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For Heidy,

who continually undams my soul.

And for International Forgiveness Day,

which continually undams the world’s soul.

Choices

...everything can be taken from a man but one thing: the last of the human freedoms - to choose one’s attitude in any given set of circumstances, to choose one’s own way. -Viktor E. Frankl

One may choose to begin this book by reading Addendum 1 (p. XXX), a summary of its conclusions concerning forgiveness.  I have put them there, rather than here, in respect for the process by which this book came into being.  I did not initiate this writing with these conclusions clearly in mind.  Rather, such clarity emerged only as I sought to testify to my own experience and practice of forgiveness.

My conclusions about forgiveness emerged inductively as I was writing.  As each of them became apparent, I wove it through the entire text.  Accordingly, the following chapters and addenda were generated simultaneously as a gestalt, rather than one component at a time.  Writing this book reminded me of my first experience with a jigsaw puzzle.  I was eight years old when I was given a paper bag with a few hundred jigsaw puzzle pieces . . . and no picture of the puzzle’s outcome.  Thus have I lived my life, and thus did I begin to write this book.  One prominent difference between the two tasks, however, is that I still have uncountable puzzle pieces remaining in my notes.  But that's another book.

I now invite the reader to arrive at the conclusions of this book just as I did: by getting there, rather than by beginning there.

An alternative to my invitation also exists.  My conclusions now comprise a set of assumptions, and assumptions are a starting point.  To provide my readers with a choice I did not have, therefore, my conclusions-cum-assumptions are summarized in Addendum 1, providing an alternative to accepting my invitation to arrive at the them as I did.  As I acknowledge this alternative, however, I know that the reader is unlikely to experience in the mere summary of conclusions the probability of his/her own self-recognition that is embodied in the book’s unfoldment thereof.

Since I rarely advise people on what to do, beyond sharing my perspectives on their choices, I have nothing further to say about this alternative. 

The other four addenda share additional perspectives on the loss and recovery of self-dominion, which may be consulted as they are referenced in the text.

For additional books and other media with which to further discern your own path of forgiveness, an annotated guide to some of these is provided in Addendum 7 (p. xxx).  I did not consult these works until I had completed my own book, lest the uniqueness of my experience be unduly flavored by that of others.  Only then did I forage these resources for quotable passages that season my own tasting of forgiveness.

I perceive the requirement for forgiveness and forgiving to be approximately universal.  Our species represents six billion variations on a common theme of self-abandonment played out thus: when my expectations are thwarted and betrayed, I tend to increase my agony by giving up on myself.  I have come to realize, in playing out my own variation on this theme, that no matter what others may have taken from me, their betrayal is not nearly as painful as the emptiness that replaces what I, myself, have forsaken in reaction to their betrayal

I have also realized that each unique variation on the theme of self-abandonment requires its own flavor of forgiveness.  Forgiveness is ultimately as individual as the self-dominion that it recovers.  So however you choose to go about forgiveness, choose first to be authentically forgiving.  Only thus may your own particular flavor of forgiveness be revealed.

Part 1:

Forgiveness

There is an old Zen saying, that you can’t prevent the birds from flying around your head, but you can prevent them from nesting in your hair.  When you begin your spiritual awakening, you realize that while you can’t stop others’ consciousness from whirling about you, you can prevent it from lodging in your awareness.  -Gail DeWitt
The Power of Forgiveness

If it depends on something other than myself whether I should get angry or not,
I am not master of myself . . . I have not yet found the ruler within myself.
I must develop the faculty of letting the impressions of the outer world
approach me only in the way in which I myself determine.

-Rudolph Steiner 
My first direct encounter with “the ruler within myself” was occasioned by an aggravation that I allowed to take firm lodging in my awareness.  Every morning as I was meditating, a pick-up truck pulled up in front of the house next door, with honking horn to alert our neighbor that his ride to work had arrived.  I became increasingly furious with the driver of the truck.  One morning I angrily told my wife, "If I had powers, I’d give that guy four flat tires."  To which she gently replied, "That's why you don't have powers."

I saw her point: Like the sorcerer’s apprentice, I am not to be allowed “powers” until I can responsibly command them.  So I replied, “You’re right. If I actually did have powers, all I'd really do is bust his horn." And she said, again ever so gently, "That's a bit better."

And again, I got her point: I was still in reaction to my experience of the horn.

Following our meditation a day or two later, having mellowed considerably, I announced, "If I had powers, I'd see that his horn didn't work in this neighborhood."  Yet again my wife quietly observed, "That's a bit better."

Now I felt offended, having assumed that the situation was well resolved.  I soon recognized the real issue: I was projecting my challenge "out there," as if the honking horn were the problem rather than my reactionary perception of it.  I also recognized that changing the time of my meditation would likewise be a reaction to the situation.  The only satisfactory resolution would be a non-reactionary perception of the circumstance.

"If I had powers,” I told my wife one morning, “I wouldn't be distracted by that horn."

“Yes,” she smiled.

I ceased negating my power to accommodate the honking horn, and no longer experienced it as a distraction.  I forgave the horn’s (and truck’s and driver’s and neighbor’s) presence in my life.  I accepted its daily occurrence, no longer fretting its eventuality or making undue note of its occasional absence.  The horn became no more notable as an impediment to my meditation than are clouds an impediment to my experience of daylight.

Like most situations and conditions from which I have turned my attention, the honking horn was not removed from my experience.  I merely removed myself from being at its effect.  Only as I turn to the source of my attention may I master non-distraction by conditional reality, thus awakening to perception from a reality that lies beyond all conditionality, as well as beyond my self-negating perception that I am powerless to deal with situations and conditions.

The reality that my attention and perceptions all come from is the most powerful reality I know.  My favorite name for this reality – the realm of my inherent nature – is “self-dominion.”  Self-dominion is the power to consciously create my own experience of the world.  This power is so user friendly, that even if I decide to use the power to deny its own existence, I am allowed to create the experience of powerlessness as well.
My Power to Forgive

Nothing happens to any man

which he is not formed by nature to bear. 

-Marcus Aurelius
The relativity of conditional reality – the world as it is – allows me to create either of two polar realities of experience, the reality of self-negation or the reality of self-dominion.  The reality of self-negation arises from the perception that I am powerless to resolve a circumstance, situation, or the presence of a person in my life.  Self-negational reality is the basis of my resort to forceful attempts to subdue or eliminate the persons and situations encountered in my experience, by means of external manipulations.  Force – the resort to flattening tires and busting horns –is the only solution seemingly available to one who, having lost command of himself, seeks control of his circumstances instead.

The reality of self-dominion arises from my knowing that “the ruler within myself” is inherently powerful to resolve any difficulty, no matter how distracting.  Self-dominion is my capacity, out of all possible responses to my experience of my outer and inner worlds, for making choices that serve my optimum physical, mental, emotional, psychic and spiritual well-being, while honoring and respecting that same capacity in others.

