace of mind than that of ceasing to piecemeal its projections, hence my dedication to forgivingly releasing myself from the blameful self-imprisonment of duel-mindedness.

The Horde of the Dance
Flowers blossom,

trees branch,

Earth peoples.

Like a blade of grass,

I have come out of this world,

as well as into it.

-Alan Watts (paraphrased)

I was also further prepared for my return engagement of unitary perceptivity via a re-cognition of my deep-ecological relationship to what Emerson called “the whole encyclopedia of facts,” a compendium that includes every living thing Earth’s dirt turns into. The second preja vu of the emerging whole-summatory perspective that continues to grow on/as me was also encouraged by my frequent contemplations of The Whole Earth Catalog’s assertion that since we are godlings we may as well be good at it. These musings led me to re-mind myself that each of us is his/her own whole Earth encyclopedia:

When I behold a rock

I also see the soil

that the rock shall one day be,

the ground of lifekind's future offspring.

When I contemplate the air

I imagine the trillions of other creatures

who also have been, are, and will be

breathing it to life.

When I observe the planet's waters

I remember that my body,

like the substance of all other earthly creatures,

consists mostly of this ever-flowing

re-life-cycling liquid.

When I gaze at human fabrications,

I marvel at the fact

that so many of them are made

from substances that formerly had life or one day shall.

Nearly everything that passes through my momentary touch

has either been a part of something living

or is on its way to being so.

I sometimes contemplate the things that come to hand,

to remember or to speculate about

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

Former lifekind fuels my car,

clothes my body,

heats my home,

while lifekind yet to be

dormantly resides in all that I cast off.

Nothing in my world is fully dead.

Like the rain, life falls in one place

to rise elsewhere in another.

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

it reminds me that I, too, 

am forwarding what is forever ever now.

In my ongrowing contemplation of this self-forwarding insight, as well as of a related insight that appeared in a science fiction story four decades ago and recently emerged in the title and theme of a movie, I have come to realize that the entire cosmos forgives its past by paying itself forward. Nor is such intuition peculiar only to the authority of poetic and fictional license. Via the whole-earth perspective it is slowly yet surely snowing the culture of science as well as the humanities. The “paying forward” paradigm presently portends the emergence of a third, so-called “creative” culture that is now transiting a species-wide collective perceptual turning point that is as phenomenologically prescient as was the Copernican one. 

Our collective emerging embodiment of unitary beholdment was also preja vu-ed in Fritjof Capra’s account of an experience in the late 1960’s that evoked his writing of The Tao of Physics:

I was sitting by the ocean one late summer afternoon, watching the waves rolling in and feeling the rhythm of my breathing, when I suddenly became aware of my whole environment as being engaged in a gigantic cosmic dance. Being a physicist, I knew that the sand, rocks, water and air were made of vibrating molecules and atoms, and that these consisted of particles which interacted with one another by creating and destroying other particles. I knew also that the Earth’s atmosphere was continually bombarded by showers of ‘cosmic rays’, particles of high energy undergoing multiple collisions as they penetrated the air. All this was familiar to me from my research in high-energy physics, but until that moment I had only experienced it through graphs, diagrams and mathematical theories. As I sat on that beach my former experiences came to life; I ‘saw’ cascades of energy coming down from outer space, in which particles were created and destroyed in rhythmic pulses; I ‘saw’ the atoms of the elements and those of my body participating in this cosmic dance of energy; I felt its rhythm and I ‘heard’ its sound, and at that moment I knew that this was the Dance of Shiva, the Lord of Dancers worshipped by the Hindus.

The message of Capra’s subsequent books and of other works by persons who have been similarly inspired, is that in our embodiment of and participation in what quantum physicists call the “particle dance,” our step in its melee is to decipher the dance itself while being whole-summing-ly in and with and as the horde of the dance itself.

Being, As Water Is

May what I do flow from me like a river,

no forcing and no holding back,

the way it is with children.

-Ranier Maria Rilke
To be in hell is to drift.

To be in heaven is to steer.

-Ranier Maria Rilke
The focus of my second “having it together” unitary epiphany was, once again, a flowing dance of water, this time beheld in a mountain brook to which I retreated in the summer of 1977, just as I had at St. Catherine’s four years earlier. I was in search of further solace from the same unfinished symphony of circumstance, which was still preoccupying my outlook in a manner whose details I describe elsewhere in this report. 

In retrospect of my “gurgle” experience, it had become my wont whenever in want of relief from the feeling of being piled higher and deeper in dichotomous piece-full mindedness, to consult another gurgle. Accordingly, I sought surcease of tomorrow’s further compoundment of yesterday’s confoundments, by once again taking the turbulent undertow of my duel-minded ferment for a walk along the course of a shallow stream. This time it was a creek that alternately tumbles and meanders down a mountain slope into the Roaring Fork River south of Aspen, Colorado. As I ascended and descended the creek’s course, I was struck by the stark contrast between its chaotic and calm passages. The contrast seemed to emulate the stream of my own consciousness, as well as the uneven rhythm of my life’s alternately tumultuous and timorous course. Respecting an urge to fathom what this correspondence might represent, I sat down with pen and paper in hand, as if to take dictation, and solicited the stream’s advice: "If you were literate, what message would you have for me?"

As I tuned into the creek’s babbling response, I discerned a lifetime prescription that I entitled “Flow”:

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.

This prescription to be the flow is quite different from that of going with the flow. The latter flow is most often beheld as the course already established by someone/thing else, one’s relationship to which tends to be like that once starkly described on a bumper sticker: “The only thing that goes with the flow is a dead fish.” While being my own flow is alertly proactive, going with some other flow tends toward unmindful inertia unless it is informed by the empowering initiative of non-active waiting, watching and listening on behalf of blending my own momentum with contingent flows – a mode of “non-action” that, far from being inert, is addressed elsewhere in this report.

I returned to Aspen having on a second occasion beheld the flow of whole-sum being. This time I came away with a prescription for cutting the Gordian knot of either/ordering perceptivity – i.e., my concern with whose ox is gored, is goring, or is de-gored, in accordance with my election of perception. The prescription for “having it together” by being as water is – i.e., quite literally being my togetherness –respects the algorithm of a different drummer than the one that standard-times conventional perspectives. Being my own flow accords with perceptual intuitions that are far more complex in their simplicity than is the over-simplified, neurotically obsessive outlook of either/ordered duel-mindedness.

As with my previous streaming encounter with the “gurgle,” the aftermath of my “Flow” experience is the memory of a unitary vision, not a sustained beholding with or from or as the vision itself. Momentarily “being there” was insufficient to perm my perception accordingly. Once again the curtain of my conventional, either/ordered perception had only briefly opened to allow a glimpse from whole-sum unitary perspectivity. Yet the prevalence of my self-fragmenting, duel-minded outlook has been in gradual remission ever since, as I endeavor to pier myself in a whole-sum mindset that I may then peer from. 

This report is at once my further evolution of unitary perspectivity, as well as an account of its evolution. What I herein account for is my socially conditioned acquisition of the either/ordered perspectivity from which I customarily perceive the world to pieces; my ongrowing perceptual makeover of such dis-chording consciousness on behalf of thinking the world together; my heartfelt intention to avoid being trapped in any one perception and thus unforgiving thereof; and my unwillingness to be a prisoner either of my heart or of my mind, and yet be always answerable to and reconciling of their complementary intuitions in mutual parole of them both.

[NOTE: Thousands of copies of the “Flow” prescription have been distributed worldwide by myself and others. It has empowered many persons to glimpse the inclusive whole-summed-ness of their own being when they, too, are feeling succumbed to duel-minded extremis. For the prescription’s anecdotal history and its availability in varied formats, see www.choosingforgiveness.org/flow(1).htm]
Allward: My Trip to Bounty-Full

Knowing how to operate is not knowing how to tell how to operate.

–Gilbert Ryle, “Ordinary Language”

At first I felt so riled up to let others in on my “Flow” experience [rile, v. tr, . . . make (water) turbulent or muddy (var. of ROIL)] that I evangelistically shared it with others, prompting them to be their own flow rather than go with the one to which they have been perceptually conditioned. I pointed to my unitary glimpse as if, ipso facto, the glimpse itself could produce a perceptual makeover. I proceeded like the dubious hero of Edwin Abbott’s Flatland allegory, a chap named “A. Square,” who urgently explained to family and friends his newly acquired perspective on their two-dimensional universe after being momentarily flipped out and “upward” to the third dimension. Yet his new perspective was greeted with blank stares of incomprehension by all concerned, and subsequently with his incarceration as a heretic. 

My recollection of this allegory made me far more appreciative of the “you had to be there” factor than was Abbott’s hapless protagonist, and I soon realized that squaring off on others’ mindsets was more of the same old froth-and-bubbly adversarial outlook that I was desiring we all transcend. The urge to clothe others with my own outlook is, as Abbott’s tale suggests, self-incarcerating.

Just how is one who has sensed the bounty-full dimension of “all-ward” to make it sensible to the mindsets of either/ordered “me-ward” flatlanders whose bounty-hunting perceptivity tends to be confined to their consumption of the immediately obvious? Certainly not by compounding it with a sense of urgency that they also consume what is alternatively obvious to me. 

As I let go of my sense of urgency, I considered myself fortunate in not having shifted totally and permanently into unitary perceptivity. Unlike Archimedes’ famous “Eureka” episode, which reportedly buoyed him into an instant nirvana of new perception stripped of the garb of his preceding mindset, my experience was not one of instant conversion to a newly revealed portion of truth.

[That truth is always portioned according to its proportion was also illustrated in Abbott’s allegory, when A. Square’s third-dimensional guide derided all suggestion of the possibility that there might, in further extension of his dimension, be a fourth.]

Had my perceptual makeover been instantaneously complete, instead of the day-to-day, ongrowing work-in-mid-evolution that it is, my experience would reflect little of practical (practice-able) value to others who have also been entrained to either/order the whole-sum-ness of their being. It would thereby tend to seem what some call “airy-fairy,” and what others have called “too heavenly to be of any Earthly good.”

Paradigm-shifting in overdrive seems to be the peculiar lot of folks like Archimedes, St. Paul, Meister Eckhart, Isaac Newton and Albert Einstein (to name just a few of each paradigmatic variety, religious and scientific). Their perceptual gearboxes were relatively unencumbered by the friction of former perceptions as they shifted into alternative ones (though in Einstein’s case, relative to his now-I-factor-it-now-I-don’t “cosmological constant” and his insistence on the impossibility of that what is now called “non-locality”). In contrast, I was far less thoroughly enlightened by my perceptual breakthrough than were paradigm shifters such as these. While they fully arrived at a new perspective, I am on still a journeyman to new perspective. While they permanently donned the lens of their new perspectives, I am still looking at an alternative lens of perception that I donned only momentarily, and I am having to paradigm shift for myself by intuiting my way back into its unitary perspective.

As Fritjof Capra reported five years after his unitary experience cited above, “To overcome the gap between rational, analytic [i.e., either/ordered] thinking and the meditative experience of mystical truth [i.e., unitary perception], was, and still is, very difficult for me.” Yet twenty-five years later, in the fourth edition of Tao of Physics, Capra’s diminution of this gap is apparent. Likewise, three decades of re-membering myself in accordance with my ongrowing intuition of unitary coherence have considerably diminished my own difficulty in bridging that gap. 

Closing the gap via my persistent contemplative unitary re-membrance of things present is empowered by my consistent heartfelt intention to perceive subjectively from a whole-sum perspective while at the same time remaining objectively aware of it. Only to the extent that I succeed in beholding from and with whole-sum perspectivity may I ultimately fulfill its momentous potential: the perpetually ongrowing perceptual makeover of all my moments.

I-dentities as Eventities
A living body is not a fixed thing but a flowing event, like a flame or a whirlpool: the shape alone is stable, for the substance is a stream of energy going in at one end and out the other. We are particular and temporarily identifiable wiggles in a stream that enters us in the form of light, heat, air, water, milk, bread, fruit, beer, beef Stroganoff, caviar and pate de fois gras. It goes out as gas and excrement – and also as semen, babies, talk, politics, commerce, war, poetry and music.  And philosophy. –Alan Watts

All that is may be experienced as a universal flow, a cosmic confluence that includes my beholding thereof, yet only so long as my perspective is untrammeled by scrambled, partial perceptivity. Even though discernment of parts is essential to my knowing of my place in the cosmic scheme of things, perceiving them to be apart rather than omni-mutually interconnected is optional. Only as I exercise that option by suspending all perception of separation may I experience my own inclusion in the all-embracing ordination of cosmic interconnectivity.

Cosmic confluence escapes my conscious detection so long as I am attempting to control its local course, rather than command its coursing in me and through me, as me. From the vantage point of a localized controlling I-dentity, I can at most conceptually point to the cosmic flow rather than mindfully be that flow as an ongoing, local whole-cosmos event. Knowing that I am a local construction of far-flung stardust is not the equivalent of being all that my construction cosmically empowers me to be.

As a unitary being I am more than an entity. I am a center of cosmic activity, a verb seaming itself to be a noun. Being both entity and event, I am thus more accurately termed an “eventity,” a happening that is integrated within all else that is happening in omni-reciprocal event-you-all-ity. Yet so long as I perceive myself as separate from anything else, such I-dentification precludes my knowing myself from the all-embracing, easy-does-it perspective – the psyche-space as it were – of cosmic introspection.

Lifekind in general, and humankind as its custodian, is thus far the culminating collective eventity of the cosmos’ overall complexity, insofar as our planet is concerned. (I leave to science fictional and occultist speculation as to whether the cosmos has elsewhere further evolved itself into species of disembodied thoughtkind.) My dubious contribution to lifekind’s collective evolutionary potential is the addition of my local either/ordering perplexity to its all-of-the-above complexity. Rather than leave complex-enough alone, I tend instead to complicate the cosmos’ overall compoundment with the confoundment of my partial perceptivity. In Biblical times this confoundment was acknowledged in the declaration that “God hath made man upright, but they have sought out many inventions” (Ecclesiastes 7:29). Some translations of this declaration employ the word “schemes” rather than “inventions.” This is utterly appropriate, since arbitrary schemata are the basis of all perplexity.

Our confoundment of complexity with perplexity was brought clearly to my attention by the complaint of a former student in my introductory college course on multi-disciplinary perspectives in the physical and social sciences.

[I taught this course at Kendall College in Evanston, Illinois, from 1965 to 1972, under a succession of names designed to loosen the single-discipline-minded grip of the College’s curriculum committee. (Being chairman of the committee’s social science division helped.) The course’s titles ranged from “Technology and Modern Civilization” in 1965 to “Environmental Thinking” after 1970, and were subtitled “Gestalt Ecology” on my printed course syllabus. Outside of faulty contexts and printed formats, I frequently referred to my course’s perspective as “trans-disciplinary,” a term that was quite threatening to persons implacably rooted in the field of their chosen discipline. From their perspective, mixing disciplines was bad enough, let alone transcending them.

Teaching this course was a major element of my larger educational career of directing a non-profit environmental education foundation, The Center for Curriculum Design. It was this career that immediately preceded my “gurgle” experience, and was in part inductive of that experience, both in consequence of its contribution to the evolution of my mindset and of the imminent prospect of its coming to an end.]

My former student complained that as a consequence of acquiring a preference for the multi-disciplinary perspective of my course, he could no longer pursue his intention to become a physician. I had ruined him for medical school.

“How so?” I inquired.

“Before I took your class it was easy for me to memorize details, which is what medical students are required to do full time. Now I find it maddening.”

Notwithstanding this student’s acquired preference for what I then conceptualized as “gestalt” perceptivity, he was no-less grounded in his pre-course mode of perception, as evidenced by his either/ordering assessment of his ability to perceive. After pondering his perplexity for some moments, I replied, “Nothing was taken from you. Instead, something was added.”

“What do you mean?”

“In addition to seeing things in part, you are now able to appreciate them as a whole. Now being bi-perceptual, you are capable of seeing as an integrated whole all of the parts that you are required to memorize. And you can fathom their wholeness only as you know how each part functions. So why not make the most of both perceptions?”

Making the most of my perceptual perplexity calls for an alternate mode of perceptivity that beholds contrasts in dual unity.

From Duality to Dual Unity
Who knows his manhood's strength, 
Yet still his female [tenderness] maintains;
As to one channel flow the many drains, 
All come to him, yea, all beneath the sky. 
Thus he the constant excellence retains; 
The simple child again, free from all stains.
-Tao Te Ching, James Legge translation
Being freed from (or in Blake’s terms, “cleansed” of) the stains of conventional perceptivities consists of being effectively constructive with my perceptions while not being at the effect of my perceptual constructs. For instance, the constructs of an either/ordered mindset are commonly characterized as oppositional “dualities” – right or wrong, good or bad, male or female, etc. Yet dualities are subject to perceptual re-appraisal, in which the very same contrasting elements exist in both/and relationship: right and wrong, good and bad, male and female, etc. Where oppositional (dualistic) perceptivity beholds contentious dichotomies, the integral perspective of dual unity beholds a co-operative continuum. 

Dual-unified perspectives are attitudinally transformative of duel-minded perceptivity. For example, from a dualistic either/ordered perspective, cooperation means “getting along” with one another in spite of our differences. From a dual-unified perspective, cooperation means effectively “working together” (literally co-operating) with and from our respected differences, without being at their potentially divisive effect. 

It was in contemplation of such integral co-operation that I re-minded myself (again in song) of my forthcoming marriage:

Hold my hand, walk with me through this land,

the journey’s much to grand to stand alone.

So much to see, so much to do and be,

too much for you and me to leave undone,

too much for you and me to leave undone.

Where we tend, our paths may always blend,

though never to depend, or bend our flow.

And when we rest, each sleeping will be blessed

by a gentleness expressed next to our own,

by a gentleness expressed next to our own.

Each day we rise with new light in our eyes,

new life,  new love to prize, new ties to bind.

And where we go, we will travel in the glow

of  the kindness that we know and grow through time,

of  the kindness that we know and grow through time.

The integral co-operation envisioned in this song resembles the natural relationship of water and gravity wherein, though direction is always being given, the mutuality of direction and what is being directed is everywhere and everywhen preserved. Such co-operation is the direction toward which all aspiration of forgiveness points. It is likewise the direction toward which my unforgiveness refuses to aspire. 

The word “aspire” is pregnant with co-operative understanding, since it literally means “to breathe toward.” Such co-operation (as I whole-sumly elaborate in the next chapter), is innately as instinctive as is our breathing, yet is denied by any tendency to perceive the truth in lieu of cultivating truthful perception. This is why I refrain from designating any perspective as the duel-minded, dual-unified, or unitary perspective. There are as many variations of each of these perspectives as there are individuals who perceive from them. Presuming to make a particular version of any one of them the perspective that is incumbent on all persons is our ultimate insult to the integrity of every individual concerned. 

The-ism, no matter what one thus makes a god of, is no less subversive of self-dominion than is any other –ism. Hence André Gide’s admonition, “Follow the seeker after truth, but beware of him who has found it.” Hence as well the intuition of Gottfried Theodore Lessing: “If the Lord God held out to me in his right hand the whole of truth, and in his left hand only the urge to seek truth, I would reach for his left hand.”
To Tell the Truth

The opposite of a correct statement is a false statement;

but the opposite of a profound truth may be another profound truth.

 –Niels Bohr 

There are no whole truths; all truths are half-truths.

It is trying to treat them as whole truths that plays the devil.

-Alfred North Whitehead
A half-truth is a whole lie.

–Yiddish proverb

We are only provisional creatures,

and the only truths we have available are unstable constructions.

–Ingrid Wassenaar

Concerning the scientific search for truth, Emilio Segrè has said, “It is one of the special beauties of science that points of view which seem diametrically opposed turn out later, in broader perspective, to be both right.” Equally scientific, therefore, is A. J. Balfour’s counsel: 

Think not to settle down forever in any truth.  Make use of it as a tent in which to pass a summer's night but build no house of it, or it will be your tomb.  When you first have an inkling of its insufficiency and begin to see a dim counter-truth looming up beyond, then weep not, but give thanks.  It is time to ‘take up your bed and walk.’

From a unitary perspective, truthful perception takes precedence to perception of the truth. This precedence is best conveyed anecdotally, which is why so-called wisdom literature tends to be story-laden. Take, for instance, a story from the literature of Zen, concerning a farmer whose horses broke down a fence and ran away:

"That's too bad," his neighbor said upon hearing of the farmer’s loss.
"Who knows what's bad?" replied the farmer.
The next day the farmer's son found the wayward animals amidst a band of wild horses.  When they were once again securely fenced at home, several of the wild horses were now among their number.
"That's good," said the neighbor, reflecting on the farmer's gain.
"Who knows what's good?" replied the farmer.
The following day, the farmer's son, while trying to break one of the wild horses, broke his leg instead.

"That's too bad," the neighbor commiserated when he heard of this latest turn of fortune.

"Who knows what's bad?" replied the farmer.
Yet another day later, a trio of soldiers visited the farm, to conscript the son into military service.  Upon seeing his condition, they rode on.
"That's good," the neighbor said when told this news.
"Who knows what's good?" the farmer shrugged.
In my endeavor to emulate the farmer’s blameless psyche-space, I am learning to be at ease with contrasting views, including those that conflict in my own mind. I take as further precedent for doing so another story concerning a rabbi’s consideration of a marital dispute, at which his spouse was also present. When the husband concluded the summary of his discontent, the rabbi reflected for several moments upon the case presented, and then remarked, “That’s right, that’s right.” 

“But you haven’t heard my side of it!” the wife protested vehemently, and spilled forth her version of the matter in dispute. When she had finished relating her own duel-minded side of the case, the rabbi again remarked after considerable reflection, “That’s right, that’s right.” 

The rabbi’s wife, who overheard the contentious reports, observed that the opposing views could not both be right. Reflecting on his wife’s assessment, the rabbi yet again remarked, “That’s right, that’s right.”

The so-called “no-fault” divorce is one in which official blamefulness is set aside on behalf of an official agreement to disagree. Such divorce is not without natural precedent:

Oil and water do not mix,

a situation which no vow of union may transform

without destroying the individuality of each.

Yet it does not occur to us to blame the oil or the water,

nor does either one contrive to blame the other.

Happening Runs

The first virtue is to restrain the tongue; he approaches nearest to the gods who knows how to be silent, even though he is in the right. -Cato the Younger
Some folks honor differences of opinion with the statement, “I respectfully disagree,” thereby more deeply entrenching their disagree ability. I tend to respond quite differently when I am being urged to agree with someone else’s perception in abandonment of my own. I am likely to reply in one (and often both) of two forgiving ways: “What you say does not match my experience,” and/or “I am willing to live with our differences of perception.” The former statement invites further dialog, as it raises the question – even in my own mind – of just what my experience happens to be. And when my own experience remains subsequently unsolicited, or is dismissed as being irrelevant to another’s argument, my statement of willingness tends to diffuse (and thus defuse) contentiousness, in part by attributing it to the relative impersonality of “perception” as contrasted with “opinion.” 

So just what is (when asked for) my own experience?  Ultimately this: that truth is transcendent of all perceived representations thereof. So long as I do not presume to already know the truth, numerous and varied are the paths that will lead me to it. And so long as I do not presume to have arrived at the truth, any chosen heartfelt path to truth will continue to bring me ever closer to it. Once I “pin it down,” however, the flow of truth is dammed by my blockage of its confluence. Truth, thus dammed, serves only to amplify the static of contention, because pinning down the truth is no more practice-able (as heretofore suggested) than freeze-drying the trajectory of a butterfly.
In Alan Watts’ Zenterpretation of life’s experiential course, he likened it to (as he entitled one of his manuscripts) “The Watercourse Way.” Water has long been archetypically associated with consciousness, in metaphors both collective (“the sea of consciousness“) and individual (“the stream of consciousness”). The association of water and consciousness is profoundly apt. As with the numerous undercurrents in the world’s seas, the streaming of my individual consciousness runs deep, however superficially shallow may be my experience of and with the greater ocean of awareness. 

Concerning the water-like course of consciousness, Donovan Leitch proclaimed in song:

Happiness runs in a circular motion,

Life is like a little boat upon the sea,

Everything is a part of everything anyway,

You can have everything if you let yourself be. 
It is in keeping with this archetypical, hydrodynamic understanding of consciousness that I report herein my odyssey of de-complicating my life from the unforgiving, over-simplifying perplexes that tend to either/order the stream of my awareness.
CHAPTER THREE

Minding (and Un-minding) My Own Busyness

 (and No One Else’s)

A human being is a single being – unique and unrepeatable.
–Pope John Paul II

Always be a first-rate version of yourself

instead of a second-rate version of somebody else.

-Judy Garland
I am the ultimate author of my own experience, and as such I am also the ultimate authority on my experience. No one else is authorized to be or do my best, nor can they be. Neither am I authorized to be or do someone else’s best, nor can I be. No one is authorized to be in control of anyone else’s best. Instead, each of us is authorized to be in command of his/her own experience at its best.

Accepting these self-evident truths and minding my own busyness accordingly, by expecting no one (myself included) to be, do, or control someone else’s best, is quintessential to my being a forgiving person.

Regrinding the Lens of Perception
We see the world, not as it is,

but as we are

–Anais Nin

Changing one’s outlook is a process of changing the one who is looking out.

–The Gospel of Yet To Be Common Sense

When I speak publicly of the matters covered in this report, I introduce them and myself with the opening announcement:  “My name is Noel McInnis, and I’m a recovering adult.” I then proceed to testify that what I am recovering from is far less germane to my whole-sum being than what is thereby being uncovered. 

I am recovering from my adult-eration of the human kindness that is inherent in my humankindness, which I suppressed while adapting myself to the either/ordered conditioning that was meant to grow me “up.” I am in recovery of the whole-sum-ness of my being, which I perceptually cached in by adopting goals and roles that merely add up to goal-and-role-sum me-ing.

Having beheld myself to pieces as it were, I am now in the process of beholding myself together again. In support of recovering my innate togetherness, I am reframing my perspective on the world by altering the mindstyle with which I accommodate the world. Since my mindstyle precedes the lifestyle that outpictures the manner of my minding, the way I mind my life determines how I live it. As Gurdjieff noted (and Wayne Dyer quoted), it is as I believe that I correspondingly see. My come-from determines my get-to, be it where I get to, what I get to do, and how I get to these or any other outcomes. All human busyness is conducted thus.

Re-minding my outlook on the world of my experience is an ongrowing procedure of making over the frame of mind that sets my come-from’s course. Such re-minding accompanies the regrinding of the lens of my perception, the grist of which is verbal. As I re-mind my perceptivity, I re-mind my words accordingly. Language is both a vehicle of my beholding as well as a principle means of its conveyance (so-called “body-language” being another). This vehicle of my beholding is undergoing a corresponding makeover in its conveyance of my experience of looking through the lens of blameless unitary perspectivity, while also looking at this lens as being something “other” than my enculturated way of see(k)ing things.

Via the semantic makeover that accords my perceptual makeover I challenge my readers to think through what I present rather than merely think passively about it. The only way to comprehend an alternative mindset is to find one’s own (as owned) way through it. Accordingly, readers are invited to own whatever challenges of comprehension they encounter in this text as at least in part a function of their own evolving experience rather than as a malignant malfunction of mine. As I suggested in the prologue to this report (p. 4), my challenging permutations of conventional reportorial style bare, repeating, to persons who are willing to be in procedure of their own perception rather than merely in the beholdment of its content.
Readers’ willingness to accommodate my rheological adjustments of ordinary language can reward them with a considerable payoff (rheology, n. the science dealing with the flow and deformation of matter). Their accommodation will assist them in more quickly ascertaining a perspective that for me has been several decades in the making. Only as this report’s readers do as I have done, by allowing blameless unitary perceptivity to grow on them, may they also grow in, with, and as its all-comprehending perspectivity. In discerning this perceptual makeover’s possibilities, they may draw from (adapt, not adopt) my experience to whatever extent they are so moved by their own sensibility of the sense that my alteration of perspective is making to me. 

In making their assessments of my perceptual makeover, I suggest that readers not allow their questioning of this report to obscure what they might otherwise perceive while reading it. Open rather than skeptical inquiry is recommended. By monitoring the operation of their own perceptual filters as they audition that of mine, they will become more mindful of how they themselves experience taking others in and, reciprocally, how they are taken in by others. Thus may they develop what Ernest Hemingway called a built-in “bull-shit detector,” which serves as a guarantor of the Shakespearean axiom, “To thine own self be true, and thou canst not then be false to any man.” For as Anthony De Mello also observed of those who ably detect their own crap, “If you are not yourself deceitful, you will not be deceived.”
Readers need not fear the consequences of opening themselves to perceptual osmosis, since no one can be falsely taken in by something that they are subsequently free to filter out. Just as I can consciously internalize – or not – only what I have first externalized, only that to which I have given harmless passage in my mind may be mindfully discerned as deserving of further passage.

In other words, only what one has reasonably considered may be reasonably rejected, and this report is written for those who choose to exercise their reasonability to assess it accordingly.

Prepositions As the Medium of Propositions

(Thinking Myself to Pieces and Together)
Real freedom is freedom from the opinions of others.

Above all, freedom from your opinions about yourself.

–Colonel Kurtz (Marlon Brando) in Apocalypse Now

President George W. Bush has been quoted as saying, “I have opinions of my own – strong opinions – but I don’t always agree with them.” Forgiveness, in this instance, consists of not condemning him for any of the opinions he does agree with. It is opinions, not the persons who have opinions, that may be right or wrong. So long as I perceive that you are wrong, my unforgiveness of you is irredeemable. Perceiving instead that your opinion is what’s wrong allows the possibility of my forgiving you for having the opinion.

An opinion is like the mythical Procrustes’ bed – all evidence is stretched or down-sized to lie in it. Among the most opinion-forgiving statements I have ever heard was Marshall McLuhan’s claim, “I neither believe nor disbelieve anything I say.” My immediate (though unspoken) reaction to this claim was “Nonsense!” Yet my contemplative response was to realize the wisdom of such neutrality of opinion. Only those perceptions that transcend the set of my opinions escape the Procrustean embedment of my beliefs.

Fixating on a name or word for anything limits accordingly my experience of that thing. McLuhan perceived that every medium – not just language – is a Procrustean frame of reference that behaviorally embeds its shape-giving message in accordance with its massaging of our perceptions. For example, the shape-giving message of TV takes form, among other things, in the characteristic bodies and behaviors of couch potatoes. Likewise, the shape-giving message of the automobile takes form in, among other things, the mass medium of rush-hour gridlock as everybody hurries home to see evening news.

In the case of language, its shaping of perception conforms the politics of those that use it. The political embedment of medium-messaging was openly transparent in the news media’s spin of the Iraqi regime change that followed the U. S. regime change – transparent, that is, to those with opened eyes to see and opened ears to hear. By embedding the media’s news-meisters in the very heart of the conflict, the powers that be could assure themselves that “They saw it my way.”

McLuhan’s insight, “the medium is the message,” is an extension of earlier observations whose content is also germane to the message of this report. I have already cited William Blake’s (edited) observation of the medium of observation itself: “We become as we behold.” Ralph Waldo Emerson likewise personalized the medium-as-message insight: “What you are speaks so loud, I cannot hear what you say.” Max Planck’s version of this insight proclaimed more broadly, “Science cannot solve the ultimate mystery of nature. And that is because, in the last analysis, we ourselves are part of the mystery that we are trying to solve.” 

[The foundation of this mystery was cited earlier by Hegel, as if in anticipation of the uncertainty principle that was to grow out of Planck’s own science: “Man, insofar as he acts on nature to change it, changes his own nature.” And the firmness of the foundation of each generation’s perspective on this mystery was acknowledged in Planck’s observation that science progresses more or less funeral by funeral.]

Likewise prescient of medium-as-its-own-message-bearer was Winston Churchill’s typically conservative insistence in 1945 that the war-torn House of Commons be restored to its pre-war state lest British tradition be unduly compromised, his insistent conservative principle being, “We shape our dwellings, and then our dwellings shape us.”

Like Churchill’s statement, all observations of media as message tend to reflect the conserving tendency that indwells the evolutionary process, a tendency that reconciles Heraclitus’ perspective, “the only thing permanent is change” with that of the French proverb, “the more things change, the more they stay the same.” The medium-message of evolution is its preservation of simple workability (currently key-worded as “survival”) via successive increments of complexification. Simple biological workability is conserved via the evolution of molecular and ecological complexity.
As I endeavor to free myself from the message of my own opinions (which I can never be entirely free of), I am likewise moved to conserve the workability of my relationship to the common ground of all my perceptions – namely, my relationship to the one perceiving, a.k.a. “myself.” I am empowered in such conservation by being mindful of the propositions that are embedded in my use of prepositions.

As a consequence of my awareness of the Procrustean manner in which language frames my thinking, I favor the use of language that enlarges my mindset’s frame. In thus courting language’s favor, I am especially aware of how my prepositional phrases inform my propositional phases. I am aware, for instance, that my perspective is conditioned far differently as I think about my feelings than it is as I think with, through and from my feelings. When I think about my feelings I perceive them as distinct from, rather than integral with, my thinking, and I thereby tend to un-whole-sum-ly fragment my self-percept, as if I were a living split infinitive. This tendency, at its extreme, is productive of scenarios like that surveyed by Chuck Pyle on p. x. Alternately, when I think with, through and from my feelings, I perceive everything, myself included, less blamefully. 

Since prepositions denote relationship, my relationship to prepositions embeds my relationship to the world of my experience. Therefore, while thinking either/orderly about my feeling nature, I tend to think myself to pieces. While thinking unitarily from my feeling nature, I tend to think myself together. As documented throughout this report, my mindful change of prepositional perspective is shifting my formerly reactive outlook to a more proactive beholding of my circumstances. 

[Prepositional phrasing is but one of many ways that language may be used to reframe its Procrustean edginess. Other ways, such as purposeful punning, rheologism (see p. xx), chiasmus (see p. xx), and mindful use of alliteration, meter, and rhyme are replete throughout this report. Yet the most important thing for me to remember, regardless of my semantic shenanigans, is that so long as I express myself in language, I frame myself in accordance with the how of my doing so.]

My Escape to Freedom
The capacity to get free is nothing;

the capacity to be free, that is the task.

–André Gide

Do everything with a mind that lets go.

Do not expect any praise or reward.

If you let go a little, you will have a little peace.

If you let go a lot, you will have a lot of peace.

If you let go completely, you will know complete peace and freedom.

Your struggles with the world will have come to an end.
-Ajahn Chah

Once when I saw a tiny insect flying in front of my face, swatted at it vainly for nearly a minute as it continued to elude my usually deadly aim. When I closed one eye to better aim, the insect suddenly disappeared. Only then did I recognize what I had been swatting at – a “floater” in the eye now closed, which I had perceived instead to be a bug. 

Unforgiveness bugs me similarly, as I cast blame on what amounts to a figment of my perception. Thus condemning others supports the notion that it is they, rather than I, who are the cause of my blameful perspective. Unforgiveness is my escape from the freedom that attends responsible exercise of my inner perceptual dominion. The day I recognized this to be so, I initiated my escape to freedom via another self-reminder:

Please do not believe me

if ever I should say that you've upset me.

Sometimes I forget the true source of my feelings.

You cannot make me sad,

impatient,

angry,

or otherwise dis-eased.

Only a hope or expectation of you on my part,

which you have not fulfilled,

can move me thus.

I am too human

to be without hopes and expectations,

and I am also much too human

to live always in the knowing

that my hopes and expectations

have no claim upon your being.