Like all other capacities that potentialize my abilities, such as my capacity for playing musical instruments, self-dominion requires continued practice for its mastery.  I practice self-dominion by staying centered in my attention, rather than being distracted by whatever I am attending to.  Each turning of my attention from conditional reality to the source of my perception, is like walking through what T.S. Eliot called “the unknown, remembered gate,” as if I were returning to my original perception.  Self-dominion is just that: my origin-al perception, the center from which my perception originates, creating for me an original experience of conditional reality that is unlike anyone else’s.

Self-dominion is the realization that I am always the originator my experience.  Though I create only a miniscule portion of conditional reality, I create all of my experience of conditionality.  Even when I accept someone else’s definition of my experience, it is I who am creating that acceptance.

In classes and public lectures, I sometimes illustrate the reality of self-dominion by asking folks to watch my hand as I wave it back and forth above my head.  When this is done I ask, “What made you watch my hand?”  Some say that my waving was the cause of their watching.  Others say that my request was the cause.  Few acknowledge the actual cause: their acceptance of my invitation, their agreement to watch my hand, their choice to watch my hand.

The foundation of self-dominion is simply this: all perception and direction of my attention is a choice, the choice to experience my version of conditional reality.

The “powers” of self-dominion with which I chose to make peace with honking horns are sufficient to make comparable peace with any problematical person, situation or condition.  As I consciously employ my powers of self-dominion, I can resolve any perceived inner or outer challenge by turning my attention from the challenge itself toward the center from which the challenge is being perceived.  By “turning my attention from the challenge” I do not mean that I ignore it, pretend that it isn’t there, pretend that it is something different, or otherwise deny its existence.  To turn effectively from any conditionality, I first acknowledge that the conditionality does indeed exist.  I then acknowledge that my self-dominion is greater than any conditionality that I must bear, and that I need not be at the effect its own experience, or of anyone else’s experience of it – unless that is my choice.

The cause of my perception is within me, not without.  Things perceived are not the cause of my behavior, even when I think they are.  Nor do my perceptions of things perceived cause my behavior.  Nor is the perceiving that gives rise to my perceptions the cause.  It is the one herein perceiving who is the ultimate ruler within myself.  Abdicating to others’ perceptions does not change this central truth, that the choice of abdication, even though it be at gun-point, is mine.  The ultimate proof of this central truth is the occasional person who chooses to die, rather than abdicate his or her perception.

All powers of self-dominion are within this ultimate ruler’s command.  Only as I forgivingly release all perceptions that deem otherwise, may mastery of these powers and the reality of self-dominion become the center from which I experience all things.

Nothing new under the sun?

I am proof this is not so.

No matter what's been done before, or thought before,

I am the one  who is doing and thinking

right here right now.

Never before has the universe happened 

just the way I do.

There is always something new under the sun

whenever someone new is doing it.

In my life and through my hands

the universe is taking shapes it has  never had before.

The Nature of Forgiveness

The most precious thing a man possesses is his own individuality; indeed, this is the only thing he really has, or is. For one instant to allow any outside influence to enter or control his individuality is a crime against his real self. -Ernest Holmes 







 
Each of us has something to recover: the “powers” of self-dominion that we have dislocated to a thousand and one distractions. To some degree we all have forsaken our dominion, often forfeiting it to others, to whom the power of directing our own lives does not belong.  Now is the time for all of us to recover our respective self-dominions.

I have a true companion

whose company I would never be without.

This companion,

not quite sure how to relate to me,

wavers back and forth between acceptance and rejection.

Sometimes my companion is a friend,

sometimes  an enemy.

Sometimes my companion treats me lovingly,

sometimes hurtfully.

And sometimes my companion treats me with indifference.

Why do I consider this companion to be true?

Who do I treasure such fickle company?

Because there is one way

that my companion never ceases to be faithful:

everywhere I go,

here I am.

The central fact of my existence is that there is no one else in here, however uncertain the one in here may be.  One of self-negation’s more subtle distractions is the cliche, “There’s no one else out there.”  This point is utterly moot, since I am not “out there” either.  All of my experience takes place within. No matter where I take my here, here it is that I remain.  Gertrude Stein once maligned a city that shall here remain nameless by saying, “There’s no there, there.”  I’m yet to find any there anywhere, only here in the present moment’s placement thereof.

The recovery of my own self-dominion requires only that I cease forsaking it, and resume that which is far greater than my recovery program: my fickle yet true companion’s command of my own circumstances.  Self-dominion is my natural state, my original perception of conditional reality.  I have only to cease my own negation of self-dominion in order to reclaim its exercise and enjoyment.

Forgiveness of self-negation, whether my own or another’s, is my means of this cessation.  My cessation of self-negation uncovers my self-dominion, the powers of which, once uncovered, recover themselves according to their own inherent programming.  I need not “improve” or ”upgrade” my self-dominion, other than to “debug” it by ceasing to add errors to its program, and by my wholesale forgiveness of all earlier errors.  Only with such forgiveness is the uncovery and restoration of my self-dominion possible.

My recovery is most effective when the attention I pay to the inward dominion being recovered is greater than my attention paid to what I’m recovering from – my outward self-negation of this dominion.  I must fully release the self-negation from which I am recovering, before I can fully experience the self-dominion thereby recovered.  As gardener of my own powers of command, my focal point of reference is the dominion from which I weed all things contrary.

Forgiveness uproots the weeds of outward self-negation with which I have covered over my inward self-dominion.

What I am Recovering From

To fall into a habit

is to begin to cease to be.

-Miguel De Unamuno
I am recovering from the pain of forfeited self-command.  I experience this pain as a dull – when not acute – aching sense that I am incomplete.  I ache from my abandonment of my inherent nature, from my own infidelity to the most real self of my being.  I ache with a chronic, gnawing, ever-growing agony of emptiness within.  This greatest of all my pains is not the consequence of betrayal and abandonment by others.  It is rather the pain of my own forfeiture of self-command, in spiteful reaction to my feeling that others have spited me. 

My recovery from this inward dwelling pain consists of my ceasing to dwell in it.  Forgiveness is the withdrawal of my consent to dwell in pain’s dominion, thereby exercising a dominion far greater than that of my pain.  Though I walk through the Valley of the Shadow of Death, I need not pitch my tent there. 

Forgiveness dismantles the walls that contain my pain.

The walls I place between myself and others

have many textures:

self-pity,

busy-work,

saving the world,

cynicism,

the turn on,

and many more.

I build walls to keep out

criticism,

hurt,

disappointment, 

let-downs,

and the like –

yet all to no avail.

One day I discover that my defenses,

meant to keep out others,

only keep me in.

I began to pound against my walls,

yet again to no avail,

for my understanding of walls was only half. 

I could not get out until I also understood

that my walls yield to me from the other side.

There is no getting out

without a letting in.
Forgiveness is the art of letting in.

What I am Recovering

The free man is he who wills without arbitrary self-will…

He must sacrifice to his grand will

his puny, unfree will that is controlled by things and instincts.

-Martin Buber
I am recovering my inner self-dominion, the natural expression of my inherent, authentic being, long alienated by suppression, repression and other self-negation.  Self-dominion is the basis of my perception that I have “powers.”  Self-negation is the denial of my power to deal with persons and situations in my life.  