So if I say that you've upset me,

please forgive me for attempting

to disinherit my own self's creation of my pain.

And please do not ignore my deeper message:

I care enough about you to include you in my hopes and expectations.

The antidote to my blameful, duel-minded either/ordering around of other people is to include them in my hopes and expectations without also holding them accountable for the fulfillment thereof. This is accomplished only as I fully embrace the attirude of expectancy without becoming trapped in specific expectations. 

Blame is ultimately futile, because no one can fulfill my hopes and expectations that they will do my best, any more than can I fulfill their expectations that I will do their best. Accordingly, I also keep re-minding myself of Peter Russell’s advice:  “If being right is your goal, you may find error in the world, and seek to change it to match your expectations. But don't expect peace of mind. If peace of mind is your goal, look for errors in your expectations; seek to change them, not the world. And always be prepared to be wrong.”
As a consequence of such re-minders as these, I am far less likely than I once was to escape from freedom via the path of blaming others. As I cease my capitulation to the collectivity of herd consciousness in which others are held accountable for one’s own state of mind and being, I reverse my escape from the freedom of individuality that I otherwise long for. 

From my present prepositional perspective, my freedom to is always proportional to my freedom from. Only as I cease freeing myself from the challenges that attend my being a first-rate version of myself, may I instead assert my freedom to express my individuality. By accepting, embracing and liberating the authentic individuality of who I am, I forego my former tendency to have others accept me as someone who I am not. In loving myself as who I unitarily am, I free myself from all who would rather love me for being otherwise. 

Unitary perspective is unique to each perceiver:

I am the only one of me the universe shall ever be – 

at being truly who I am I have no rival.

Yet at being other than who only I can be, I am no one else’s equal.

Only in my expression of my only-ness do I make of my life no contest.

Though I was merely four to five years old when I first heard the story of the tortoise and the hare, I felt so profoundly moved by it that I now suspect I subliminally absorbed the fable’s meta-message. For even though I subsequently succumbed to the harried plotting that characterizes role-playful running of the human race, I have since reawakened to my initial appreciation of the tortoise, who won by contesting no one else in plodding his own finesse.

The Duality Miss-take
I prefer to be hated for who I am 

than loved for who I am not.

 –Colin Farrell

Perhaps my greatest learning thus far has been that others do not exist for the purpose of approving or serving me, and that I correspondingly do not exist for the purpose of approving and serving others. There is, for each of us, no free munch of anyone else’s being. Some will deem this assertion to be heresy, in deference to the widely proclaimed proposition that we exist for others. While accepting that this proposition bears some portion of truth, I also accept that one’s greatest service to self and others (in that order) is to be wholly loved by the self in question.

Once again, prepositional phrasing governs propositional phasing: love thy neighbor as thyself. Like the Golden Rule, this is an effective moral commandment because it’s the way life works. As Lucille Ball put it, “Love yourself first and everything else falls into line.”

Loving others can be grounded only in loving myself, “Just as I am, without one plea.” So long as love is perceived to be “somewhere else” out there, rather than inhering (and thus in-here-ing) within me, my perception of what many call “God’s love” is, in all that it thereby lacks, insultingly small.

In accordance with my learning about service to self and others, the progression of my perceptual makeover is one of recovering from two self-contaminating ways of being in the world, each of which subverts my inner authority of loving self-command and self-dominion: my habit of subtly (and sometimes overtly) minding other people’s busyness in order to have control over their approval, and of their service as a means to my ends; and my more or less unconscious corresponding habit of allowing other people to control me similarly via their comparably intended minding of my busyness. Though the objective of minding others’ busyness is to manage their behavior, it ultimately manages little more than the duel-minded engagement of all concerned in sustained mutual conflict and competition.

In other words: Our cross-minding of one another’s busyness succeeds mostly in making us behave crossly with one another. Though we presume to have one another’s welfare in mind, by minding each others’ busyness we tend instead to promote our mutual illfare. By perceiving others’ shortcomings in the minding of their own busyness, I likewise come up short in the same perception, and thus succumb to the duel-mindedness of the duality miss-take.

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

Comparing has become a heavy burden on my soul.

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

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

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

Comparing always leaves me feeling a deficit.

I can always find at least one person

“better” than I in any given quality,

yet this is never fully compensated

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

I feel each quality begin to die in me

whenever I compare it with that quality in others.

There are so many more of others than of me,

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

I would no longer overlook 

that other people are for loving,

however they may be,

not for comparing.

Contrast is the basis of all perceptivity, for in the absence of the discontinuities that give rise to my perception of contrasts, there would be nothing for my perception to discern. Yet comparing my discernments of contrast is optional, and is invariably based on the perception of deficiency because my perception of less – i.e., of lack – is as much the ground of comparisons that emphasize perceiving more, as it is of those that emphasize perceiving not as much. 

Such is the duel-minded miss-take of beholding contrasts as representative of competing oppositions á la the perspective of either/ordered duality rather than as representative of co-operative compositions á la the perspective of both/and dual unity.

The Synergetics of Dual Unity
Unity is always plural and at minimum two.

 –R. Buckminster (“Bucky”) Fuller

The antidote for a miss-take is to risk yet another take. Filmmakers do this all the time, cutting out and dropping their miss-takes. Eschewing the “fix”-ation of their miss-takes, they do new takes.

Risk-takes are often the basis of miss-takes, and among the greatest of risk-takers are those who risk taking the perspective of an emerging paradigm long before the full-filament of its time. Such a person was Bucky Fuller, a genius of 20th century engineering, architecture, mathematics and natural philosophy, who some have likened to Leonardo da Vinci. Bucky made the most of the Bauhaus design principle of “doing more with less,” a dramatic example of which is the ability of relatively few tons of communication satellite technology to accomplish far more greatly the objective served by millions of tons of oceanic cable. Bucky’s application of the synergetic principle was most widely demonstrated in the technology of his geodesic domes.

In order to communicate the principle of “doing more with less,” the geometry of which he called “synergetics,” Bucky re-associated the English language in lengthy, hyper-polysyllabic superstrings of verbiage that tended to lack the synergy of his geodesic architecture. His endeavors to say more with less were best served with simple one-liners, such as the one cited above and another of his favorites, “I seem to be a verb.” 

I first heard Bucky utter the latter sentence in 1965, during one of his two-hour guided tours of everything he knew about cosmic order and the human disordering thereof. 

[This was a presentation that Bucky delivered – though never quite the same way twice – to thousands of audiences over several decades, half a dozen of which I was fortunate to be a member of. He also once delivered a week-long, in-depth version of his presentation via a series of lectures that were caught on film, miss-takes and all, as well as a 15-minute in-breadth version (you had to be there to believe this was possible) under the stern command of Margaret Mead’s determined chairing of an annual seminar of notables (again, I was their audience) afloat on the Aegean Sea.]

In the context of Bucky’s omni-inclusive perspective, I heard him to say “I seam to be a verb,” in self-representation of Marshall McLuhan’s equally parsimonious and earlier-quoted axiom, “The medium is the message.” According to this axiom, every medium seams a different kinesthetic ratio among the senses and of its beholders (as for instance, a tendency toward alpha brain-wave resonance in TV viewers) as well as a different behavioral ratio (e.g., couch potatoes staying up later than folks did before TV) and a different relational ratio (mute-tual beholding of the passing seen). 

According to Bucky, each of us seams a unique expression of the universe, an expression that is dynamic (a verb) rather than static (a noun).

During the question-and-answer session that followed Bucky’s own seaming to be a verb – and a powerfully transitive one at that – in his response to one question he explained why so many of us instead feel, unseamingly, to be a noun. When asked if he considered himself to be a genius, he replied: “I am convinced that neither I nor any other human being, past or present was or is a genius. I am convinced that what I have, every physically normal child also has at birth. There is no such thing as genius. Some children are less damaged than others.” 

There are, of course, many (probably most of us) who disagree with Bucky’s assessment of our native intelligence. Yet the evidence of universal human genius prevails for those who are open to its presence. For instance, as the canny French humanist, Alain, observed of one of our most prominent openings of our genius, “Even the most ordinary of men is a great artist when it comes to miming his own misfortunes.”

A Plea for Damaged Children
I have come to the frightening conclusion that I am the decisive element. It is my personal approach that creates the climate. It is my daily mood that makes the weather.  I possess tremendous power to make life miserable or joyous.  I can be a tool of torture or an instrument of inspiration, I can humiliate or humor, hurt or heal.  In all situations, it is my response that decides whether a crisis is escalated or de-escalated, and a person is humanized or de-humanized.  

If we treat people as they are, we make them worse.  If we treat people as they might be, we help them become what they are capable of becoming. –Goethe

I quoted Bucky’s declarations to the students in my multi-disciplinary perspectives course, requesting that we mutually reflect upon how some folks manage to stay in the grace of their innate genius more effectively than others, as if in vindication of a motto I had also recently come by and wrote on the blackboard as an aid to our reflections: non illegitimi carborundum (don’t let the bastards grind you down). A spontaneous confessional ensued, in which each of us recounted his/her respective experience of being “de-geniused” from dynamic verb-ness to static noun-ness. The weight of our testimonies moved me to represent their gravity in a protest song entitled “A Plea for Damaged Children.” Its verses epitomize the outspoken aversion of young folks in those days to being “put down,” and they also alternate between genders, á la the equality of respect for our primal diversity that was likewise surfacing in the 1960’s.  

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Born to do my dance, not misstep to their can’ts, it’s time I starred in my own play.

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

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

Of the five considerations addressed in the successive verses of my “Plea,” the one most immediately vital to my students was the vocational prospect of “doing some thing’s thing.”

Undoing a Thing’s Thing
Constantly remind yourself, “I am a member of the whole body of consciousness things.”  If you think of yourself as a mere ‘part,’ then love for humanity will not well up in your heart; you will look for some reward in every act of kindness, and miss the boon which the act itself is offering.  Then all your work will be seen as a mere duty and not as the very porthole connecting you with the Universe itself.  –Marcus Aurelius
We either make ourselves miserable, or we make ourselves strong. The amount of work is the same. 

-Carlos Casteneda
The men and women in my class had quite different concerns with reference to being at the effect of external vocational contingencies rather than being the causally pro-active contingency of their own “calling” (the existential definition of “vocation”). Most of the men were on student deferment from being called into military service, and faced the likelihood of eventually being sent to Viet Nam. And many of the women realized that their top educational priority was to “get a man,” which they were now beginning to recognize as a culturally conditioned compulsion to be a thing’s thing. As a consequence of this recognition, all of the class members were opened to a deeper consideration of what they were truly called to be and do.

As I further thought through the vocational aspect of my “Plea,” I evoked the following self-re-minder:

There are two ways these days

to find my livelihood:

The conventional way

is to look at all the slots that have been designed

by those who have worked out their life before,

and, choosing one of these,

to endure the maze of expectations

designed to shape me into it as well.

This is the way of those who are content

to have their livelihood sustain

what little else of their life remains.

The unconventional way

is to look into myself,

to nurture what I find most worthy there,

and to grow it into some of the unfilled space 

that others have not pre-destined.

Life has forever ample room for one more space,

and since all spaces represent the trace of some event,

why not begin to fill a space

evented by no one's occupation save my own?

This is the way of those who are not content

until their livelihood and life are one.

As with many of my self-re-minders, I would eventually discover (in this case three decades later) that someone else had already “been there,” in this case Robert Frost:

But yield who will to their separation,

My object in living is to unite

My avocation and my vocation

As my two eyes make one in sight.

Breaking the Do-Bee Habit
The purpose of work is to express the power of one's Being and benefit humanity. 

-Charles Fillmore

Contemporaneous with our encounter of our vocational prospects was the circulation of a set of proclamations that purportedly first appeared on a bathroom wall at the University of Chicago:

Aristotle: To do is to be

Kazantzakis: To be is to do.

Sinatra: Doo-be-doo-be-doo.

My students and I recognized Kazantzakis’ perspective as the one most pregnant with the vocational promise of doing what one is rather than being what one does. We also recognized that the then-popular joint solution of choice – gathering to smoke “doobies” – tended mostly to cloud the issue á la the Sinatrian perspective.

Most important of all, we recognized that in adopting Kazantzakis’ persepctive we were running deeply against the grain of our enculturation. The prevailing tendency of American education was at that time (and still is) the one encouraged by the popular children’s program, “Romper Room,” with its emphasis on our performance as “Do-Bees.” In heartfully minding my way through this realization, I saw the being-as-doing syndrome in terms of where it came from, where it takes one, and what a Kazantzakian alternative would be like: 

I used to get up in the morning, and put myself down on a job,  

serving a bunch of machinery, pushing keys, buttons, levers and knobs.

Busily making a living so I could live when the day was done,

with no time for becoming, being or meaning, so I ain't doin' a thing's thing no more.

I got myself a job in an office as a supervisory hound,

talking about company teamwork, pushing papers and people around.

Busily making a living, so I could live when the day was done,

with no time for becoming, being or meaning, so I ain't doin' a thing's thing no more.

I went out on the road as a salesman to double my monthly pay,

but each night I ate the same menu after pushing my products all day.

Busily making a living but scarcely living when the day was done,

with no time for becoming, being or meaning, so I ain't doin' a thing's thing no more.

I moved my family out to the suburbs to have the freedom of my own back yard,

but I very rarely got there 'cause I had to keep pushing so hard.

Busily making a living, no longer living when the day was done,

with no time for becoming, being or meaning, so I ain't doin' a thing's thing no more.

I couldn't find a job that fit me, I couldn't fit any job I found,

and so I created my own space, and stopped all my pushing around.

I found something I enjoyed doing that I could share with others, too,

so now I'm becoming, being and meaning, 'cause I'm not doing a thing's thing no more

“Making a living” is a concept born of the Industrial Revolution, just as “getting a life” is aborning from the Communications Revolution. Our growing urge to “get a life” is a recognition that we don’t have to make ourselves alive. What faces us instead is our recovery of the aliveness that we have sacrificed to the industrial myth that our living has to be manufactured. Making a living is a poor man’s substitute for true livelihood.

Prior to the Industrial Revolution, people gave no thought to “making” a living because they were living. Though their lives were hard-pushed to maintain the structure of feudalism, our lives today are no less hard-pushed to maintain the structure of consumerism, the competitive nature of which is in a different sense no less feudal, and which is becoming ever more so as consumerism is globalized.

The Industrial Revolution gave rise to the manufracturing of our lives via the introduction of “jobs.” (Mindfully reading the Biblical book of Job from the perspective of this realization can be quite illuminating of its author’s own perspective.) A “job” is something I go to and do, rather than a work that I come from and be. As a consequence, the concept of a “job” is one of our most insidious beliefs in separation, the idea that our most fresh, alert and energetic waking hours must be devoted to "making" a living by filling a slot called “job,” while our actual living is confined to the left-over weary hours thereby "made" livable. Prior to the machine age, and its introduction of the perception that nothing exists until it has first been “made,” giving birth to (not “making”) babies was how living came to be. People assumed that the fact of being alive was their living, not merely a means making one. They lived the life they had, however bleak or difficult it might be, and bettered it as best they could. Their liveliness, even when only meagerly sxupported, was not perceived as a left-over.

Hundreds of millions of people have now come to experience their existence as a daily life sentence with overnight paroles and weekends off for good behavior. At present, the 50-70 hour work-week at multiple jobs being “enjoyed” by millions of Americans is severely amending even that amenity. As "making a living" becomes associated with even more dehumanizing metaphors like "the rat race," it is little wonder that 9 a.m. on Monday mornings has become the time at which more Americans die than any other, in prospect of yet another weekening of their spirit in a life that consists of conforming themselves to a prefabricated job description.

Given the ramifications of our being mere jobbers of our lives, I find it quite easy to understand the erosion of values in American civilization.  After “making a living" all day, day after day, year after year, people feel compelled to take whatever break they can, which often tends to include a break from maintaining the values that give life its true worth.

My Initial Miss-take
You give birth to that on which you fix your mind.

-Antoine de Saint-Exupery
See all natural forms . . . not as forever fixed

but as expressing a tendency toward another form.

–M.C. Richards
We see ourselves as broken, and then set out on a long and frustrating journey to fill our emptiness.

But it is not fixing that we require; it is awakening.

-Alan Cohen
As acknowledged in the final verse of my “Plea for Damaged Children,” succumbing to the duality miss-take was my original “sin,” that of accepting the notion that something is wrong with me that is in need of fixing. The fact that almost everyone accepts this same notion doesn’t make me any less miss-taken in accepting it myself. A miss-take is no less a miss-take just because so many continue to make it.

Given the near-universal adoption by everyone of my initial miss-take, it might indeed seem to qualify as humankind’s “original sin.” Yet a miss-take that tends to be universally made can hardly be called “original.” Nor do I consider myself to be a sin-full person for indulging either this miss-take or any others. My miss-takes are in and of themselves my only “sin” and their consequences are my only “punishment.” With one exception, I am punished (if at all) by my miss-takes – i.e., by their consequences – rather than for my miss-takes. The exception is when I am unforgiving of my own and other’s miss-takes. 

Punishment that is consequential to my miss-takes accords with the universal principle of reciprocity. Unforgiveness – punishment for miss-takes – is optional. Hence Gandhi’s forgiving advice to the repentant Hindu man who had slaughtered a Muslim: to adopt the dead man’s child and raise him Muslim.

My unforgiveness is a miss-take that further compounds the deeper miss-take from which it emerges, the “angry-for-feeling-guilty-that-I’m-ashamed-of-being-afraid” syndrome. Unforgiveness compromises the integrity of all concerned, because of the blamefulness on which it is based. The “blame game” of holding others accountable for my assessment of them a byproduct of perceptual malpractice: the attempt to correctly manage other people’s busyness while incorrectly managing my own. 