Forgiveness always involves my release of a self-negating perception of powerlessness.  As my forgiving restores my powers of self-dominion, this forgiveness eliminates its own function.  Forgiveness is resolving of itself, because my perception of powerlessness and my perception that forgiveness is required are one and the same perception.

Forgiveness recovers my original perception of life’s beneficence, which I inwardly experience as an innate expectancy of goodness that is grounded in an intuition of my original inclusion in and of that goodness.  The release of all perceptions contrary to my inherent expectancy of goodness is the essence of forgiveness. 

Until the Original Moment when space and time began

God had no room for movement.

And so it was in the beginning

that God spoke the Word:

"Let a cosmic playground be,

where all that is may know enjoyment

by taking itself lightly."

Thus was the Field of Play

brought into Being.

Seeing this as good,

God said,

"Now let there be amongst the play

some time of rest from playing."

Hence began the periodic darkness,

whose service is enhancement of the light.

This, too, God saw as good.

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

God decreed,

and the procession of life began.

Seeing, still, that all was good,

God finally declared,

"From amongst the players

let those come forth

whose game it is to write their own scripts."

Eventually the Field of Play

emerged as you and me,

and we,

God said,

are also very good,

good enough to write our scripts

forever.
Forgiveness is the eraser with which I edit the ongoing script of my own self-creation.

Forgiveness as Retraction

These roses under my window make no reference

to former roses or to better ones;

they are for what they are;

they exist with God today.

There is no time to them.

There is simply the rose;

it is perfect in every moment of its existence.*

-Ralph Waldo Emerson
Outwardly, forgiveness appears to be my reversal of verdicts that I have been holding against others.  Inwardly, forgiveness is my reversal of a verdict against my own soul.  Though this verdict may have been initiated by others, it is only my compliance with the verdict that made – and still makes – it stick.  

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 am 'better' than another,

but others are always 'better' than I in some ways, too,

and the 'better' seen in others seems more certain.

Comparing always leaves me feeling a deficit.

I can always find at least one person

'better' than I am 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.
All perception is based on contrasts that give rise to our distinction of boundaries.  Boundaries distinguish not only contrast of color, texture, size, movements, directions, stops and starts, etc., but of action, mood, attitude, opinion and preference as well, all of which I sort out in terms of space and time.  Contrast is the most self-evident thing about conditional reality.  

Contrast just is.  It is I, and not the contrasts I perceive, that make reference to former contrasts or to “better” ones.

Forgiveness is awareness of contrast without condemnation of persons, however appropriate may be my constraint of their actions and behavior.  This is what makes it possible for me to forgive those contrasts that I can neither ignore in the present moment nor forget in their consequence.

Comparison, on the other hand, is the awareness of contrast with negation, because what is perceived to be less is always comparison’s point of reference.  Thus do comparisons of persons produce verdicts inevitably referenced to the least of what I see in my discernment of those compared.  Forgiveness is the means of rendering all such verdicts inactive.

Forgiveness as Inaction

To the man who can perfectly practice inaction,

all things are possible.
-Tao Te Ching 

Forgiveness is far less a matter of what I do, than of what I cease to do.  It is far less an additional behavior than the subtraction of existing behaviors that do not serve me.  Forgiveness is cessation, the termination of all self-negating practices that compromise my inherent nature.  Forgiveness debugs my original perception, removing such “additives” as judgment, accusation, resentment, vengeance and other indulgence in condemnation.  [For an elaboration on the inactive nature of forgiveness, see Addendum 4, “Cerebral Bypasses,” p. xxx.]

Condemnation is the most virulent form of self-negation.  Benjamin Franklin, upon hearing an expression of another’s condemnation of a colleague, asked, “And what have you done that makes you hate him so?” Franklin knew, as Herman Hesse would observe a century and a half later, that “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.”

My every accusation or resentment of another is actually a displaced negation of myself, based on my unwillingness: unwillingness to accept something that I have done or have left undone; unwillingness to release my attachment to an expectation unfulfilled or my resistance to an outcome unintended and unwanted; unwillingness to recognize and acknowledge some verdict against myself that is too painful for me to own.  My condemnation negates the inward origin of my pain by attributing its source to the presence and actions of other persons. 

Forgiveness is relative to my own transgressions, not to the transgressions of others.  Though others’ transgressions are quite real, my additional ownership of them by indulgence in condemnation is ultimately a condemnation of myself.

The remedy for false ownership of conditional reality is prescribed in William Blake’s assessment of the five senses with which we perceive its contrasts: “When the doors of perception are cleansed, perception is cleansed.  When perception is cleansed, we see things as they are, whole and infinite.”  Inaction is the inner activity of cleansing my sensorium, and the outward expression of my perception thus cleansed of negative judgment.  Such expression contrasts with my former behavior, appearing as the cessation of all action based on condemnation.

Forgiveness as Personal

Talk to yourself, not to the world.

There is no one to talk to but yourself,

for all experience takes place within.
-Ernest Holmes

My recovery from my compromised self-dominion is just as personal to me as is the compromise itself.  Thus my path of its recovery is as unique to me as was my particular path of its abandonment.

The story of my recovery is best expressed in the language of first personhood, in which I speak only for and from myself.  Addressing recovery in the second person tends to sermonize.  Addressing it in the third person tends to reinforce the prevailing illusion that outer dominion presides over my inner one.

This is not to deny that the self-dominion of innumerable others does indeed impinge upon my own.   Yet taking others into account need not include being accountable to them.  We are ultimately accountable with one another on behalf of life’s agenda, not accountable to one another’s individual agendas.  [Getting our prepositions in right order is the key to getting our propositions in right order.  See Addendum #2, p. xxx.]

In my experience thus far (62 years thereof) I have encountered only one true dominion: authentic self-dominion – command of the inherent self, by the inherent self, for the inherent self.  I see such dominion equally and universally present throughout lifekind, not only humankind.  Self-dominion is uniformly distributed, so that no creature’s life need be subjugated by another.  Nurtured and cared for, yes.  Looked after, protected, or constrained, sometimes. Allowed, always.  Subjugated, never. 

The universal presence of self-dominion differs only in its variety and degree, not in its fundamental nature.  And among all creatures, human beings have the greatest power to exercise self-dominion’s consequence.

I am here to be of consequence,

to be more than my parents' child,

mere outcome of the latest in a series of matings

between persons almost all of whom I never knew,

and none of whom I can ever know

as well as I already know myself.
I am here to be of consequence,

to be more than a reaction or response

to other people and institutions

whose self-appointed or established purpose

is to shape, direct, instruct or otherwise conform me

to a pre-existing set of expectations.

I am here to be of consequence,

to be more than an extension

of prevailing trends and fashions,

of teachings, preachments and ideologies,

of wisdom handed down,

of reasons handed over,

of meanings that last only for a season.
I am here to be of consequence,

to be more than the caretaker

of the things that I possess,

the thoughts that I profess,

and the feelings that I express.