The antidote for such perceptual malpractice is my awakening to its being such. Accordingly, it was on the day I first clearly recognized the malpractice that is consequent to my initial miss-take that I wrote my self-re-minder concerning “Hopes and Expectations.” (see p. xx)

Taking Myself In
Listen carefully to first criticisms of your work. Note carefully just what it is about your work that the critics don’t like – then cultivate it. That’s the part of your work that’s individual; and worth keeping. -​Jean Cocteau

The futility of blame is even more brightly illuminated by my realization that, if indeed “the world is myself pushed out” as Neville has said, then my unforgiveness is myself pushed over. My wrong-making of other persons (rather than merely of their actions, for which I may hold them responsible and accountable without condemning their character) is a conceit that camouflages my own self-defeat. Unforgiveness reinforces my initial miss-take – the notion that something is wrong with me that requires fixing – by projecting that miss-take on other persons. When perceptually understood, another’s wrong-being is, only as my self-wronged-being beholds.

I am at present forgivingly recovering from the unforgiving duel-mindedness that keeps me at cross-purposes with others, in recovery of the whole-summed being that I covered up while growing up: my unique expression of the kindred way of being that in turn uniquely distinguishes my species’ potential from that of all other lifekind, humankind’s potential to be kind.

As matured human beings, we have the potential, both individually and collectively, to be a beneficial presence in the world as no other species can. Yet as adult-erated human beings, we develop instead our potential to be Earth’s most globally disruptive species, both by extinguishing vital links in the web of the greater lifekind of which we are a part (albeit from which we have chosen to be apart), and by our altering of the climatic conditions that sustain our own well-being. (Though most scientists consider the latter claim to be no more than a possibility or probability, not an actuality, the probability is insurable and therefore begs our assessment of it actu-warily.)

Showing up as a beneficial presence in the world continues to be my species’ mode less taken. Even as I myself was growing presumably “up,” I forsook maturing my own potential to be the unique beneficial presence in the world that only I at my whole-summed best can be. I instead nurtured potentials that measure up to others’ standards of what is best both for and from me. In so doing, I adulterated my whole-summed being for the sake of having control over others’ acceptance, approval and support of the parts of me that I have reduced to goal-and-role-summed me-ing. I learned to behave in accordance with what the realm of otherdom could do for me, rather than in accord with what is uniquely and whole-summed-ly mine to do for the benefit of all that is thereby impacted.

By controlling my behavior for the sake of having others’ input of worldly assent and service to me as a means to my choice of ends, I tend to forfeit my self-dominion to their similarly calculated controlling behaviors. That which I control for in myself becomes that which I am controlled by in others. Such is the fulfillment of the beholden rule: the way I see is what I get. Since I see the world not as it is, rather as I am, so it is that the way I endeavor to have the world is the way I am reciprocally had by it. In the words (and song) with which this insight originally dawned on me:

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

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

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

or to write back to from places that you roam,

when you know with all your being

that you've not yet really been,

you start looking for someone to take you in.

When people see you're somewhat out of focus,

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

some will take unfair advantage of your confusion,

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

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

so many different ways to be taken in.

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

and share some place that feels like common ground,

you may fall for another lonely seeker

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

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

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

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

and you're not about to fool yourself again,

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

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

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

before you let another take you in.

Only as I am aware of what is worth keeping do I stand a chance of being worthily kept.

Staying in the Grace
This is Grace: the way whereby we keep the balance to everything in the universe,

but correct our mistakes harmoniously instead of through suffering.

–Edna Ballard

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
As Robert Louis Stevenson observed of our ongoing miss-takes, “Sooner or later, we all sit down to a banquet of consequences." How this feast-of-all is prepared was also cited by Stevenson: “To know what you prefer, instead of humbly saying ‘Amen’ to what the world tells you you ought to prefer, is to have kept your soul alive.” We fester in the paradigm of unforgiveness because most of us miss-takenly say “Amen” to all manner of things that compromise the aliveness of our soul proprietorship, for the sake of exercising mere role proprietorship.
I cannot experience being forgiven for any miss-take whose consequence calls for absolution until I first experience my own forgiveness thereof.  As the originator of my own errors – since no one else commits my miss-takes – any forgiveness of the consequences thereof must likewise be experienced by and within the self of their originator. My miss-takenness is always and only originator-driven, even when their originator is following others’ cues. In other words, the author of my own miss-takes is always and only me. 

Forgiveness of myself is essential to my experience of the beneficial presence of human kindness that potentially inheres (because it in-here’s) my humankind-ness. So long as I damn others with unforgiveness, I dam up the beneficial presence of my human kindness accordingly. That doesn’t mean that my human kindness goes away. Like water whose flow has been restricted by a physical dam, so does the beneficial presence of my human kindness abide the constraints of my metaphysical dam of unforgiveness. 

There being no getting out without a letting in, self-forgivingly letting in my dammed up human kindness is prerequisite to my experience of whole-summed being, for I can experience other persons being no more a beneficial presence to me than I am to myself. The way I experience myself is the way that I experience everything, including the way that I experience others responding to me. Others mirror to me my experience of myself, as a perceived reflection of my own relationship to me. Accordingly, until I release all unforgiveness of myself, I experience others as being unforgiving also, as well as unforgivable. 

It is not by virtue of any merit of my own devising that I am inherently and irrevocably in harmonious relationship with my whole-summed being, whether I choose to honor that harmonious relationship by expressing and relating accordingly or choose instead to dam its expression. I cannot undo the whole-summed-ness that is beneficially present in my being. At worst, I can only undo my (and thus others’) experience of its unearned beneficence, which some call “grace”. The beneficial presence of grace tends everywhere, everywhen and in everyone to be present, regardless of anyone’s failure to present it, and it remains immanently, imminently and eminently recoverable within those who turn (a.k.a. “repent”) from having forsaken it. The beneficial presence of forsaken whole-summed being is forever recoverable, though only in the place where I have covered it up: within. 

Everything that happens to me is a gift of grace, and is experienced as such when I am graciously willing to perceive and accept the gift. Alternatively, as I have acknowledged earlier in this report (p. xx), the grace of beneficial presence is so “user friendly” that when I decide to represent myself and/or experience the world un-beneficially, I am allowed to have that experience as well. In any event, forgiving grace perpetually transcends all of my attempts to unbalance its whole-summed beneficent welfare by reducing it to ill-faring forms that range from petty disputations to warfare and other weaponries of mass self- and co-destruction.

My Initial Be-holding Pattern
When you come we welcome,

When you go we do not pursue.

–Zen saying
Our species’ capacity for human kindness is evidenced by the non-controlling beneficial presence that graces the being of each of us at birth, our initial expression of which so endears us to the newborn of our species. For instance, like all other infants 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 wasn’t compulsively grabby of the offered finger, nor did I obsessively clutch, cling or otherwise persist in possessively holding on to it. I exerted no control over the offered finger, nor was I crabby in reaction to its departure.

Thus did I be-hold all those whose fingers were offered to my beneficial presence, with no urge to “have” them by keeping them there. Nor did I fear being “had” by them. Instead, I tenderly and unconditionally acknowledged, accepted, and allowed every finger that came to rest in my hand, for however long my acceptance was invited, and I just as unconditionally allowed its passage at the instant it was removed. It could have been George Bush’s finger, or Saddam Hussein’s finger. No matter whose finger, which finger, or how the finger was given, I unconditionally accepted it and willingly honored its passage by gently letting it go. Such intercourse is our primal sign-exchanging, semiotic gesture, a code – when mindfully taught well – that all can live by.
Thus did each of us begin his/her life, enfolding the presence of all persons and allowing them harmless passage without prejudicial distinction or other controlling imposition. So it is with every newly born human baby on this planet – which is an awesomely forgiving gesture from a creature that has been laboriously evicted from a cuddly-dozy, cozy, warm-soft womb without a view into a cold, garish and noisy panoramic vista, where it arrives tiny, helpless, suddenly cold and unseamly alone, to be dangled upside down and smacked on its butt to evoke the first crying post-natal recognition of its you-can’t-go-home-again evacuation of its pre-natal comfort zone, and (adding insult to injury in my sector of the planet) to become an immediate per capita share-holder of its $21,000 dollar portion (and counting) of the national debt. Only recently (except for the national debt) is this official welcome party for our newborns being somewhat more subdued, on behalf of providing them a softer landing. In time, I trust, those who have thus arrived will be less hard on themselves and the world to which they have been so rudely awakened.

Adult-eration and Its Discontents
If our true nature is permitted to guide our life,

we grow healthy, fruitful and happy.

-Abraham Maslow
The beneficial presence of whole-summed being, though instinctively expressed at birth, is a seed awaiting our appropriate cultivation thereof. Alternatively, we can – and do – weed over its potential to blossom with our discontents. Psychologist Abraham Maslow accounted for the adulter-ation of our beneficial presence and our consequent 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.

The writings of Maslow, as well as those of anthropologist Ashley Montague, were seminal to my present understanding that so-called human “evil” is less genetically ordained than circumstantially entrained by “bad situations.” Theirs and numerous others’ works have convinced me that whatever predispositions I may be genetically imprinted with, my environmental situations nurture what my hereditary predispositions endow. If, as a consequence of genetic determination, human beings selected bad situations inevitably, our species would already be extinct. Fortunately for everyone concerned, our presumed-to-have-a-mind-of-their-own predispositions are subject to mindful redisposition.

Since I have had the good fortune of growing up in a relatively non-violent environment I have experienced many less bad situations that require my forgiveness than do many if not most folks. (I say “relatively” non-violent in light of the once well-known aphorism, “violence is as American as apple pie”). The relative benign-ness of my upbringing notwithstanding, forgiving what I am blameful of at any given time does not always come easily to me. Such easement becomes me only as I systematically entrain myself to be a forgiving person who cultivates my innate predisposition to human kindness, rather than be a person who capitulates to “bad situations” by weeding over my beneficial presence with blameful unforgiveness.

There are those who proclaim with Jack F. Kennedy that “life is not fair.” And so it tends to seem to everyone who, as he did, lives with chronic pain. Yet life need not seem unfair to those who grasp its subtleties, as did Jesus when he proclaimed that of those to whom much is given, much is expected in return. And so it is for those who are given much to be forgiven.

In the face of so much apparent evidence to the contrary, I take ultimate comfort in knowing that homo sapiens sapiens, for all of its dubiously compounded wisdom, is the missing link between the apes and so-called “civilized man.” Accordingly, our cultivation of the human kindness of our humankind-ness is now more widely called for than ever before, since the banquet of consequences that attends the present globalization of adulterated human nature is rapidly becoming a bad situation that could wipe us out as the missing link to civilized human speciesdom. Taming and transforming one another with mutually assured crass self-destruction is becoming no less tolerable than our wholesale methods of massive physical co-destruction. 

Our species’ destructive weaponries of mass control, whether physical, cultural, or metaphysical, tend only to result in our being ever more out of control. Accordingly, our Earthly labors will deliver the next human species, homo custodiens, only as we relinquish our pretensions to sapiential control.

My Conditional Unfolding Pattern
If there were two forces in the universe,

“force of habit” would be the second strongest.

–Robin Goodfellow
Had the graceful, inherently giving/receiving qualities of my beneficial presence been mindfully nurtured and realized (made real) as I matured, I would not now tend to obsessively-compulsively indulge the possessively grasping and controlling behaviors that characterize adulterated children everywhere – as if it were written that my holdings must exceed my grasp, else what’s my craving for?

My instinctively-at-hand, inborn realization that I am by birthright a beneficial presence was forgotten as I habituated myself to the self-fragmenting “taming and transforming” of societal conditioning. Born to be humankindly, I adjusted to a world that I was taught to perceive as an adversarial marketplace at its best, as a theater of deadly conflict at its worst, and in any event as a super-marketed arena wherein I am a pawn to others’ assessments of what counts in life, especially as measured in monetary terms. I thereby learned to subordinate the authentic whole-play of my integral being to the imitative role-play of “getting my act together” by acting like others in order to be liked by them.

As I matured the roles that I learned to play, rather than nurtured my whole-summed being, I increasingly became a creature of my contingent world. I acquired habits of subtly yet forcefully minding others’ busyness, which I now tend to exercise by force of habit, at the expense of maturing my powerful inner capacity to be a mindfully conscious producer-director of my own life scenario.
By acquiring the habits of “socialized” adulthood (i.e., the habits of children who have been tamed and transformed on behalf of minding one another’s busyness), I de-humanized my innate capacity for humankind-ness instead of nurturing my endowed capacity to be kind. I altered the holding pattern of my beneficial presence by adapting to (though never fully adopting) the grabby-crabby-havey habits of worldly control. Thus has my entire species tended to adjust itself collectively, to the point of calling into question the third syllable of our presumed designation as humankind. We have adulterated the wholeness of our being so thoroughly that re-humanizing ourselves is now our only means of drawing forth the authentically grown-up (i.e., fully matured) expression of our kindred inner nature.

The bad news for me personally is that, as a consequence of the adulteration inherent in my worldly up(?)bringing, there is now a discrepancy between the way I tend to be and who I whole-summed-ly am. Nonetheless, the good news for me is that I am innately empowered to recover my whole-summed authenticity, so long as I am willing to be primarily and fully mindful of my own busyness. 

I am fortunate to have a prescription for the recovery of my forever-immanent unfolding pattern of whole-summed being. I may once again be “as water is, without friction” – the way I knew to be until my mother’s water broke.

Of What Good Is a Baby?
For lack of attention,

a thousand forms of loveliness elude us every day.

–Evelyn Underhill

I am persuaded that neither Rousseau’s unspoiled “noble savage” image of humankind-ness, nor William Golding’s spoliated “lord of the flies” image of humunkindness, is representative of my species’ fundamental nature. I am persuaded instead that we embody an ever-enduring potential to exercise one of my favorite Biblical commandments: “. . . whatsoever things are true, whatsoever things are honest, whatsoever things are just, whatsoever things are pure, whatsoever things are lovely, whatsoever things are of good report . . . think on these things.” (Phil. 4-8). And I am further persuaded that we are as a species evolutionarily gravitating toward such a state of mindful being.

The endurance of this tendency is epitomized in Benjamin Franklin’s reply to a skeptic who was likewise attending the first successful launch of a hot-air balloon by the Montgolfier brothers in France. When the skeptic commented, “Hmmph! What good is a balloon?” Franklin countered, “What good is a baby?”

Every baby represents a fresh opportunity to avoid the miss-takes to which the “grown up” world has succumbed. Each of us is born as a potential solution to the problems that plague the presumably matured population of our species. Nonetheless, each of us becomes behaviorally conditioned (the academically correct term is “socialized”) to become at one with the adult world’s wrong-making discontents. We are conditioned to subordinate our individual self-likeness and self-liking to the collective competitive consciousness of selfishly-centered grown-uppity-ness that pervades and governs our daily life scenario, in which almost everyone tends to model the makings of others’ waves instead of making his/her own.

Given what happens to the loveliness of babies in this world, an equally germane question is, “what good is a grown-up?” Songwriter Robert Hunter addressed this question as follows:

If my words did glow with the gold of sunshine,

and my tunes were played on the harp unstrung,

would you hear my voice come through the music,

would you hold it near, as it were your own?

It's a hand-me-down, the thoughts are broken,

perhaps they're better left unsung.

Well I don't know, don't really care,

let there be songs, to fill the air.

Ripple in still water,

when there is no pebble tossed,

nor wind to blow.

Reach out your hand if your cup be empty,

if your cup be full, may it be again.

Let it be known there is a fountain

that was not made by the hand of man.

There is a road, no simple highway,

between the dawn and the dark of night.

If you should go, no one may follow,

this path is for your steps alone.

You who choose to lead must follow,

and if you fall, you fall alone.

If you should stand, then who's to guide you?

If I knew your way, I would take you home.

Ripple in still water,

when there is no pebble tossed,

nor wind to blow.

Amidst the world’s ubiquitous pebbles of misfortune and winds of change, the only stillness to be found in the grown-up world, wherefrom I may ripple forth my individual waves, is deep within. Or, in accordance with the metaphor of another song, upon recognizing “that’s all there is” to be scene out there, my next step is to come forth from the dance of my within.

A Wakening Awakening
Think not to settle down forever in any truth. Make use of it as a tent in which to pass a summer's night but build no house of it, or it will be your tomb. When you first have an inkling of its insufficiency and begin to see a dim counter-truth looming up beyond, then weep not, but give thanks.  It is time to “take up your bed and walk.” -A. J. Balfour.
I sometimes feel that I have settled for a kettle of dead fish, a going-with-the-flowing of what Alfred North Whitehead called “inert ideas.” This feeling prevails whenever I am caught up in thoughts about which and with which I have ceased to be thoughtful, i.e., thoughts which, no longer making waves, no longer make a wake on my consciousness.

Born with the potential to perceive the world as a kindred realm that gracefully nurtures the harmonious balance of likekind overall, I am conditioned instead to experience the humanvironment as an adversarial realm, an arena rife with conflict among a congeries of contentious us’s and thems. Born as a potentially giving/receiving person who bears that potentiality immediately at hand, I instead give momentum to the finely conned arts of baiting and taking. I role-play who I am not (the bait) for the sake of getting something I don’t have (the take), in the miss-taken assumption that others can give me what they likewise do not have.

The consequence of my playing this baiting [especially when dating] game was described by America’s first world-reknowned, stand-up-and-tell-it-as-it-is comedian, Will Rogers, in his Roaring Twenties account of how great our gaps be: spending money I don’t really have, to buy things I don’t really want, to impress people I don’t really like. Since Will Rogers’ day we have come to deify a single word that represents such Pacmaniacal cheaping with the enemy: consumerism.

Consumerism is at once the contrasting inertias of both momentum and stagnation that drive and connive contemporary American culture. I was and still am conditioned by the mass media (including my twelve years of “schooling” and subsequent hired education that few have recognized as the mass medium that it is) to consume the world compulsively, rather than to assume my birthright by flowering therein, thus making of every waking a full bloom’s day. Such “taming and transforming” has been so insidiously entrained into my way of being that I am enrolled not only in having my adulteration happen to me, but likewise in having it happen as me by doing it to myself.