More than all of these,

I am here to be my own consequence,

to be all that became possible

when the universe chose to be itself

as me.
Thus far, all of my other perspectives on dominion have proven to be based on self-negation and learned helplessness – both of which I find to be eminently forgivable.
The Feeling of Forgiveness

There is no one who does not at times sense a self within the self; and in our greatest moments, in those flashlike visions of mystic grandeur, we know that we are made of eternal stuff, fashioned after a Divine Pattern.  -Ernest Holmes
Every time I forgive someone, or some situation, condition or circumstance, I feel absolved of an earlier negation my own being.  I also sense a recognition of something that always has been true, as if I were experiencing a partial recovery of a forgotten knowing essential to my well-being.

Forgiveness is a remembering of the original perception referenced in the proclamation that concludes each phase of the creation story in Genesis: “And God saw that it was good.”

Also with every experience of forgiveness, I feel myself partially restored to a belonging that likewise seems essential to my well-being.  

Forgiveness is a remembering of my original inclusion in as well as of the universal goodness that Genesis proclaims.

On every occasion that I forgive, I feel a release of self-negation.  And with every forgiving release of self-negation, I experience reclamation of my original perception and inclusion – the perception and inclusion that’s in every one of us.  It is, as Emerson has said: ”He then learns that in going down into the secrets of his own mind he has descended into the secrets of all minds.”   
I no longer seek someone else

to love and be loved by,

lest I be looking somewhere else

when we could both be found right here.
When all of my can’ts, won’ts and other resistances to conditional reality have been released, I will have ceased my self-negation and the perception that there is something to forgive.

The Objective of Forgiveness

Better keep yourself clean and bright;

you are the window through which you must see the world.

-G. B. Shaw
Forgiveness, like all other practice of enlightenment, accesses my capacity for refraining from all that does not serve my optimum well-being.  Enlightenment is the wisdom and ability to refrain from self-compromising choices and activities, so that behavior true to my inherent being may prevail.  Insofar as I have established a behavioral pattern that compromises this wisdom and ability, I must release myself from my compliance with the pattern.  Yet I cannot release myself from anything that I have not first forgiven.  

Forgiveness is release.

The objective of forgiveness is cessation of self-negation: the withdrawal of any compliance with the compromise of my inner dominion.  As long as I am in the thrall of self-negation, others are susceptible to contamination by my enthrallment, even as I have allowed myself to be contaminated by such enthrallment projected onto me by others.

Forgiveness is my unwillingness to further indulge in any perceiving of others that I could not sincerely welcome as others’ perception of me.  As I forgive, I withdraw my negation of others, even as I would have them withdraw their negation of me.  My forgiveness actually encourages their reciprocation, even though it establishes no such guarantee.  In withdrawing my negation of another, I have first withdrawn a corresponding negation of myself.  I can establish no greater precedent than this for their thus joining me in doing likewise.  

I am the only one of me the universe shall ever see.

At being who I am I have no rival.

Yet at being other than who I am,

I am no one else's equal.

Only when myself is all I try to be

is my life no contest.
Though I hold no one, including myself, to my standard of forgiveness, I do constantly hold this standard before myself and others . . . while remaining freely willing to forgive all contestants concerned (again myself included) when my standard is not met.

The Call for Forgiveness

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

In the beginning was my inherent self, knowing what all inherent selves know: the original perception that the authentic “I” of my being is a beneficial presence: the essence of goodness, radiating the ongoing expectancy of goodness.  Yet as I was growing (presumably “up”), my indigenous knowing of goodness was at first eclipsed by numerous self-negating doubts and fears acquired from others, and then, when its beneficial presence was no longer felt, was negated altogether.

My original expectancy of goodness was successively betrayed by growing distrust of self and others, by fearful feelings of my inadequacy, ignorance and unworthiness, by turbulent emotions of anger, guilt, and shame, and by eventual constant cravings for relief from all such self-experience.  Just how such a “deforming mirror” is imprinted on childhood sensibilities, so that one sees in it only one’s acquired self while the central command post of one’s inherent self is eventually abandoned, was memorialized in Christopher Morley’s poem:

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.
-©1922 Christopher Morley

The Pathology of Confusion

They will say that you are on the wrong road, if it is your own.

-Antonio Porchia
The pathology by which one’s expectancy of goodness becomes “shred into perplexing bits” was diagnosed by Abraham Maslow:
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.

Barry Stevens, in an essay called “Curtain Raiser,” poignantly described our elders’ “taming and transforming” process:

XXX

As I recover the poetry of my own inner being, I am coming to realize that there is really no such thing as a “bad” person.  There are only crazy-making situations that we crazily accommodate – and thus perpetuate – as we fail to be uplifted by our elders’ well-meant but misguided efforting to “raise” us in ways that tend only to flatten us instead.  As we experience our elders’ flattening measures, we eventually decide to beat them . . . by joining them in the process.  Hence my own self-spiteful determination, while I was still quite young, to withhold or stifle the expression of my goodness in capitulation to the extinguishment of what my elders deemed as disobedient or “bad.”  In a thousand such petty, scribbling capitulations I immobilized my own beneficence, trashing my childlike nature rather than what was childish (see page xx).

The Path of Refusion

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 
My own deliberate recovery from the “adult”eration of my being, the “smashing” of my own deforming mirror by forgiving and releasing the false images thereupon projected, was initiated in the mid-60’s by my overhearing of two comments by Buckminster Fuller, inventor of the geodesic dome.  I was present when someone asked Bucky if he considered himself a genius.  His reply: “There’s no such thing as genius.  Some kids are less damaged than others.”  In further response to the question, he also remarked that “children are verbs, but they are treated like nouns.”  

My whole being so resonated with these two statements that within a few days my reflections thereon took the form of the first song I ever wrote for public consumption.  While doing so, I alternated the use of masculine and feminine pronouns in a way that was quite startling to many persons at that time, while making the most of that time’s metaphors as well.  I entitled the song “A Plea for Damaged Children,” and had the honor of singing it to Bucky at a party on the Aegean Sea in honor of his  70th birthday.

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.
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.
Prior to my writing of this song, my songs were of the country music genre, all of them saying in essence: “I feel so miserable without you, it’s almost like having you here.”  Only with the writing of “Plea” did I recognize that my earlier lyrics were reflecting my own participation in the process of putting me down.  It was my true, inner self whose absence of expression had left me so miserable, yet whose immediate presence had been so problematical.

To this very day, in times of disappointment with unfulfilled expectations, unless I consciously choose to stay in the power of my self-dominion, my tendency to “scribble” will automatically have its way.  To keep me mindful of this, I have written one more verse:

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

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

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

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

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

Yeah, my self is a whole lot like people’s that way, and I’ve gotta stop puttin’ it down.
The original wholeness and joy of my being is recoverable via many means, the most powerful of which is the subject of this book: forgiveness.  Only as I cease to dwell in the pain of lost dominion, whether my own or that of others, by forgiving the pain in order to behold the wholeness and joy that it covers, do I experience my own recovery as the uncovery of the authentic “I” herein beholding.

The Answer of Forgiveness

When the pain of holding on

becomes greater than the fear of letting go,

we release to the river of life.