The adulteration of my nature (and of nature overall) tends to become me – though only by my being someone who I am not. As I have thereby jinxed myself, therefore I am – someone other than what my innately beneficial presence empowers me to be.

Hence my work-in-mid-evolution, in recovery of my beneficent empowerment.

Growing Panes
It is never too late to begin being who I might have been.

–So what am I waiting for?

Abraham Maslow provided our world with a window of opportunity, in whose light we might awaken to the possibility of recovering our birthright to blossom, by means of what he called (in the title of his most well-known book) “the psychology of being.” His so-called “eupsychian” outlook was comprehensively integrative, a whole-summed psychology into which was blended the best elements of the otherwise self-fragmenting, pecking-ordered established psychologies of coping and contending. The latter psychologies of mutual adjustment (rather than mutual accommodation) tend either to exclude any premise of whole-summed humankindness or else make excuses for the presumed necessity of forsaking the whole-summed-ness of our being. Their make-do-ness is embodied in our ornery, narying words of this-worldly wisdom to our children: “You’ll see how it really is when you grow up.”

Maslow’s pained perspective on spoiled, flattened and thereby adulterated children was not as new as many in the 1960’s thought it to be. For instance, poet Christopher Morley noted in 1922:

The greatest poem ever known

Is one all poets have outgrown:

The poetry innate, untold,

Of being only four years old.

Still young enough to be a part

Of Nature's great impulsive heart,

Born comrade of bird, beast and tree

And unselfconscious as the bee--

And yet with lovely reason skilled

Each day new paradise to build,

Elate explorer of each sense,

Without dismay, without pretense!

In your unstained, transparent eyes

There is no conscience, no surprise:

Life's queer conundrums you accept,

Your strange divinity still kept.

Being, that now absorbs you, all

Harmonious, unit, integral,

Will shred into perplexing bits --

Oh, contradiction of the wits!

And Life, that sets all things in rhyme,

May make you poet, too, in time--

But there were days, O tender elf,

When you were poetry itself.

Fortunately, the antidote for our tune thus unstrung is as old as the Tao Te Ching’s advice: 

Who knows his manhood's strength,

Yet still his female [tenderness] maintains;

As to one channel flow the many drains,

All come to him, yea, all beneath the sky.

Thus he the constant excellence retains;

The simple child again, free from all stains.

   -Tao Te Ching, James Legge translation
Stain removal – the cleansing of my adult-erated childhood – may be facilitated by my tendering of self-forgiveness. Forgiving myself is essentially a procedure of resurrecting the poetry of my being, of recovering the kindred spirit of my inborn giving/receiving nature from the distorted, frustrating forces that support me in subordinating my inner beneficial presence to a controlling quest for the outer benefits of others’ approval and worldly gain. Mindfully re-acquiring the inner command that was instinctive at my birth, in recovery of my forfeited self-dominion, is fully possible only as I cease to dwell on what I am recovering from – the either/order-illy conceived distortions of a duel-minded, adversarial view of life and how to live it – and dwell instead on what is to be recovered: the unitary whole-summed-ness of being whose beneficent grace never ceases to in-here me, despite my self-adulterating compromises thereof.

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

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

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

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

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

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

–1 Corinthians 13:9-12 (KJ21)

To my knowledge, no one before or since the apostle Paul has said more with less about the adulteration of our human condition and our recovery of whole-summed being from role-and-goal summed being than did he with the above-quoted words. I would nevertheless amend his statement to more closely accord with my own experience of recovering my whole-summed being. I do this even though I tend thereby to court the unforgiving condemnation of those who perceive such intuition as a desecration of God’s holy wit exactly as it is writ. None tend to be more controlling of others, by standards from which they tend to overlookingly exempt themselves while doing so, than unquestioning believers in their particular interpretation of the literality of “God’s word.”

I would amend Paul’s prose as follows:

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

But when that which is perfect has been recovered, 

then that which is in part shall again reveal its perfect relationship with the whole.

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

yet as I become fully matured in my humanity, I put away role-and-goal-selfish (though not child-like) things.

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

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

Human kindness is an endowed predisposition that requires my mindful nurturing of its whole-summed dispensation, or, when I have forsaken that predisposition, that requires my mindful nurturance of its recovery from my adult-hooded obscuration thereof while “growing up”. I have forsaken my grace-full predisposition to whole-summed being by dispensing myself to pieces as I behold the world (through the darkened glass of bad-situational conditioning) unkindly. Restoration of my initial whole-summed predisposition requires me to cultivate my ever-latent capacity to experience myself as a close encounter of the human kind. Only thus may I recover my inherently forgiving nature from my unforgiving transgressions of its potential.

Forgiving myself is a return to my authentic expression of the beneficial presence of whole-summed being that was immediately at hand when I was born, and was instinctively (however briefly) actualized in the first days my life. I experience this return as I reclaim the beneficence of my presence by releasing the unforgiveness that precludes my drawing forth of native human kindness. 

As I elucidate ongoingly throughout this report, and especially in the chapter entitled “Adulteration and its Discontents (Revisited)” (p. xx), my unforgiveness of others is my projection upon them of my own self-unforgiveness. What first and foremost requires forgiveness is myself for having plowed so much of me under during my blunder of undoing myself unto others in plunder of their approval and support – when I might rather have been doing what comes naturally in the wake of my whole-summed being. 

The Pac-Maniacal Syndrome
Our enormous productive economy. . . demands that we make consumption our way of life, that we convert the buying and use of goods into rituals, that we seek our spiritual satisfaction, our ego satisfaction, in consumption . . . at an  ever increasing rate. -Victor Lebow
Life amounts to what we experience, not what we consume,

but I’m afraid we’ve become a nation of consumers.

–Kevin Murphy
In awakening the mindful whole-summed-ness of my being, self-forgiveness includes ceasing to gobble the world – myself included – to pieces, which became America’s official economic agenda (now being globalized) around the time of my tenth birthday (1946). At that time, the massive American industrial complex created in support of winning the Second World War either had to be employed and employing to some other end, or else be dismantled. The chosen alternative for our super-productive American war machine was to become today’s super-productive busyness machine, which is designed to keep us – and ultimately all of humankind – busy above all else with an until-we-drop-shopping esprit.

The above recommendation by retail analyst Victor Lebow to the leaders of America’s busyness, that they make shopping for nondurable goodies our all-consuming secular religion, has since become the holy writ of our nation’s busyness-as-usual. The business of America is busyness, namely, busyness with consuming. This was evidenced, for example, in our president’s urging in the wake of America’s 9/11 call that we continue to spend our money (i.e., consume) as we had before. Thus also has “doing” business in America become the art of economic football, making Enrons around the defenses of American consumers, maneuvers deliberately designed to do consumers in.

As a consequence of our shop-as-things-are-dropping cultural ethos, even as small children we are raised commercially via Saturday morning TV to be above all else consummate gobblers of our economy’s disposable goodness. Children are regularly presented with prominently mass-mediated examples of how to package themselves as momentary, self-idolizing commodities. They are encouraged to Spear themselves on, in hopes of being targeted by the entertainment industry and worshipped at the cash register, box office and ticket counter as (to cite a blatant recent example) “The Nation’s Most Talented Kid.” Never, perhaps, has the parable of the talents been more rock-ly soiled. 

[NOTE: Please remember that sentences like the last one bare, repeating. So might, in this case, consulting the parables alluded to (Matt. 25:14-29; Matt. 13:3-9).]

Industrial manufacture has evolved into humanufacture, the ultimate art of kidding one another by eliminating the authentic “inner kid” that is kindred with our whole-summed-ness of being. This trend was already firmly established three decades ago, as cited in a 1971 article entitled “Media and the Senses” by educator William Strong:

. . . life in America has been geared up to a frantic pace, and there’s not much that’s human about it. Everything is machine-stamped, in one way or another. The machine-punched gas bill, the recorded greeting of the grocery-store clerk, the harried teacher in the educational factory – all seem to be saying, “I don’t care who you are; I just need your number so I can be done with you.” Daily living in America is largely a matter of getting processed into this or that category.

The educational point to be made is that the human being is a wonderfully adaptive creature – a creature that tends to mirror his environment. He becomes like the world he inhabits by assimilating the world into himself. He values what the world he lives in values. And if the world does not value feeling, or the relationships between people, he won’t either. He will become machine-like by cutting himself off from his feelings and his imaginative life. He will not care about other people, will not let their lives impinge on his, because he won’t have learned to care for himself. He will regard himself – like everything else in the environment – as a thing, as something to be tinkered and experimented with. He will regard other people as things to be used. He will, in short, become somehow less than human.

Even though the wobbly-gobbly craze of consumerist sensibility was epitomized in the a-mazing iconic Pacman videogame, few perceived its underlying self-voyeuracious message: at some point we become the skeletons at our own mass-consumptive feast. Yet instead of being mindful of our media’s consumptive message, we unconsciously continue to breathe in the atmosphere of consumerism while being no more aware of our doing so than we were of the air that we inhaled before it was made so visible by consumerism’s offal. Human beings are indeed (and especially in our more glorious deeds) the most wonderfully adaptive of Earth’s creatures. We have thus far evidenced a willingness to adjust ourselves to any degree of consumption, up to and including the ultimate fouling (and de-fowling) of our own planetary nest. We have forgotten that the term “consumption” initially referred to a disease that chokes us to death. 

What began as the con-artistry (“con” being short for “control”) of “winning friends and influencing people” has been trumped up to the ever more heavily-handed wealing-and-dealing practice of minding everyone else’s busyness for fun in profit. As I am thus lured into being of the world, so that I may have, hold onto, hoard and/or control as much as possible of what is in it, I am taught to constrain myself to being among the millions of extras in a play appropriately called “Getting My Act Together,” at the expense of expressing what I was born to actualize. In the procedure of role-playing a Pacmaniacal lifestyle, I learn to be efficiently consumed by my own reactivity rather than be effectively productive of my pro-active potentials.

Forgive Us This Day Our Daily Dread
In matters of style, swim with the current;

in matters of principle, stand like a rock.

–Thomas Jefferson
To be in the world while not being of it is even harder today than it was in the far less mass-mediated (and thereby less controlled) culture of the mid-20th century, when it became our country’s official policy to go whole-hog in our gobbling up of the world. This principle ultimately deprives us of any style to swim with other than survival-á-la-wobbegong (the Australian brown shark, whose lifestyle is the ultimate antithesis of what we have so woefully begone). 

We are losing the homesite of Thomas Jefferson’s insight that, while stylishly doing in Rome as the Romans do, the essence of being in but not of the world is to continue being, in principle, who one authentically is rather than become as the Romans are.  For those who would remit the gobbled-up-ness of our whole-summed being, our practice of this principle is remedial. 

As I endeavor to get my act together – what the adult world calls “growing up” – rather than freely be together in my actions, I fail to mindfully actualize the beneficial presence of human kindness that I have instinctively known how to liberate since birth. The principal trick of such self-adulteration is to place the eternal principle of my being on the altar of society’s successively ever more excessive all-consuming lifestyles of the moment. As a consequence, the state of mind that my “taming and transforming” has set in rhyme lends itself to self-Pacmanizing scenarios like that of being angry about feeling guilty that I’m ashamed of being afraid.
Our self-fragmenting scenarios play dubious tribute to the most insidious mass-incarnation of compounded human fear to be invented thus far, the self-consumerizing mindset in which even our fears are brazenly commoditized. The principle product now being sold by almost every television commercial is the fear-inducing and angst-sustaining idea that I am a broken being. I am barraged with images of mass self-destruction that portray me as sickly, insufficient, incomplete, unfulfilled, overwhelmed, underspent, or otherwise in need of fixing, and therefore in dire dependent need of the specified product or service that promises to fix my bad situation. The American economy is going for broke on behalf of making all of us feel broken. Keeping up with the Joneses has become the reverse competition of not breaking down with the Joneses.

The thing to be feared most by me today is my consumption of fear itself, especially when fear is the underlying commodity being sold to me in almost all of the advertising, news reportage and media programming that Madison Avenue and the TV networks have designed for the purpose of their corporate minding of my busyness. It is no wonder that I am now a recovering adult, a presumably “grown-up” person who is presently endeavoring to liberate the whole-summed-ness of my being – the foundation of my humankind-ness – from the unforgiving grip of my inner terrorism: the anger-guilt-shame-fear-laden hard feelings, grievances, grudges, and resentments with which I in turn so unforgivingly mind the busyness of those whom I have allowed to distract me from my whole-summing inclination to be a beneficial presence.

Insofar as I have progressed in my recovery from the socialized adulteration of my humankind-ness, this was accomplished only during and after many years of “fasting” from all forms of direct exposure to mass media. For nearly 10 years I (almost) saw no mass media, heard no mass media, read no mass media. (Since I did not retreat into the wilderness, the ubiquity of newspaper headlines and magazine covers was unavoidable, as well as the word-of-mouth seepage of others’ incessant dosage of mass-mediation.) My consequent self-liberation is proportionate to the extent that I am empowered to see through and beyond my unforgiving self-imposed adjustments to worldly ways as I proceed in my recovery. 

I am continuously forgiving myself for my susceptibility to the world’s mass-mediated invitation to act as yet another role-playing pawn in its duel-minded, have-and-consume-it-all-right-now, adversarial shopping maul. The greatest test of my recovery therefrom occurs as I again pay attention to the mass of media, yet avoid recasting myself in its prevailing image of human brokenness, as presented in the absence of equal mass-mediated time – indeed, scarcely any time at all – given to the portrayal of the human kindness of humankind-ness. 

To be in the world today while not being of it means to behold the “breaking news” without brokering my mindset accordingly.

The Psycho-logy of Adjustment
It’s hard to fight an enemy who has outposts in your head.
-Sally Kempton

If our ultimate goal is to know ourselves and to live out that knowledge so as to benefit ourselves and others,
then we can not have, as an automatic first goal, to live in ways that please others.
-Marsha Sinetar
As a college student in the mid-1950’s, I took a course entitled “The Psychology of Adjustment.” By masterfully regurgitating the course’s contents in appropriate prose at each examination time, I earned an “A” for my effort. Nonetheless, in my mind the “A” stood for my “A”ccommodation of the course’s requirements rather than an “A”djustment to its controlling paradigm. 

I was, of course, fooling myself at least in part, being already considerably adjusted to the taming and transforming influence of the adult world’s discontents. Yet from my perspective, having become privy to the insidious underside of the psychology of adjustment in the course of direct exposure to and study of its paradigm, I “A”ced the subject in mindful respect for the sentiments of an American folk hymn:

In this world of pain and sorrow,

I’m sometimes up, sometimes down.

Yet there’s a better world I’m going to,

where all my sorrows will be drowned.

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 whole-summed-ness of my being, the innately endowed, humankindly beneficial presence that I am. It is my un-whole-summed adjustment to my society’s grabby-crabby-have-y, wobbly-gobbly, self-consuming mores (the plural of “more is better”) that sustains my frightful, unforgiving relationship to the people and bad situations that comprise it. 

Insofar as the rest of the world emulates America’s recklessly wreckful consumption of its very habitat, our unforgiving scenarios are setting before us the collective banquet of self-skeletonizing consequences that increasingly attend their globalization:

Earth is a single household.
The planet's winds and waters see to that, 
so interlinked are they
that each square mile of earthly surface
contains some stuff from every other mile.

Some say the winds alone
carried topsoil from the 1930's Dust Bowl
three times around the Earth
before the atmosphere was cleansed of it.

Today, Earth's soiled air disseminates
exhaust of billions of tailpipes and chimneys,
while the global network of her waterways
spreads other human waste around the planet.

As we alter thus the content of Earth's atmosphere,
and tamper with the chemistry of her waters,
we take her life into our hands
along with all lifekind that's yet to come.

Earth is a single household,
but the homestead is not ours;
we are only visitors
in the living room of those about to follow,
caretakers of the hospitality
and shelter that our children's home affords.

Our children,
not ourselves,
are the earthly homestead's host,
and we are but their household's privileged guests.

Why then do we abuse their mansion so,
as if we had the right to wreck their residence?
What have they and their children done
to earn a life of struggling
to restore what we've undone?

Of what crimes do we hold Earth's children guilty,
that we sentence them to life at such hard labor?
And what are we doing to our children's living room,
as we trample, scrape and pave its carpet bare?

Our children ask the Earth for bread.
Are we giving them a stone?

These words were written in 1975 as I was being bussed across a desolate stretch of Ontario countryside and contemplating our species’ future from a Dylanesque perspective: a hard reign is going to fall, indeed, as we environmentally fulfill the proposition that everybody must get stoned. Such prophetic insight is even more valid today, in accordance with the reasoning of Marshall McLuhan: “A prophet is not someone who predicts the future. Those who see what is going on today are 50 years ahead of everyone else.” 

The future shock factor has since then limited such prophetic lead time to, perhaps, 10 years. The pace of environmental consumption (which, please recall, still denotes choking to death) is so greatly accelerating that in due course those who see what is going on today will be fifty years behind.

The Psychology of Accommodation
Restore who you are by atoning for yourself – Moses and many others

Open to who you are by emptying yourself - Buddha and many others

Know who you are by fathoming yourself - Socrates and many others

Trust who you are by being true to yourself - Jesus and many others

Remember who you are by surrendering to yourself - Mohammed and many others

My preferred alternative to the mutually cannibalizing consequences of my self-adjustment to the world, and of my attempted adjustments of the world to myself, is a forgiving accommodation of my worldly experience, an accommodation that liberates the whole-summed being I authentically am, no matter how I may have initially covered it over with my self-adulterating role-overings thereof. Though my unwitting capitulation to the controlling psychology of adjustment has provoked my unforgiveness of the self-contortions and distortions with which I have fitted myself fearfully to the world and vice versa, the self-commanding psychology of accommodation evokes the gracefully forgiving inner nature that was instinctively and immediately at hand in my beginning. What the psychology of accommodation most effectively elicits is my thoughtful recovery of the beneficial presence of whole-summed being that I so naturally expressed at birth without even taking thought.