- Anne Morrow Lindbergh

Forgiveness comes most naturally to me as I experience what I call “flow” – the fully realized expression of the dominion uniquely indigenous to my own individuality.

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.*

My command of self-dominion is forever at hand, as close to me as the rhythms of my heartbeat and my breathing.  Yet much of the time my awareness is focussed on presumed obstructions to my command, obstructions perceived in other dominions external to my own flow.

Even when I’m going with the flow I remain aware of such impediments, because going with the flow is essentially floating on dominion(s) external to my own.  Only as I am my flow – being as water is – am I perceiving from my flow, and thus being in command.  And only as I am perceiving from my flow, am I spontaneously forgiving of all presumed impediments to my self’s command of its own dominion.

From the perspective of self-dominion there are no impediments to Shakespeare’s dictum: to thine own self be true.  Only to the extent that I perceive such impediments do they enthrall me.  It is for this self-enthrallment, in myself and others, that forgiveness is required.

In my recovery of the authentic self-dominion of my own being, the only thing that requires my forgiveness is the perception that forgiveness is required.  Forgiving my perception that forgiveness is required is the one size of forgiveness that fits all.

*For the biography of this poem, see Addendum 3, P. XXX.

 The Practice of Forgiveness

New York City tourist to passerby: “How do you get to Carnegie Hall?”

Carnegie Hall pianist (unrecognized as such by tourist): “Practice!  Practice!  Practice!”

Practicing forgiveness is the ever-present portal of return to my self-dominion whenever I perceive that command of my experience resides beyond myself.  As with playing the piano, constant practice of forgiveness is required of me if I am to be so attuned that the rhythm of my self-dominion freely flows.

Another world-class pianist once observed: “If I let a day go by without practicing, I can tell the difference.  If I let two days go by without practicing, my peers can tell the difference.  And if I go three days without practicing, my audience can tell the difference.”

And so it is with forgiveness. Not a day goes by without opportunities for me to practice forgiveness, most often the forgiveness of some perceived inability, whether my own or another’s, to forgive.  Every opportunity for forgiveness that I let pass is a difference not made to myself, a difference not made to my peers, and a difference not made to all the others who participate in my experience.

There are many who practice forgiveness until it hurts.  There are few who continue to practice forgiveness until it stops hurting.  It is only for the latter that forgiveness becomes a way of life.

Each of us looks out of a window

that others can only look into.

Thus I cannot clearly see

nor fully understand the space you occupy.

Yet, even though I cannot be there with you,

I am gladly with you here while you are there.

 The Freedom of Forgiveness

There is no sin but a mistake,

and no punishment but an inevitable consequence. . . .

We are not punished for  our sins, but by them.

Sin is its own punishment and righteousness is its own reward.

-Ernest Holmes
From the perspective of original perception and inclusion, my original sin was the first self-negating thought or feeling that I chose to hold on to, thereby initiating the progressive abandonment of my self-dominion.  My sin did not reside in the self-negating thought or feeling itself, but in my choice to hold on to that thought or feeling, thereby condemning myself to be at its effect.  

Self-negation is the decision to be at the effect of other dominions.  I am at the effect of anything that I consider myself to have no further choice about, including alternative choices of attitude: how I may think and feel about it.   I thus allow it, rather than myself, to have command of my circumstances, by perceiving it as the cause of my behavior.  When I give someone or something else dominion over my life, I truly am at his/her/its effect because I have chosen to be its effect.  

Sin is a consequence of choice, not a cause of choice.  Sin is a consequence of choosing self-negation, not a causal force over which I have no power.  Presumably “sinful” thoughts and feelings are of consequence only as I choose to let them influence me.  Once that choice is made, the consequence is paid, for though I always have freedom of choice, I do not have freedom of consequence.  The consequences of a choice are the choice, whether or not they are the ones expected. 

Moment of Recovery

Life is full of obstacle illusions. 

-Grant Frazier
Of all my sins, the greatest has been the consequence of my failure to court my possibilities. Self-negation is my entertainment of possibility’s opposite, until such time as I have enjoyed all the self-negation that I can stand.

There is in me an energy

that tends to run me scared,

the likelihood of my possibilities.

Paired with this positive charge

is its negative counterpart,

the likelihood of their impossibility.

In the absence of my conscious diligence,

“this I cannot be” ever seems to me

to be the easier verdict . . .

until I have rendered it several times in excess

of the first one time too many.

Any perceived impediment of my self-dominion, past or present, is a consequence of an obstacle illusion, which requires my forgiveness for its release. The forgiveness of anyone or anything is a matter of ceasing to negate my power to forgive because some perceived obstacle to my forgiveness is greater than my capacity to deal with it. My every act of forgiveness is a release of self-negation.  My every release of self-negation is an act of forgiveness. And my every release of self-negation is likewise a recovery of self-dominion.

My greatest sin may be the consequence of an unthinking, subconscious, forgotten-in-early-childhood or otherwise unattended choice of self-negation.  And though my unknowing has not absolved me of its consequences, neither does it preclude me from ceasing to make further choices that compromise my self-dominion.  Nor does it preclude my forgiveness of the self-negating consequences of choices no longer remembered.  In the case of unremembered choices of self-negation, I always have the power to cease harboring their consequences.  I can forgivingly release myself from earlier self-negation, without having to remember the occasion of its origin.  Indeed, not knowing “the reason” is often a tremendous asset to the forgiveness process.

The Bible repeatedly promises freedom from sin, not of it (Romans 6:18/22; 1John1:27).  In my experience thus far, there is no freedom of sin.  Freedom from sin is as good as it gets for me.  Self-negating thoughts and feelings, abandonment issues and petty impulses continue to compete for my indulgence. Yet I am free to decline their invitation, refraining from such indulgence.  I am likewise free to cease my indulgence in the consequences of earlier invitations whose acceptance is now forgotten.  Today’s choices can free me from the consequences of earlier ones, though freedom of those consequences may forever elude me.  It is my power to consciously forego continued indulgence in earlier consequences that makes freedom from sin a constant possibility. 

As Jesus once suggested (Matt.26:11), the opportunity for poor choices of self-negation will always be with me, while immediate affirmative choice awaits my anointment here and now.  Specific occasions of choosing are only with me momentarily. Yet the occasion to “redeem” myself by accepting “salvation” from the consequences of previous choices - by recovering my ever-indigenous self-dominion - is forever at hand.  I always have, at the very least, the choice of what to think and feel, the choice to change my attitude and thus alter my relationship to the consequences of choices made before.

The Aim of Forgiveness

I honor the place in you where the entire universe resides.

I honor the place in you, where lies your love, your light,

your truth and your beauty. I honor the place in you, where...

if you are in that place in you... 

and I am in that place in me...

then there is only One of us. 

–Leo Buscaglia

The word “sin” originated in archery, to signify “missing the mark.”  In archery, one simply withdraws the errant arrow and aims again.  As an existential condition, “sin” is nothing more than errant perception, and to forgive sin is to withdraw an error of perception in favor of perceiving affirmatively.  