Some degree of worldly accommodation (“rendering unto Caesar”) is an essential consequence of my being in the world. Yet adjusting to the worldly principle of rendering unto its seizure is optional. My accommodation of and with the world co-operatively blends the whole-summed interrelationships of all concerned, while my adjustment to and of the world co-optingly bends me to the locally summed interests of a few at the expense of what generally benefits lifekind (and thus humankind) overall. In short, my accommodations freely permit the natural, whole-summed interrelationship of what my adjustments unnaturally and arbitrarily fit.

What the world least needs from me right now is yet another fit, whether by my duel-minded adjustment of its way to my own, or of mine to its. “My way or the highway” merely maps my route to an encounter with others’ “no way!” with all of the contentious consequences that follow. Learning how to accommodate myself within the world of my experience, rather than adjust myself or be adjusted thereto as I simultaneously endeavor to adjust the world to my immediate self-interest, is the route of my liberation from bad-situational entrainment to the bi-polar condition of adversarial duel-mindedness.

Central to my mutual accommodation with the world is my disharmament, via forgiveness, of the psycho-logical adjustments that I have conceded to the angst-driven enemies in my own head. I call such accommodation “disharmament” because I find it impossible to totally disarm myself of the inner “terrorist group” I have allowed to put me in harm’s way by demonizing my psyche with fearfulness, worry, anxiety, self-doubt, shame, guilt, anger, future dread, depression, and the like. By permitting these impulses to become my identity (I grieve-fear-worry-etc., therefore I am), I have learned to react as a victim of my inner and outer circumstances. Yet it is never too late to engage life as a positively proactive and productive commander of my experience and its outer consequences from within.

Though I am unable to completely rid myself of my dread-fueled inner terrorists, I am single-mindfully able to desist in being at their effect by ceasing to dissipate my energy in negative and hurtful ways. I am capable of mindfully commanding my inner terrorists to “drop dread already,” in confident expectancy that they indeed will do so as long as I remain in alertly conscious self-command in spite of their ongoing, latent presence in my psyche, where they are ever ready for further assault in re-charged battery of my whole-summed being. This is what my self-forgiveness is ultimately about: taking mindful self-dominion of my beneficial presence as I cease attempting to control outer and inner challenges to the humankind-ness of my being.

Healing the I-scheme-ya of Humankind-ness
There are enough genuine difficulties in life to encounter,

don't allow your imagination to increase the number.

-Neil Eskelin
My so-called “fall” from the grace of my humankind-ness, via capitulation to my original miss-take of surrendering my whole-summed beneficial presence to the enemies in my head, is acknowledged in the Biblical passage cited earlier, “. . . God hath made man upright, but they have sought out many inventions” (Ecclesiastes 7:29). In some translations of this passage the word “schemes” is used instead of “inventions.” The enemies in my head are my own creations, and knowing that the word “surrender” means “render unto,” I also know that it is I who render myself unto my inventions’ seizure.

Human beings forsake maturing their innate uprightness by manifesting instead their potential for uppity tightness – which some of us actualize more pity-fully than others. Among humankind’s most perniciously uppity and inventive duel-minded schemes is warfare. Only after some ten thousand years of this carnageously “heroic” pursuit are – for the first time – its anticipated glories in the face of inevitable facts to the contrary being openly called into question by a majority of the human species.  As Robert Muller, former assistant secretary general of the U.N., observed as America preceded to war-ify Iraq: “Never before in the history of the world has there been a global, visible, public, viable, open dialogue and conversation about the very legitimacy of war.”
Among the less visible, yet most insidious consequences of humankind’s scheming inventiveness, is the primary sustainer of our species’ Warfarin mentality: our widespread creation and adoption of inner terrorism, the thoughts and feelings that bug our original program of beneficent whole-summed being, as our beneficent individual uprightness is eclipsed by the frightful collective uptightness into which we are born. The enemies thus nurtured in my head – my inner terrorists – serve mostly to eclipse the beneficial presence of my whole-summed-being, which is accomplished via their scheming distortion of my potentially positive, proactive nature, and their induction of my consciousness into service of their role-play-full scenario of mutually unforgiving adversarial reactivity. My inner terrorists provide me with incentive for inventive participation in the ischemia of the flow of my humankind-ness.

Disharming myself of my duel-minded inner terrorists is essential to my mindful recovery and expression of self-dominion as a beneficial presence whose whole-summed-ness of being I have compromised at the invitation of those who have gone from themselves before me. Only thus may I reclaim the grace-full endowment that I have allowed to slip from my once-accommodating fingers, on behalf of establishing local conditional control of my immediate world by minding other peoples’ busyness, even as I duelly resist their minding of my own.
My recovery of the self-dominion that I have forfeited to the unforgiving pursuit of control over other persons, by minding their busyness even as I succumb to their minding of mine, requires that I forgive myself for capitulating to the conceit-full contrivances of circumstantial control. Self-forgiveness begs my pledge of non-allegiance to the tattered, flagging paradigm of duel-minded, either/ordered control, and my commitment to withdrawal from its fray. 

Doing more of some things with less is of dubious benefit until I am also doing less of some other things with less, in refrainment from my duel-minded entrainment.

STREAM TWO

Some Views on My Experience

If you haven’t, then you aren’t.

You cannot be, in any given moment,

any more than you already have lived up to.

-Raella Weinstein

Overview (cont.):

Trim-Tabbing My Transformation

Give me a place to stand on, and I can move the earth.

-Archimedes
He who stands for nothing, is likely to fall for anything.

-The Gospel of Yet to Be Common Sense.
In the 20th century, Archimedes’ understanding of the principle of leverage took flight in the form of the trim tab, a flap on the trailing edge of an airplane’s elevator which, when moved via a slight effort applied to the steering apparatus, in turn moves the entire elevator to change the plane’s direction. Similarly, a ship’s captain wheels changes of its direction via a trim tab located at the trailing edge of a ship’s rudder, a mini-rudder that in turn moves the entire rudder to effect a redirection of the ship’s course. Trim tabbing is the science of doing more with less.

For large, fast-moving airplanes, as well as for ships as portly as an oil tanker, change of direction is not as immediately effected as when one is steering an automobile on solid ground. And even one’s change of an automobile’s direction is similarly subject to the weight and speed of its forward momentum. 

Inertia notwithstanding, be it static or momentous, when leverage is effectively and efficiently applied to overcome inertial drag, some reciprocal change is thereby sooner or later brought about. The effect of leverage, even in the drag of fluid circumstances, is illustrated in the account of a swimmer who roped himself to a ferryboat loaded with hundreds of passengers, and towed the boat away from the dock. It was reportedly necessary for him to swim steadily (i.e., leverage himself in the water) for nearly half an hour before the ferry began to move. 

This swimmer demonstrated the ultimate tactic of all leverage, whether physical, social or political, which is to effect the most efficient outcome with the least amount of input, thereby establishing the critical mass (a.k.a. “synergy”) of effort that accomplishes more with less. This is why effective endeavors to bring about change are efficiently engaged only with those inputs of material, energy and attention that are most likely to produce an intended outcome. Desired outcome is the ultimate mother of all invention, so long as the outcome is a felt necessity to its inventor. The critical mass of such necessity is the trim tab of consistent persistency called “commitment.”

The commitment with which I choose to trim tab the direction of my life is my consistent and persistent heart-felt intention to practice self-forgiveness as a way of life. Since all forgiveness (and commitment thereto) begins at home – i.e., within the mind of whoever is forgiving – all forgiveness issues from a forgiving self. Accordingly, my own release of grievances – which is the essence of self-forgiveness – is the only forgiveness that I am ever fully at home in. Thus am I the only person whose commitment to self-forgiveness I am able to deliver on.

The essence of all commitment is its non-divertibility. This does not mean that I am never diverted from my intended course of self-forgiving personhood, rather that when I am diverted I invariably correct my course in realignment with my intention. Like the helmsman of a sailboat that, when unattended, is being blown off-course all of the time, I am persistently engaged in course corrections that accord with my heart-felt intention to be a self-forgiving person. 

The inertial guidance of my heart-felt intentions is the critical mass that empowers my accomplishments. Accordingly, my hearty intention to release all grievances is the critical course-correction factor that makes self-forgiving personhood possible.

The more self-forgiving I am, the more my life is experienced as “going my way.” The trim tabbing effect of persistent self-forgiveness corrects any tendency I may have to be unforgiving, thereby allowing my life to take my preferred course. Self-forgiveness not only changes my experience of the world, it likewise changes my world’s experience of me by moving, sooner or later, whatever my experience connects me to.

Seeding a Global Critical Mass

Never doubt that a small group of thoughtful, committed citizens can change the world; indeed, it’s the only thing that ever has. –Margaret Mead 

For those who have an Archimedian ambition to make a difference in the world on behalf of keeping it workable for lifekind overall, thorough-going self-forgiveness – forgiveness of one’s entire life for being the way it is, by making it as workable as it can be – likewise serves as the trim tab of such unitary impact. This possibility has been demonstrated, for example, in the work of the Truth and Reconciliation Commission in South Africa, which has done so much to heal the wounds of apartheid. Though much grievance still remains to be released by South Africans, the ferry of their collective misery is no longer docked in the port of unforgiveness. And in further keeping with this metaphor, Nelson Mandela’s account of South Africa’s departure from that dock, Long Walk to Freedom, reminds me of the swimmer’s first half hour of engagement with the stationary ferry.

Four decades ago, anthropologist Margaret Mead observed that the only basis for a sustainable human presence on Earth is our creation of a future that works for the planet overall. As she put it, our global future is the only basis for the establishment of a globally shared culture. Without the trim tab of collective self-forgiveness, practiced as a means of changing humankind’s overall course, the direction of our global future, as both Desmond Tutu and Nelson Mandela have foreseen, is toward more – and increasingly worse, now on a global scale – of the same unforgiving ways of being in the world that our species has so widely adopted in the past and continues to evidence in the present. 

Accordingly, a self-forgiving perspective presently informs such endeavors to make a difference in the world as the Forgiveness First Initiative and the International Forgiveness Day project. (See “The Ultimate Difference Self-Forgiveness May Make,” p. 102.)

. . . Being, My Way (cont.)

If you see a whole thing - it seems that it's always beautiful.  Planets, lives...  But up close a world's all dirt and rocks. And day to day, life's a hard job, you get tired, you lose the pattern. -Ursula K. Le Guin
It is quite true what Philosophy says: that Life must be understood backwards. But that makes one forget the other saying: that it must be lived – forwards. The more one ponders this, the more it comes to mean that life in the temporal existence never becomes quite intelligible, precisely because at no moment can I find complete quiet to take the backward-looking position. -Soren Kierkegaard

In my early childhood I disliked my first name. “Noel” was bad news to me, because so many other kids made fun of the name. Then suddenly, when I was five years old, the bad news ended. My greatest Christmas gift that year – indeed, of all my Christmases put together – was learning that “Noel” actually means “good news.” I immediately associated my name with the joyous feeling of expectancy that infused my experience of the holiday season. It was as if Santa Clause had come to town to stay – as me. 

This initial self-reminder of my beneficial presence has served me ever since as a lifelong antidote to the forces of backward-looking social and religious conformation that deem the forwardness of my human nature to be bad news. It was also my first conscious experience of my ability to alter the reflective nature of the rear view mirror of my understanding, via an onward-looking perceptual makeover.

Fortunately for my ego development, as well as for my relative safety from self-appointed, retro-viewing blasphemy police, I was not so forward as to assume that I am THE good news. Seldom, either, do I let it be known that I consider myself as well as everyone else to be good news, as a consequence of my conviction that every human being is an innately beneficial presence, however out of touch s/he may be with the beneficence of his/her being. 

Because of this assessment’s unpopularity with most ‘religious’ people, I am (with occasional exceptions) content with quietly assuming that my calling is to discover, bring and be good news, without advertising my vocation as such. In breaking that silence with this report, I trust that the response will not be such that I will be climaxing the good news of my life with a statement like “Forgive them, Father, for they know not what they do.” Nonetheless, the life-concluding admonition that I instead anticipate is no less likely to cover all concerned: “Forgive them, for they do not what they know.” 

The “whole thing” that we know because we are it, and yet are for the most part wont to honor, is the humankindly wisdom innate within us all that makes me feel especially fortunate to have a permanent reminder of it by way of my first name. What all of us unconsciously know in the beginning, yet keep ourselves from becoming mindfully aware of, is that we are all good news in spite of our notoriously nefarious attempts to be otherwise. Hence my gratitude for being identified as the beneficial presence that I am via a name that anchors my realization of humankindness.

Instead of mindfully being the good news that we are, most of us fail to recognize ourselves accordingly as we reflect and directly perpetrate the “bad news” that is consequent to our greatest of all amnesias: our forgetfulness of the true nature of our humankindly being. My own amnesia is a case in point. Even though I concluded at age five that I am good news, sixty-one years later I continue to doubt from time to time my ability to discover, bring and be good news in an anti-good-newsy world that conforms me to its beguiling images of self-depreciation and negation. Though I have been thus far unable to completely eliminate my self-doubt, I at least have learned how to set it aside, so that while I continue to sometimes have such doubt my doubtfulness does not in turn have me. If this means that I am a slow learner, I am thereby good news for other slow learners.

Never has my slow learning of self-forgiveness been more put to the test than during my military basic training, when on every occasion of being pushed beyond the limits of my self-composure I characteristically burst into tears. Since this also happened as I witnessed other trainees being harshly treated, my frequent tearfulness had the unexpected tendency to allay rather than further provoke my superiors’ harshness toward me. Nothing in the training of my military superiors had prepared them to make war with the disarming tendency of my empathetic tears. This tendency first clearly surfaced one evening in the mess hall, right after my company commander had abusively demeaned another soldier in front of the entire company. Feeling every bit as vulnerable as my basic training compatriot who was thus maligned, by the time I sat down with my dinner my bottled up empathy for his plight spilled over, and I buried my tearful face in my arms. 

Although our company officers had a separate dining room, for some reason my commander happened to walk by my table as I sat there sobbing. He asked, with a mixture of sympathy and disdain, “What’s the matter with you, soldier?” Frightened and befuddled by his unexpected presence, I sought in vain to concoct a militarily acceptable explanation for my tears. Instead, after a few speechlessly awkward seconds, the truth came out: “It’s going to take a while for me to get used to seeing people being treated this way.” Absent of the sarcasm that usually attends the wording of his response, he softly affirmed as might a momentarily out of character-as-usual Robert DeNiro in such a role, “You’ll get used to it, soldier.” And as he turned to walk away he added with comparably subdued gentility, “In the meantime, be thankful you’re not in the Marines.”

My tendency to be a slow learner notwithstanding, my five-year-old self’s conclusion that I am good news was right on time. As Theo Stephan Williams writes, “Our psychological self perceptions, sense of reasoning and self confidence are developed within us by the age of five.” (Creative Utopia, p. 17.) In my backward-looking understanding of my life, therefore, I am able to see how my five-year old self’s assessment of my being has served as the foundation upon which I am building my forward looking, self-forgiving outlook.

  (Further perspectives on empathic being in a militant world are at www.forgivingmyself.com/feelingmyway.htm)

Heartfully-Minded Thinking (cont.)

If my heart could do the thinking and my head began to feel,

I would look upon the world anew and know what’s truly real.
–Van Morrison

From the perspective of scientism, only what is measurably objective is ‘real,’ while all subjective experience is illusory and ‘unreal.’ Presumably, therefore, only the intellect can take measures, and even then only so long as the heart is pumping blood to the brain. Yet the heart has more than one way to keep the brain alive, having (as noted by Blaise Pascal) its own reasons which reason knows nothing of. Likewise, the brain has ways of feeling that feelings know nothing of. The heartfully-minded complementarity of “reasoning with my heart and feeling with my mind” thus makes real for me what reality knows nothing of until aided by my perception. 

The extraordinary benefit of such mindfully directed thinking is the extra-ordinary (i.e., more ordinary than usual) experience of my complementary objective and subjective perceptivities. Heartfully-minded thinking weds the perspective of self-as-a-subject-objecting-to-the-world with the perspective of self-as-an-object-subjected-to-the-world. This unified mindfulness illuminates the otherwise unnoticed homogeneity of my subject/object discern-abilities. 

Take, for example, the difference between objectively observing that the arrangement of a rose’s petals is mathematical, or observing instead that their arrangement is subject to mathematical description. Thus may I compliment the complement of my objective and subjective discern-abilities while I am experiencing the rose. Subject/object discern-ability likewise attends the distinction between my self-identification in English (“I am Noel McInnis”) and in French (“je m’appelle [I call myself] Noel McInnis”). In matters of self-identification, there is much to be understood by thus contrasting natively English speaking and French speaking egos. The French, far more than the English, are quite objectively (and often objectingly) jealous of how their language is used to call their shots (to say nothing of their schotts).

Language shapes perception subjectively, and some languages do this more objectively than others. To cite another example, in English I say “I missed my bus,” while in Spanish I say “the bus left without me.” These two outlooks are quite different in their existential allocation of what psychologists call my “locus of control.”

By altering my language I correspondingly alter the frame of mind that gives shape to my experience of reality. Each language beholds me to the world of my experience in its own particular way, rather than in the way the world ‘really’ is. 

In accordance with the prescription cited earlier for reasoning with my heart while feeling with my mind, i.e., “Let the intellect decide to what the emotions are to respond,” (see p. xx), freely accepting and embracing my emotions just as they are and effectively directing their responsive expression is the essence of heartfully-minded thinking. The more mindfully I thus command my intellect by mutually second-opinioning the emotion so to speak, the more effectively I command my experience overall via authentic (i.e., honest, accurate and genuine) self-awareness that is unclouded by my ideological B.S. As my awareness is thus alerted to the unitary whole that I am minding, I am empowered to see what my particularizing belief systems tend otherwise to obscure. 

Heartfully-minded thinking subjectively favors truthful perception over objective perception of the truth, á la André Gide’s admonition, “Follow the seeker after truth, but beware of him who has found it.” It also honors the intuition affirmed by Gottfried Theodore Lessing: “If the Lord God held out to me in his right hand the whole of truth, and in his left hand only the urge to seek truth, I would reach for his left hand.” Thus it is that my intention throughout this report is to represent the truthfulness of my perception as faithfully as possible, rather than present a particular faith-full rendition of the truth.
  (Further perspectives on heartfully-minded thinking are at www.forgivingmyself.com/heartful.htm)

An Evolving Unitary Mindset (con’t)

Ultimately, we have just one moral duty: to reclaim large areas of peace in ourselves, more and more peace, and to reflect it towards others. And the more peace there is in us, the more peace there will be in our troubled world. ​-Etty Hillesum
The process of perceptual evolution and management has until recently been largely one of perceiving ‘reality’ as an aggregation of distinctive parts rather than as the congregation of interrelated particularities that it wholly is. As a consequence, we have mastered a corresponding tendency to think the world to pieces rather than think it together.

Etc.

[The remainder of Stream Two exists in reams of notes and already completed thoughts that await the “interconnectivity” thus far evidenced in this report.]

An Evolving Unitary Mindset

Ultimately, we have just one moral duty: to reclaim large areas of peace in ourselves, more and more peace, and to reflect it towards others. And the more peace there is in us, the more peace there will be in our troubled world. ​-Etty Hillesum
The process of perceptual evolution and management has until recently been largely one of perceiving ‘reality’ as an aggregation of distinctive parts rather than as the congregation of interrelated particularities that it wholly is. As a consequence, we have mastered a corresponding tendency to think the world to pieces rather than think it together.

Marshall McLuhan attributed the craziness of our thinking-the-world-to-pieces syndrome to the “message” of print-mediated culture: “Schizophrenia may be a necessary consequence of literacy.” (The Gutenberg Galaxy, p. 32) McLuhan’s perspective on the fragmented condition of the human psyche overall is supported

Alphabet vs Goddess

In his trend-setting television series, The Ascent of Man, Jacob Bronowski demonstrated 

Resonating with my funny bone as well as with my soul tears.

What Took You So Long – DHMS Agent ed., pp. 20-21

The doctrine of “progress.”

What’s a Meta- For?

Ghoti

Shakespeare’s invention of the language – Peter Kline

Schattschneider

Pain as “symphony” of physiology, emotion, memory, and hormones rather than a mere “signal” of discomfort. (Newsweek, May 19, 2003, p. 48) Fibromyalgia is no longer seen to exist only in the mind. The concept of “mind” is also expanding.

In the Meantime . . .

It is good to have an end to journey toward;

but it is the journey that matters in the end.

-Ibid.
Xxxxx

Acknowledge Meants

Were I a good scholar, I would find enough in my own experience to make me wise.

-Michel de Montaigne
Re: Sources

Others are best served when they are directed back to themselves for their answers.  All paths lead to God and each is a very personal and private matter. You stay in integrity with yourself and with others by facilitating the process for each to return to his/her Source, going within instead of without. -Bobbie Gonder
Since scholarship is among the other formalities that this report takes for a spin, an alternative to standard attribution and emendation (i.e., “footnotes”) seams to be called for. Accordingly, directions to my resources, my commentary thereon, and my otherwise cumbersome within-going outerments [elaborations on] and further humorings of the thoughts presented in the main text are presented on the following pages under their associated chapter and sub-chapter headings.

Xxxxx

To Be a Forgiving Person

Xxxxx

Our Age of Reinvention 

Xxxxx

Beyond Contradiction

Choice is the voice of the heart.

–Dan Baker
The science of happiness is the science of choice.

Glasser, William, Unhappy Teenagers: A Way for Parents and Teachers to Reach Them (N.Y.: HarperCollins, 2002). “When You Stop Controlling, You Gain Control” is the title of his first chapter, pp. 1-10.

Glasser, William, Choice Theory (??: ???)

Baker, Dan, What happy People Know: How the New Science of Happiness Can Change Your Life for the Better (??: Rodale, 2003). 

Toward Mindful Self-Dominion 

Xxxxx

Toward Omni-Dominion

Xxxxx

Unitary Perceptivity

The perception of wholeness is the conscious of healing.

–Ernest Holmes
There is always the perception of wholeness and the limited sense-based perception
Xxxxx

Unitary Perspectivity

The common man thinks a miracle can just be “seen” to be reported. Quite the contrary. One has to be . . . reasonably sophisticated even to perceive the miraculous. It takes experience; otherwise, more miracles would be encountered. 

One has, in short, to refine one’s perceptions. -Loren Eiseley, “The Innocent Fox” (p. 201)

We are a society bemused by its purposes and yet secretly homesick for a lost world of inward tranquility. The thirst for illimitable knowledge now conflicts directly with the search for a serenity obtainable nowhere upon earth. -Loren Eiseley, “The Ghost Continent” (p. 5)

Unitary Receptivity

Wherever you happen to be standing, you are in the middle of the action.

-Herbert Morowitz

Xxxxx

Unitary Paradoxivity (At Large)

The dynamics of happification.

Xxxxx

Unitary Paradoxivity (At Home)

I did not create the law of attraction, nor can I de-create the way it works. I can, however, make the law of attraction work to the advantage of what I am like and what I do like, and of ongoing opportunities for the exchange of gifts. The law of attraction is itself a gift with which I am graced. And even though I did not create this gift of grace, I have a creative choice: to live with this gift ungraciously, or to be gracious in return by being gratefully acknowledging, accepting and allowing of its empowerment.

Xxxxx

Unitary Being

Xxxxx

Just (or Unjust) As I Am

Xxxxx

Omni-Mutuality

Restorative jutsice

Xxxxx

Boundary Management

Xxxxx

Boundary Mis-management

Xxxxx

The “So What” of “What’s So”

With cyberspace, we are, in effect, hard-wiring the collective consciousness.

–John Perry Barlow

We need to invent an alternative future,

which will exclude the present future by making it irrelevant.

–Robert Theobald
Xxxxx

Perceptual Makeover: The Re-Membering of Things Present

Xxxxx

The Whole-summing (or Knot) of My Being

Xxxxx

From Piece-Full to Peaceful Mindedness

Xxxxx

The Horde of the Dance

Xxxxx

Being, As Water Is

Xxxxx

Allward: My Trip to Bounty-Full

Xxxxx

I-dentities as Eventities

Rather than inter-immediately accept and flow with the simplicity of my innate complexity, I tend to be had by the over-simplified complications born of my self-fragmenting, either/ordering, grown-uppity neurotic perplexity (i.e., “personality complexes”). 

Unitary perceptivity as a “third way”

whose compoundment I tend to confound with inventions born of my perceptual perplexity. 

From the psyche-space of some contemporary cosmologists, easy-does-it is the simple 

the self-organizing flow of omni-centered cosmic interconnectivity 

evolves its fundamental simplicity by complexifying the manner in which simplicity is ordered – the cosmic evolutionary version of “easy does it.” Yet my either/ordering of whatever flows at hand or through my mind tends to disarray this simplicity with undue complications of my relationship to myself and to my contingent world. 
In spite of my culturally conditioned presumption of pandemic separation, I continue to progress with my ongrowing perceptual makeover on behalf of my fuller beholdment of omni-centered interconnectivity. Having perceived, however briefly, what feels to me to be utterly so – that I am a local gyroscopic eddy within the cosmic flow – my momentary glimpses of whole-summed cosmic interconnectivity now serve me as a mindful compass that points the way to my recovery of such inter-immediate sensibility. This is feasible only because all perplexities are ultimately grounded in my perception, where I may deconstruct them via an imaginative reworking of their perceptual foundation. In this task of de/reconstruction, I experience three ways of beholding the world: oppositionally (either/or), complementarily (both/and), and inter-immediately (both oppositionally and complementarily in tandem). From the inter-immediate outlook I behold the confluent inclusivity of all things considered in all ways considered, from the perspective of the ever-fluctuating between of all my own considerations, which is beholdment from the cosmic flux itself.

So-called “reality” is best fathomed from the betweenment of my oppositional and complementary modes of beholding.
From Duality to Dual Unity

Xxxxx

To Tell the Truth

Meshuggenary: Celebrating the World of Yiddish (p. 58) Crazy wisdoms of Yiddish and Tibetan Buddhist humor are in stark contrast to the humorless crazy wisdom of U.S. military policy [Before and After: U.S. Foreign Policy and the September 11th Crisis]

Xxxxx

Happening Runs

Xxxxx

Minding (and Unminding) My Own Business

(and Nobody Else’s)

Xxxxx

Regrinding the Lens of Perception

At minimum, there are as many unitary perspectives as there are units that are capable of perceiving. Whatever may be their likenesses, no two perspectives – unitary or otherwise – are identical.]

Here is a major clue to such accommodation: perspectivity, like the perceptivity that governs it, is ultimately a verb. Command of unitary perspectivity is exercised via its altering, rather than by means of anything thus altered, my language included. 

What I am recovering from is ultimately beside the point I wish to make with my life: the humankindliness that is thus recovered. Accordingly, such beside-the-pointness is the only thing about my covery that is worthy of my attention.

So long as I am in this procedure of reframing my beholdment, I am required to be ever-mindful of how I am myself beholden to the lens of my perception even as I endeavor my perceptual makeover thereof.
In accord with my evolving perceptual-makeover, I address my readers with language that is being derived from my self-altered perspective, proceeding with the subjective point of my discourse even as I objectively dally with getting to it. 
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Prepositions and Propositions:

Thinking Myself to Pieces and Together

Xxxxx

My Escape to Freedom

Xxxxx

The Duality Miss-Take

Xxxxx

The Synergetics of Dual Unity

Xxxxx

A Plea for Damaged Children

Xxxxx

Undoing a Thing’s Thing

Xxxxx

Breaking the Do-Bee Habit

Xxxxx

My Initial Miss-Take

See “Truth and Consequences”

Taking Myself In

Xxxxx

Staying in the Grace

Xxxxx

My Initial Beholding Pattern

“Getting a grip”

Adulteration and Its Discontents

Xxxxx

My Conditional Unfolding Pattern

Xxxxx

Of What Good Is a Baby?

Xxxxx

A Wakening Awakening

Xxxxx

Growing Panes

Xxxxx

The Pac-Maniacal Syndrome

On the commodification of youth:  Branded: The Buying and Selling of Teenagers – Alissa Quart (2002)  [658.8] Cambridge, MA: Perseus Publishing, 2003  “Teenager” coined by Madison Ave. in 1941.

Forgive Us This Day Our Daily Dread

Xxxxx

The Psycho-logy of Adjustment

Xxxxx

The Psychology of Accommodation

Xxxxx

Healing the I-scheme-ya of Humankind-ness
Xxxxx

Xxxxxxxx

Xxxxx

“How Social Factors Shape Future Minds” [Chapter 9 of Magic Trees of the Mind] N.Y.: Dutton, 1998.

Coda: the Ultimate Difference Self-Forgiveness May Make

Difficulties are overcome by those who are willing to do all that is possible.

Impossibilities are overcome by those who are willing to do whatever it takes.

-The Gospel of Yet to Be Common Sense.
As noted earlier (p. 88) self-forgiveness not only changes my experience of the world, it likewise changes my world’s experience of me by moving whatever my experience connects me to. Collectively, therefore, a critical mass of self-forgiveness may accordingly move the world.

The critical mass of self-forgiving persons required to turn the collective tide of unforgiveness is calculable, thanks to intensive and extensive homework done on New York’s Madison Avenue. As the advertising industry’s branding strategies have repeatedly demonstrated, when merely seven percent of a targeted population becomes cognizant of a new brand name, product or idea, further name-recognition thereof becomes readily universal within that population so long as the brand name is continually brought to its attention. In other words, seeding new awareness in seven percent of a targeted population establishes a critical mass for the induction of that awareness in the greater population as a whole.

Accordingly, when seven percent of humankind (roughly 450 million of six and a half billion persons) has become cognizant of “putting forgiveness first” in the context of a persistent ongoing effort to bring that initiative to ever-wider attention, the cause of self-forgiveness will have reached its critical mass.

Some folks think that reaching such a large critical mass is impossible, even though Coca-Cola, the McDonald’s franchise, and numerous other global corporations have dramatically proven otherwise. 
Let us not settle for less when offering food for the soul.
Such refusal to settle for less is the perspective of at least two programs that are dedicated to the forgiving perceptual makeover of humanity’s consciousness overall, the Forgiveness First Initiative and the International Forgiveness Day Initiative.

The Forgiveness First Initiative is a global endeavor to identify and support those who are willing to make the release of all their grievances their permanent top priority. Its website: www.forgivenessfirst.com.

The International Forgiveness Day Initiative is a support system for those whose willingness to make forgiveness a priority in their lives includes the determination to make it the focus of an annual global holiday. Its websites: www.forgivenessday.org and www.pioneeersofforgiveness.org. 

Both of these initiatives are (as of this writing) purely volunteer efforts that would greatly benefit from a further infusion of human and financial energy.

Four decades ago humankind adopted its first global spiritual icon, the image of the Whole Earth, a symbol of unity and oneness that transcends all religious, ethnic, political, social, economic and other organizational and cultural structures that divide us.  Thus far, the wholeness of our planet is the only such symbol with which every human being can identify.

It is now time to establish an annual holiday that likewise transcends all human divisions by exemplifying the same universality of spirit that is inherent in the Whole Earth image. International Forgiveness Day is a holiday whose time has come, as it becomes ever more probable that a critical mass of receptivity to forgiveness now exists in humankind’s collective consciousness. This receptivity represents our potential willingness to resolve the grievances that fragment humankind and the planet, a willingness that is susceptible to being mobilized on a global scale.

In quest of similar saturation of humankind's global consciousness, the International Forgiveness Day project was conceived to inspire several hundred millions of individuals and groups worldwide to create annual honorings and actions of forgiveness at all levels, personal, local, national and international.

Forgiveness is first and foremost an interpersonal and social issue, and only secondarily political.  Therefore, the world's peoples must first exemplify the spirit of forgiveness before their leaders become inclined to lend support.  

To the extent that leaders perceive themselves as the political custodians of our grievances, our receptivity to forgiveness must become plainly evident as the direction in which we are moving.  Nothing less than a global parade of forgiveness is likely to inspire the world's leadership to get in front of it.

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

Re: Sources (a.k.a. “Bibliography”)

. . . of making many books there is no end . . .

-Ecclesiastes 12:12
For those who are not yet in agreement with Ecclesiastes’ subsequent pronouncement, that “much study is a weariness of the flesh,” and in keeping with the non-conventionality that esprits the body of this report, this appendage documents its reporter’s resources by listing titles rather than authors first, which contrasts with the procedural standards that ordinarily govern such ex-citations. This not unduly contrary alternative is chosen because 1) titles tend to be far more revealing of their books’ contents than authors’ names, and 2) it is by title and page number that citations of these sources appear in the text of this report.

Those who prefer to locate their books by author’s name may do so by searching thus on the webpage that features this bibliography, www.forgivingmyself.com/bibliography.htm, where they will also discover additional bibliographical resources.

Before and After: U.S. Foreign Policy and the September 11th Crisis
    Phyllis Bennis  - Brooklyn: Olive Branch Press, 2003

Being Human: The Technological Extensions of the Body
    Jaques Houls, Paola Mieli & Mark Stafford, eds. – New York: Agincourt/Marsilio, 1999 (paperback edition)

Creative Utopia: 12 Ways to Realize Total Creativity

    Theo Stephan Williams – Cincinnati: HOW Design Books, 2002)

Everything I Know about Business I Learned from Monopoly®: Successful Executives Reveal Strategic Lessons from the World’s Greatest Board Game
    Alan Axelrod – Philadelphia: Running Press Book Publishers, 2002

 The Gutenberg Galaxy
    Marshall McLuhan – New York: Signet-New American Library, 1969 (paperback edition)

How to Talk Well

    James Bender - New York: McGraw-Hill, 1994

Company, Inc., 1994)
The Lazy Man’s Guide to Enlightenment

    Thaddeus Golas – New York: Bantam Books, 1980 (paperback reprint)

The Long Road to Freedom

    Nelson Mandela – New York:
Meshuggenary: Celebrating the World of Yiddish 

    Payson R. Stevens, Charles M. Levine, & Sol Steinmetz – New York: Simon and Schuster, 2002

No Future without Forgiveness

    Desmond Mpilo Tutu – New York: Doubleday, 2000

The Portable Sixties Reader

    Ann Charters, ed. – New York: Penguin Books, 2003

The Silent Language
    Edward T. Hall – New York: Doubleday, 1959

Understanding Media: The Extensions of Man
    Marshall McLuhan – New York: McGraw-Hill, 1964

You Are an Environment
    Noel McInnis – Evanston, Il: The Center for Curriculum Design, 1973

Etc.
In addition to the above resources, which are cited in the text of this report, the following materials have also significantly informed the reporter’s spacious and variegated outlook.

Etc.
Undoing It

Life Makeovers: 52 Practical & Inspiring Ways to Improve Your Life One Week at a Time, Cheryl Richardson – New York: Broadway Books, 2000

INPUTS

Making waves

Flatlanders

OUT-TAKES
The highest wisdom is loving kindness. 

-The Talmud
Be patient toward all that is unsolved in your heart and try to love the questions themselves like locked rooms and like books that are written in a very foreign tongue. . . . The point is to live everything. Live the questions now. –Ranier Maria Rilke

Emotion is the chief source of consciousness. There is no change from darkness to light, or from inertia to movement without emotion. –Carl Jung

Releasing myself from such entrapment that I have already allowed is the yoke of my undoing as a recovering adult. My plea for the recovery of my damaged childlikeness is therefore first and foremost addressed to myself, and echoes that of John Calvin to his inquisitors: “I beseech thee to consider that ye may be wrong.”  