I will continue to miss the mark so long as I aim at original perception rather than from it.  To perceive affirmatively is to see from the source of original perception, not to look for it, or at it.  Looking for or at original perception is a seeking that is destined not to find.  “The kingdom of heaven is not to be sought lo here, or lo there, but within.”  (Luke 17:21?)

Affirmative perception is seeing from universal goodness incarnate as me.  Only from my indigenous expectancy of goodness may I likewise perceive the goodness indigenous in all others.  Such is the perspective of one who is cleansed of the perception that forgiveness is required.

Whenever I feel insignificant,

I remember that I am energy mattering.

And just how much do I matter?

Since energy can neither be created nor destroyed,

without my energy the universe would be less than complete.

And what choice do I have in this matter?

Should I decide to matter little,

the universe would still be no less whole.

Yet only when I decide to matter much

is the universe I fill

full filled.

In the New Testament, I am counseled to give harbor to "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." (Phil. 4:8) To harbor anything contrary is to court a sinful (mark-missing) consciousness.

Self-dominion is the higher sobriety that awaits my ultimate recovery. As I direct my attention to the self-dominion that is being recovered, rather than dwell upon the self-negation that I am recovering from, my sobriety becomes increasingly profound.  The higher sobriety of self-dominion – original perception, the expectancy of goodness indigenous to me – is the unshakable, invincible ground state of my being.

My self-dominion is more than a Biblical proposition, whether in Genesis or the New Testament.  My confirmation of this testament from personal experience is the ultimate authority for all that I have to say.

 The Realization of Forgiveness

You know that you have forgiven someone  

when he or she has harmless passage through your mind.

-Karyl Huntley

To Karyl Huntley’s criterion of harmless passage through my mind I add one other: when there is no person, gender, group, race, organization, nation or other collectivity from which I would withhold any benefit I anticipate or am seeking for myself, I will know that forgiveness reigns in me.  

This larger grant of harmless passage cleanses me and my world of the more dubious benefits that I have sometimes bestowed on others, while having no desire that these benefits be likewise visited upon me: retaliation, reprisal, retribution and revenge.  

Only as I forgive is my world accordingly made harmless for my own passage.  When I refuse to forgive, harm accompanies my every passage because I carry it with me.  The contrast between harmful and harmless passage is dramatized in Carl Sandburg’s 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, lawabiding, 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.

A seven-day program for creating harmless passage in our minds is presented in Addendum 5 (p. xxx)

 The Cycle of Forgiveness

Healing occurs in the present, not the past.  

We are not held back by the love we didn’t receive in the past, 

but by the love we are not extending in the present.

-Marianne Williamson

All requirements for my forgiveness are born of unmet expectations:

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.

Other people don’t really care what I think, until they first think that I am caring.  Yet the more deeply I care, and the more I care about, the more likely are some of my hopes and expectations to be unfulfilled.  Nonetheless, it is not these disappointments that hurt me most.  My greatest pain has resulted from my reactions to disappointment, the practice of which began early in my childhood.

There was, for example. my reaction as a four-year-old to my grandmother’s refusal to let me play with my friends one afternoon, as punishment for some now-forgotten reason.  I was wallowing in silent self-pity when my friends came to the door and asked her if I could come out and play.  She relented on the punishment and told me I could go with them.  I said, “No, I don’t want to play.”  This was a double lie, the literal one plus my sour grapes, which were intended to make it look like her punishment had deprived me of nothing that I desired.

There was also the morning, at the age of five, when I was very carefully coloring my favorite picture in a coloring book, the page that I had saved until last.  I was up early, hoping to complete my work before anyone else was awake, so as not to be interrupted.  I was nearly done with the picture when my mother called to me.  When I asked her if she could wait until I was done, she insisted that I come right away.  So I deliberately scribbled, ruining the picture, and burst out in tears, “Now see what you made me do!”  When she came to see what had happened, she said words to the effect that I had done it purposefully so I could feel sorry for myself – a truth that I vigorously denied, claiming that it happened because her calling me had “made me nervous.”

There is a part of me whose attitude at times of disappointment is, “I’d rather do in myself.”  Given free reign, this attitude ties me in self-nots.  [NOTE: An excellent resource for fathoming the subtleties of one’s abandonment of self-dominion is Ronald D. Laing’s book, Knots.]

I have a plethora of memories like those above, which indicate that my tendency to spite myself in reaction to disappointment (“scribbling” as I now call it) was established as a behavioral pattern in my early childhood.  I am still subject to the maintenance of this pattern when disappointed, unless I consciously override it, thus choosing to be free from it consequences, though not yet (if ever) free of them. 

Resuming Self-Dominion

AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY IN FIVE CHAPTERS

Chapter 1      I walk down the street 

               
There is a deep hole in the sidewalk.

               
I fall in.

              
I am lost . . . . . . . . . . .I am helpless.

                       
It isn't my fault.

              
It takes forever to find a way out.

Chapter 2      I walk down the same street. 

                     
There is a deep hole in the sidewalk.

                     
I pretend I don't see it.          

                     
I fall in, again.          

                     
I can't believe I am in this same place.

                        
But it isn't my fault.

               
It still takes a long time to get out.

Chapter 3      I walk down the same street. 

               
There is a deep hole in the sidewalk.

               
I see it is there.

               
I fall in . . . it's a habit . . . but,

                           my eyes are open.

                           I know where I am.

                           It is my fault.

                           I get out immediately.

Chapter 4      I walk down the same street. 

               
There is a deep hole in the sidewalk.

               
I walk around it.

Chapter 5      I walk down a different street. 
                                  --Portia Nelson
The first time I deliberately overrode my pattern of self-spiteful reaction (a complicated story implicating many others, that is best left untold), I forgave myself for developing the pattern in the first place.  My forgiveness of the pattern itself was also essential, lest I feel that I was doing myself in by abandoning my “defense.”  I forgave it while recalling the apostle Paul’s confession: “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” (1Cor 13:11). 

What had really been abandoned, of course, was the self-dominion thus reclaimed: my ability to respond in continued accord with my original expectancy of goodness, rather than react to the disappointment of an immediate expectation.  The expectancy of goodness inherent in my being is ultimately mightier than all disappointments of specific expectations.  As I resume full acquaintance with this expectancy as the ground state of my being, all of my earlier self-negation is thereby forgiven.  I begin to feel as if I never left the inward home to which I am now returning, the place where I know that I am the home that I have been seeking elsewhere.  

My experience of the cycle of forgiveness has been thus:

Losing touch with self-dominion:

· my inherent expectancy of goodness is disappointed by some person or situation that fails to meet my specific expectations;

· I react to the condition in a way that denies my inherent expectancy, abandoning my self-command in favor of circumstantial command;

· as I harbor a growing pattern of such self-negation, my inherent expectancy of goodness is distorted at best, and at worst is forgotten altogether;

· I eventually become enthralled to my habits of self- negation;

· unable to face the fact that I am doing all of this to myself, I project the cause of my self-negation on others;

· I thereby become a pawn to (at the effect of) the command of others’ dominion.

Resuming self-dominion:

· in the midst of my self-negating prodigality, I come to myself by realizing that I am doing it to myself;

· I forgive myself for what I have done, which restores my expectancy of goodness;

· I turn from any condition that is thwarting my expectancy of goodness, by adopting an attitude that allows me to see beyond all disappointment of expectation.  (cf. Luke 15:17) 

This form for resuming self-command is only that, a form and not a formula.  Its application is individual to each person and situation.  The remainder of this book, therefore, describes a variety of circumstantial applications of the form.

Part 2:

Forgiving

Three things in human life are important: 

The first is to be kind.  

The second is to be kind.  

And the third is to be kind.

-Henry James
Trusting the Universe

When we learn to trust the Universe,

we shall be happy, prosperous and well.

-Ernest Holmes

I once moved myself and my meager possessions across the southern United States from Montevallo, Alabama to Aspen, Colorado, in a barely functioning Thames Freighter van.  My diminutive British vehicle sputtered along, hovering chronically on the verge of breakdown, as I intermittently muttered what was then my favorite mantra: "If only I had more money I’d be secure." 

Among other things, I would have more functional transportation. 

My life to that point had been governed by my assumption that money is the basis of security.  And seldom had I felt less secure than I when this trip took me through the Texas barrens, far from any service for failed vehicles. 

It was then, for no discernable reason, that I recalled Jesus’ pronouncement: "Not that which goes into the mouth defiles a man, but that which comes out of the mouth is what defiles a man."  (Matt. 15:11)  For the first time, I recognized this proclamation’s pertinence to the relationship between my mind (mouth) and my thought (ideas).  I wondered: Is it possible that feelings of security are more likely to attract money, than is money able to make me feel secure?

With the shift of perception that accompanied this insight, I experienced an instant diminishment of anxiety.  My immediate situation did not change, yet my relationship to it was profoundly altered.  I had considerably released my feelings of self-negation where money was concerned.  I had forgiven myself for being at money’s effect.  

Ever since that day, money has been increasingly less essential to my perception of well-being. Though I continue to value money, I value it quite differently as my security becomes ever-more grounded within my expectancy of goodness.  And while I may feel momentarily insecure in particular circumstances, I am no longer able to be insecure as a way of living my life.  Having released (forgiven) my former attachment to insecurity, I am no longer at its effect in occasional moments of its premonition.  Insecurity finds no residence in original perception.

My Thames Freighter remained faithfully on the verge of chronic breakdown until I reached my destination . . . whereupon its brakes immediately gave out.  Replacing them, as well as everything else that was required to restore the vehicle to a travel-worthy condition, was far beyond my current means.  The van henceforth served me only as storage for my belongings, as I learned the performing art of thumbing for transportation.

During 10,000 miles of hitchhiking in the year that followed, including a sometimes perilous journey from Portland, Maine to Los Angeles, I more fully came to trust the universe.  My once pervasive, chronic feeling of insecurity was even further banished.

Reconditioning My Past

Happiness follows sorrow, sorrow follows happiness, but when one no longer discriminates happiness and sorrow, a good deed and a bad deed, one is able to realize freedom.  -Buddha 
During my roadside thumbs up from New England to Southern California I experienced another occasion of the higher sobriety of my expectancy of goodness.  One midnight found me standing in a light fog and heavy drizzle under the glaring lights of the Interstate that passes south of Chicago.  The fog inside was even heavier, as I felt cold, lonely and paranoid.  The paranoia was about being on the wrong side of the law.  Hitchhiking on the Interstate was illegal, yet there was scant hope of a ride at that hour if I thumbed at the entrance to an on-ramp.

Suddenly, again for no fathomable reason, I remembered a joyous moment in my childhood.  I was astounded, for I had always considered my childhood to be unhappy.  It next occurred to me that if there was one such memory, there might be others.  And sure enough, once I had conceded the possibility, several more happy memories came to mind.  At some point in the process arose a question: What if I had chosen to remember moments like these rather than unhappy ones?  Is happiness no more than a choice of what I remember?  

Within half an hour I went from being a person who had an unhappy childhood to being one who had a happy childhood.  I forgave my unhappy childhood by the simple act of choosing to replace unpleasant memories with pleasant ones.  Sometimes forgiveness is a matter of memory exchange, a cerebral bypass of formerly treasured pain.

No longer at the effect of negative childhood memories, I soon was at the effect of my positive ones.  Now perceiving my childhood to have been happy, I soon began to wonder: so why am I unhappy now?  I no longer had the comfort of my previous answer, that my childhood had been so.  

Fortunately, I also had the comfort of realizing that either perception of my childhood was arbitrary – a choice of contrasting memories.  I have since chosen to place no evaluation on my childhood, forgiving all memories thereof, and thus having one less arbitrary precedent by which to evaluate my present state of being.  Today I remember only that I had a childhood.  Some of it was happy, some of it was unhappy, and all of it is now perceived as clouds that temporarily obscured my view of something that nonetheless continues to shine brilliantly: my original expectancy of goodness.

Medium As Message

The fact that I is watching Me means that you have taken one of the greatest steps forward. When you find yourself doing things that are useless, or perhaps even mean or petty, stop them. When you find that I can laugh at Me, it means that your life is commencing to change for the better. Finally, you will find that Me is beginning to get in step with I, and when that happens you are truly on the road to having dominion over your life. -Emmet Fox
In 1965 I was hospitalized with a tentative diagnosis of leukemia.  Refusing to consciously entertain the diagnosis, I preoccupied myself with the books I’d brought along.  While reading Marshall McLuhan’s Understanding Media, I was enthralled by his now-famous aphorism, “The medium is the message.”

Though I was profoundly impressed early in life by Emerson’s pronouncement, “What you are speaks so loudly I cannot hear what you say,” many subsequent contemplations thereof had failed to satisfy my intuition of its profundity.  However impressed I was by Emerson’s wisdom, I continued to feel considerably less than profoundly influenced. 

Only as I read McLuhan’s more universal statement of the relationship between conveyors and their content, did I recognize that any medium speaks louder than whatever it conveys.  Television’s alteration of personal and collective lifestyles had already evidenced a far greater impact than that its content ever would.  It was not what TV conveyed, but the fact that TV was conveying it that made the greater difference.  If radio had remained the only broadcast medium, its coverage of the same content would have had a different impact on our culture than television was having.  Television has far greater influence on its content than vice versa.  Were this not true, television programming would have remained as linear in its format as the old movies that were its initial content. 

McLuhan’s medium/message aphorism became itself the medium of my own altered lifestyle.  As a college instructor teaching courses in American democracy (i.e., U.S. history and government), I now realized that my students’ thinking was being shaped by the dictatorial nature of my classroom far more than by the democratic content of my lectures.  I was so eager to return to my classroom and dialog with my students rather than continue to dictate what they should think, that I was quickly found in total remission of the symptoms that warranted my hospitalization.  

To this very day, I learn in concert with those whom I “teach,” in honor of Nicholas Berdayev’s proclamation that “a student is not a vessel to be filled, but a lamp to be lighted.”  Such is the message of the medium called “learner.”  Such, also, is the foundation for the recovery of original perception.
I was recently reminded of the power inherent in my remission when I was asked by a man with leukemia to pray for his recovery.  In my assessment of his own prayers for that outcome, I went straight to the heart of the matter.  I asked him, “What is of greatest interest in your life right now?”  He replied, “My leukemia.”  In thus owning his leukemia, this man had become his leukemia.  He was virtually affirming, “I am my leukemia.”  And so it was, for his few remaining days.