Among the manifold consequences of the either/ordered, duel-minded miss-taken-ness born of our endeavoring to control one another, our main feast is a deep-running tide of unforgiveness in humankind’s collective stream of consciousness.

Travesty to the integrity of self and others is invariably consequent to my choice of second-rate (if not third-rate) self-dominion as I lend my psyche to the willful control of those whom I endeavor to please.

 which I so readily do by subordinating who I authentically am to one or more role-played, self-and-other-controls born of being who I am not.

This advisory itself, however, is a notable exception to the bifurcation just described, for the exceptional objective of telling folks how I am telling them before I subjectively proceed with what they are being told. With this lone exception, each right-brained lobe of this report’s Stream One concludes with a “hyperlink” to its corresponding left-brained lob in Stream Two, whose more extensive detail may resemble to some folks the foot-notations of a scholarly centipede. The report is structured thus so that Stream One may be read unimpeded by the reporter’s footnotorious tendencies, if such is the reader’s choice. (For those who delight in these tendencies, Stream Two refers readers to respective online web pages that access the even farther reaches of my mind.)
Alternatively, this arrangement re-leafs the thinking process of those who choose to read both parts in tandem. 

Re-leafing the foliage of others’ thinking is a primary objective of my report, at least in part via the exfoliation of their obsolescent cerebral content. Some of the folks who understand the neurology of perceptual and conceptual foliation advocate the purposeful mental and emotional “enrichment” of what they call the “magic trees of the mind.” Their image of trees is a metaphor for the dendritic branching of the brain’s neurons, which tends to be in proportionate response to sensory, emotional and mental stimulation. The more lushly variegated are one’s enriching stimuli, the more empowered is one’s cerebral capacity to accommodate the reigning juggernautiness of linear trains of thought. 

The brain’s neuronal branching is so profuse, even with below-average enrichment, that the interconnectivity which links the diverse operating platforms of digital computer networks is miniscule in contrast to the neuronal interconnectivity of the brain’s numerous functional centers and sub-centers, of which several dozen are presently accounted for with perhaps as many others remaining to be discovered as we increasingly refine our investigations of our “grey” matter’s convoluted intricacies. To briefly summarize the relationship between our neuronal interconnectivity and its naughtical implications:

The brain has more interconnections than there are stars in the [presently known] universe,

and that’s a mighty large sum.

Yet the brains that add them up can’t tell any one of us

where our thoughts come from.

However a reader chooses to navigate and add up the thought-fullness of this report, a further advisory is in order. The reportage in this advisory and in the immediately following “Overview” (and in their complements on pp. xxx-xxx), together with the more macroscopic “Supraview” on p. xxx, are like the containing framework of an Oreo cookie that shapes the ecology of its inner substance. Accordingly, those who would glimpse the forest of my thought before wondering about in its trees may wish to begin by reading all of this trans-textual material first. I hasten to assure them that the trees within the forest are not nearly as heavy going as this introductory thicket as a whole may seam to be.

The latter admission calls for my concluding Stream One advisory. My reportorial style tends to be both puntifically dialectical and prolifically tri-eclectical. My triune tendencies may sometimes be as trying to my readers as they are for me. Yet those who wish to taste and enjoy the overall flavor of this report will mince and quince my words with their own thinking accordingly, with the same occasional recourse to a dictionary that assisted me in affably and self-laughably arranging the array (and to some, perhaps, the awry?) of my own perceptual a-mazings and conceptual a-musings.

(Further “Magic Trees” perspectives are at p. xxx.)

*“Leverage” is a long-standing linear term for “doing more with less.” A modern non-linear term is “synergy”. One way to understand synergy and leverage is as first and second level “fall-out,” respectively, from what scientists are presently exploring in terms of “chaos theory” and “complexity theory.” 

explaining that if we can get 15% of our attorneys on board with an idea, the percentage will grow to 25% and eventually we'll achieve the "course correction" we are seeking. Sociologists discovered that this is how any social change has occurred in the past...from Prohibition to the Berlin Wall coming down to the women's right to vote.
A Navigational . . . Advisory (con’t.)

A famous rat psychologist has been trying for some years to conduct experiments which would show him how to raise the IQ of rats. One might wonder why he wanted to do that, considering that them rats would still be functional retardates no matter how smart they got.. Nevertheless he persevered and set up lab situation after lab situation and educational environment after educational environment and the rats never seemed to get any smarter. Finally, and quite recently, he issued the statement that the only thing he could discover in ten years which made rats any smarter was “to allow them to roam at random in a spacious and variegated environment.” –James Herndon, How to Survive in Your Native Land, p. 116 (1971)

Experience is the best sculptor.

-Marion Diamond, Ph.D., and Janet Hopson, Magic Trees of the Mind, p. xx (1998)

Stream One of this report is articulated from the spaciously variegated experiences with which I have sculpted my perspectives, as evidenced in my subjective outlook. Stream Two, which here begins, is about my experience as it is ongrowingly informed by the sources and resources that shape-shift my perceptions. Since scholarship – the formalized abouting of perception – is among the many other conventionalities that my report takes for a spin, it seamed to me that an alternative to the standard procedure for emendation and attribution (i.e., numbered foot-notation) was called for. Accordingly, my sometimes lavish elaborations on and further humorings of the insights presented in Stream One, along with my citations of bibliographical resources and commentary thereon, appear on the following pages in accordance with their associated chapter and sub-chapter headings. Corresponding web pages at www.forgivingmyself.com are also referenced, on which the matrix of the reporter’s mindset is even further networked, and whose content includes insights not yet gestated to full term.

As the above quotations indicate, it took nearly three decades for word to get out on how best to enrich the learning environment of human beings as well as the environs of rats. Magic Trees of the Mind documents at length the relationship between the profusion of variety in one’s experiential inputs and a corresponding profusion of neuronal (and thus conceptual and perceptual) interconnectivity in the brain.

Yet even though the word (i.e., “enrichment”) is now presumably out, a visit to one’s nearest school, whether of lower or higher education, will suggest that the word is still out there somewhere. Enrichment-via-variegation is still quite far from being the “in” thing to do educationally. “Schooling” remains the cornerstone of the mass-mediated induction of conformity that social scientists variously called “acculturation” (from the perspective of those conformed) and “enculturation” (from the perspective of the conforming agency).

The persistence of schooling-as-usual brings to mind a fable that was written four and a half decades ago, entitled “The Well-Rounded Curriculum”:

One time the animals had a school. The curriculum consisted of running, climbing, flying and swimming, and all the animals took all the subjects. 

The duck was good in swimming, better than his instructor, and he made passing grades in flying, but was practically hopeless in running. He was made to stay after school and drop his swimming class in order to practice running. He kept this up until he was only average in swimming. But, average is acceptable, so nobody worried about that but the duck. 

The eagle was considered a problem pupil and was disciplined severely. He beat all the others to the top of the tree in the climbing class, but he had used his own way of getting there. 

The rabbit started out at the top of his class in running, but had a nervous breakdown and had to drop out of school on account of so much makeup work in swimming. 

The squirrel led the climbing class, but his flying teacher made him start his flying lessons from the ground instead of the top of the tree, and he developed charley horses from overexertion at the takeoff and began getting C's in climbing and D's in running. 

The practical prairie dogs apprenticed their offsprings to a badger when the school authorities refused to add digging to the curriculum. 

At the end of the year, an eel that could swim well, run, climb, and fly a little was made valedictorian.

How I retrieved this fable is prima facie evidence of the digital environment that is presently enriching our minds in ways that book-bound “schooling” cannot. I did an online search for the phrase, “the animals had a school,” so that I might locate a webpage from which I could cut and paste it into this text. Within less than ten seconds I was directed to nearly two dozen websites that feature either the fable itself or commentary thereon (and sometimes both). It is only upon doing this online search that I also learned from whence the fable came, having been unable to identify its source when I previously included it in my self-published book on environmental education, You Are an Environment (1973). 

The fable, which (I only now know) surfaced in the April, 1968 issue of The Instructor, is just one of many resources in this book that I have instantly retrieved from the collective eidetic human memory called “Internet.” [My search engine of choice is Copernic, which has yet to let my own memory traces down, and which is so aptly named as we paradigm shift into the emerging omni-centered online you ‘n’ I verse. (See www.copernic.com.)]

The abortion of dendritic profusion in crass-mediated “Hi there!” space, in which quasi-totalitarian one-way transmissions of questionable yet non-questionable info-attainment tend to prevail, is now being compensated by the remedial, spacious and variegated, omni-wayward environment called “cyberspace.” Insofar as every medium is an extension of bodily functionality,* the dendritic starvation that characterizes the de-musing medium of schooling is now being remedied by the dendritic profusion (a.k.a. “hyperlinking”) that characterizes the a-musing medium of cyberspace – a “spacious and variegated environment” for the mind whose ubiquitous magic tree-ing rests the case of  the educational protagonists of human enrichment. Once we go beyond filling the new medium of cyberspace with the old content of “Hi there!” space, schooling-as-usual will at last succumb to its long-postponed natural death.

In accordance with the ongrowing merger of “Hi there!” space and cyberspace, this report concerns itself with the un-treeing of our caught-upness in the mass-mediated conformity of words and images that presently gushers forth from the monolithic-cum-paleolithic government-military-industrial-schooling-advertising-media-entertainment complex, that is presently manipulating the “Hi there!” space perceptions and perspectives of America’s citizenry (and increasingly, as well, of the entire planet’s citizenry). Therefore, the form of my reportage is quasi-emulative of the spacious and variegated environment of the polylithic-cum-omnilithic digital complex that is now cybernetically re-matrixing our relationship to the world of our experience via its alteration of the world of our experience, as well as of the world in which we experience.

In support of this re-matrixing, Magic Trees of the Mind is presented to our thus-transiting world in honor of its subtitle, How to Nurture Your Child’s Intelligence, Creativity, and Healthy Emotions from Birth through Adolescence. In my similar aspirations vis-à-vis the already “grown up,” groaned-up world, I envision the eventual fulfillment of a “become-as-little-children” wish that was symbolized in an irreverent (to some) yet nonetheless apt graffito: “May the Baby Jesus shut your mouth and open your mind.”**

*As sociologist Edward T. Hall wrote in The Silent Language (p. 79): “Today man has developed extensions for practically everything he used to do with his body. The evolution of weapons begins with the teeth and the fist and ends with the atom bomb. [NB: as of 1971] Clothes and houses are extensions of man’s biological temperature-control mechanisms. Furniture takes the place of squatting and sitting on the ground. Power tools, glasses, TV, telephones, and books which carry the voice across both time and space are examples of material extensions. Money is a way of extending and storing labor. Our transportation networks now do what we used to do with our feet and backs. In fact, all man-made material things can be treated as extensions of what once did with his body or some specialized part of his body.”

This statement was cited by Marshall McLuhan in The Gutenberg Galaxy (p. 13). Hall’s insight subsequently inhabited the title of McLuhan’s most notoriously well-known book, Understanding Media: The Extensions of Man. 

See also, Being Human: The Technological Extensions of the Body, which is referenced in the bibliography, pp. xxx-xxx.

**Quoted in “Psychedelic Rock Posters; History, Ideas and Art” (The Portable Sixties Reader, p. 303), from a 1972 M.A. Thesis, University of California, Berkeley, 1972 (p. 14) written by Walter Medeiros. 

Though my ongrowing perceptual re-matrixing benefits from the substance-enhanced experiences of many others, and especially those of Thaddeus Golas (The Lazy Man’s Guide to Enlightenment), I have had no such experiences of my own to go by. I have taken to heart Alan Watt’s distinction (in a privileged conversation): “The difference between a holistic experience on drugs and one that is unassisted by pharmacology is like the difference between swimming with and without water wings.” I have always (with the exception of Coca-Cola) preferred the “real thing.”

 (Further “Magic Trees” perspectives abound throughout this report,

especially on pp. xxx, xxx, and xxx)

The potentials of memetic replication are evidenced by the advertising industry, whose marketing strategies have proven that when merely seven percent of a targeted population becomes cognizant of a new brand name, product or idea, further name-recognition thereof becomes readily universal within that population so long as the meme is reinforced by continued use.  This phenomenon, also known as the “hundredth monkey” effect, makes it quite feasible to rapidly globalize holistic memes via an intentional online strategy for this purpose.  
"Hundredth Monkey" effect.

Memes in “New Epochal Studies”
As a teenager I learned that the word “gospel” also means “good news,” and decided to become a minister.  Yet it took me 25 years to discover the good news to which I could minister, the good news of Science of Mind.  And it has taken me another 20 years to learn just how this good news is best ministered by me.

My intention, since the age of five, has been and continues to be the bringing of good news to the world.  I have stayed true to that intention for 57 years, even though until quite recently I neither knew just what I am to bring and just how I am to do so.  Today I know what it is I am to bring: I am here, as Jesus was, to bring the good news of forgiveness to the world.  I also know that central to the how of bringing forgiveness to the world is my ministry via the Internet.

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

Being a forgiving person is less a result of anything I do than it is the natural consequence of what I mindfully undo or refrain from doing. Forgiveness is a journey of mindful return to the wholeness of my being, a journey that progresses from my undoing of everything within me that is unlike the innately forgiving being that I wholly am. My journey of forgiveness proceeds only as I cease to be distracted by the blameful thoughts and feelings that I call my “inner terrorists.” Such cessation of distraction is included in what some Eastern philosophies call “non-action” or “inaction”. These terms represent the paradox of successfully “doing” something via the non-doing or undoing of its contrary.

(rather than skeptical) inquiry, my always having at least one further question for each of my answers to life’s perennial inquiries. In facing my life’s unknowables, the never-ending questions I prefer to live in are, “How may my life be most beneficial for all concerned?” and “What is the potential gift in [any situation] and how may I receive it?” These questions are in turn embedded in the overarching inquiry that I experience as being life’s ultimate, all-inclusive question: “Wilt thou be made whole?” (John 5:6)

Entertainment of thought.

Heartfully-Minded Thinking

The more mindfully I command my heart-felt intentions, the more effectively I command my experience. My heart-felt intentions are self-organizing of their own realization so long as my mindful attention is alert to opportunities for their fulfillment. (So-called “good intentions” need not apply for such expeditions, for they are unequal to the accomplishment of their wishful outcomes.)

John Steinbeck’s mission 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.”

I cultivate the contemplative practice of bridling my awareness in command of one of my most mindfully directed heart-felt intentions, which is to avoid distraction by matters that are irrelevant to or disruptive of experiencing the wholeness of my being. 

As I implicitly – when not explicitly – elaborate throughout this book, I can forgive myself only to the extent that I am knowingly in the wholeness of my being, or else knowingly allowing myself to return to whole-self being from a fragmented state, all the while being conscious of the consequences of what I think, say and do, and of my responsibility and accountability for those consequences. Only to the extent that I am aware both of and within this totality am I being fully “mindful” of myself.

Being mindful of myself is quite different from “figuring myself out.” All such figuring arrives at an estimate that is self-diminishingly out of context. The more successful I am in figuring myself out, the more out of context I become. The “out” in which I thus configure myself is the realm of separation, the realm in which I feel “out if it.” The “it” that I feel out of is the wholeness of being that grounds all being, from which I have contracted myself into a figurine. (When I refreshed my memory of the meaning of “figurine” by consulting a dictionary, I discovered that it is a synonym for “statuette.” This suggests that willful unforgiveness is a form of self-statutory rape.)

Figuring myself out is also sometimes called “getting my act together.” Yet who I am is not an act. Who I am is an authentically unique way of being whole, and each way of authentically being whole has a correspondingly unique action. Yet to the extent that the “act” I have figured out – and thus the figurine that I am acting out – is incongruent with the wholeness of my being, to just that extent am I “out of it” with reference to my authentically unique way of being whole. Figuring myself out and getting my act together are both exclusive endeavors, whose consequence invariably confirms the Emersonian dictum that “those who are exclusive exclude themselves.”

Figuring myself out subtracts (and thus contracts) me from the wholeness of my being, whose consequence is an endeavor to be who I am not. Mindfulness reverses this contractive process, in turn subtracting what isn’t who I am from what is. Whereas I cannot possibly figure out and know who I am while I am by being otherwise, I can be and know who I am by ceasing to be otherwise. 

It is thus that mindful self-forgiveness is the undoing of my act of being apart (who I am not), so that I may be the action of the part that I wholly am. Being who I am shows up only when I am being wholly present as I am. It is being as I am that defines the authenticity of who I am.

Mindfully reasoning with my liveliness is analogous to climbing a sheer cliff, while mindless reasoning is the equivalent of falling off a cliff. My experiential handholds and footholds on liveliness are firmly established only as I effectively negotiate its crevices, the synaptic gaps between all that I sense and the sense that I choose to make thereof. Mindful reason-ability tends to fathom the gaps, making my liveliness more knowable by further illuminating what remains as yet unknown. For instance, Albert Einstein reasoned that the relationship between the known and the unknown is like that between the inside and outside of a circle. As I enlarge the circle of what I know, I increase far more rapidly my circumferential outlook upon the unknown. The circumference of my knowing is an all-encompassing crevice that facilitates my negotiation from within of the all-embracing unknown that I experience as being “somewhere else” without.

It is likewise between my lines of reasoning that blameless living and self-forgiveness have their habitat, for they seem unreasonable within the framework of a linear mindset. Being alive, as well as perceiving from my aliveness, are both irreducibly subjective pastimes, no matter how reasonably object-oriented I endeavor to make them be. Only as I fully honor the coherence of my seaming inner subjectivity with the outer world’s seeming objectivity may I with complete integrity read and write (i.e., discern and express) my experiencing. Doing otherwise is an endeavor to wrench static either/or messages from the fluidity of liveliness’s both/and medium.