Dying to a Greater Life

He not busy being born is busy dying.

-Bob Dylan
One of closest conscious encounters with original perception and inclusion occurred when I was 13 years old.  My childhood spanned the mid-1930’s to 1950’s, when polio was feared in every community, and no certain way was yet known to prevent the dreaded disease.  I was not afraid of polio.  Quite the contrary, I fantasized having polio.  In my small town, kids with polio got lots of publicity, attention, and sympathy, and those who survived it unscathed were (in my eyes) heroes and heroines.  I wanted to be a hero in my community, and I spent many hours imagining what people would say if I had polio so badly that I was given up for dead – and then survived unharmed.

After a year of such fantasizing, I did contract polio – all three kinds – in my spine, throat and head (encephalitis).  By the time I was put to bed in the polio ward, all thoughts of heroism, publicity, attention and sympathy were forgotten.  I was so ill that I wanted only one thing: to lose consciousness.

The last thing I was aware of before I did lose consciousness was another fellow, about 10 years older than I was, who was brought in laughing about how silly the doctors would feel when they discovered that they had made a mistake.  He didn’t have polio, he argued, as the nurses assisted him into bed, and he saw no need for their help either.  He was just a bit “under the weather,” and should have been milking his cows, as he had many other times when he was feeling far worse.  He began telling the rest of us jokes, and I was aware of the cheer that he was bringing to others in the ward.  But I felt beyond cheer.  I turned toward the wall and cried until blessed unconsciousness finally came.

I was in a coma for several days, and have only a few recollections of that time.  A part of me remained somehow aware of someone nearby who was playing a trumpet.  The horn never stopped playing, and was frequently accompanied by bells – a veritable orchestra of bells.

In a brief moment of hazy wakefulness I saw my mother, overcome with grief, looking at me through the window from the porch of the house adjacent to the hospital that served as a polio ward.  

During another moment of sudden stark awareness – yet still in coma – I watched as nurses removed the body of the jovial farmer from his bed.  It was incredible to me that he had died.  He had been so cheerful, had seemed so certain that he was all right.  Then one of the nurses motioned toward my bed and said, “That one will be empty, too, by morning.”

My entire being responded with an instant, unconsidered, unequivocal refusal to join her in that perception. 

The room was dark when I came to full wakefulness.  I removed the tube that was draining my throat, pulled out the intravenous tubes in my arms and legs, rolled my body out of the bed, and crawled to the nurses station to inquire about the way to the bathroom.  The nurse who had believed my bed would be the next one empty, fainted at the fulfillment of her prophecy.  The others picked me up and rushed me back to bed, and consciousness again slipped from me as they relinked my body to the life-sustaining tubes.  

When I awoke from the coma, I asked the nurses why they allowed someone to practice the trumpet so near to people who were ill.  Their perplexed reply was that nobody had been playing a trumpet, and they likewise denied that any bells had rung.  And I wondered, “Was I so close to heaven?”

My doctors told me I had lived through the impossible, that the human body could not withstand what I had endured.  My mother’s grief had been that of one who was told that she was seeing her son alive for the last time.  My survival was deemed a “miracle.”

When I saw a different person than the cheerful man in the bed across from mine, I recalled the other moments of awareness during the coma.  I realized that I possessed a special blessing: I had chosen life.  From that moment on, I felt dedicated to the discovery and expression of my life’s meaning and purpose.  Initially, this meant to pour myself into the physical therapy designed to overcome partial paralysis in my extremities – another “no” to my ailing body that was proclaimed without equivocation.  Paralysis was another perception in which I could not join.  My dedication also moved me to excel in school, a hearty “yes” to my powers of perception.

Within four years I was determined to enter the ministry, but I allowed one aspect of conventional Christianity to get in my way.  I refused to minister to people on behalf of a God to whom I had learned that I must confess a worthless, sinful, evil nature.  The very core of being within me resonated with an opposite confession: despite my failings, weaknesses and shortcomings, my mistakes with myself, others and God, my fundamental nature is very holy, very pure, very reverent, very good.  

Sins I could confess, a sinful nature I could not.  Nor could I perceive my fellow human beings as flawed at their very core.

It nonetheless took many years to overcome the effects of negative programming, during which two further experiences of higher sobriety continue to stand out.  

While I was describing the polio experience to a friend, she asked, “And where were you as you watched the nurses remove the body.”  Initially I considered her question ridiculous, until I realized what only she, among hundreds who had heard my story, was able to detect beneath my own awareness: I had observed this incident from above.  With this realization, I was able to accept as confirmed experience what I formerly believed only in faith and theory: the I that refused to join the nurses and the doctors in their perception is spirit –original perception – and not the body that I occupy.

I know, without a quark of doubt: I invited death to show me that I had chosen life. Today I need no sound of trumpet or of bells to know that heaven is eternally at hand.

Seeing and Being the Blessing

Life can only be understood backwards.

It must be lived forwards.

-Soren Kierkegaard

From the perspective of self-dominion, every person, condition, situation and event in my life presents a blessing.  The blessing is not always immediately apparent, especially when conditions seem utterly to the contrary.

For example, hearing of my encounters with polio, leukemia, as well as with rheumatic fever, someone remarked to me, “You have to be an awfully unhealthy person to have all of those diseases. “   

“Just the opposite,” I countered.  “I have to be an awesomely healthy person to recover from all those diseases.”

The blessing of my recovery is sometimes seen only in retrospect.

All assessment of situations and conditions is determined by a larger context, and not inherent in the situation or condition itself.  This is illustrated in the story of a farmer whose horses broke down a fence and ran away.

“That’s too bad,” his neighbor said upon hearing the news.

“Who knows what’s bad?” replied the farmer.

The following day the farmer’s son found the wayward animals amidst a band of wild horses.  When they were once again securely fenced at home, several of the wild horses were now among their number.

“That’s good,” said the neighbor, reflecting on the farmer’s gain.

“Who knows what’s good?” replied the farmer.

The following day, the farmer’s son broke his leg while trying to tame one of the wild horses.

“That’s too bad,” the neighbor commiserated.

“Who knows what’s bad?” replied the farmer.

Next day a group of soldiers visited the farm, to conscript the son into military service.  Seeing his condition, they rode on.

“That’s good,” the neighbor said when hearing of this latest turn of events.

“Who knows what’s good?” replied the farmer.

Sometimes when I am unable to know what’s good, I have to decide for  myself what is good.  For instance, during my year of hitchhiking in and out of Aspen, CO, I had the use of a friend’s car while he took a winter vacation away from the locally vacationing crowd.  However, he specifically forbade me to drive his car on the several miles of mountain road to my cabin, as he considered the road to be too treacherous at that time of year.  Yet one night, in the midst of a blizzard, I decided to risk the drive.  Blizzards are an occupational hazard to hitchhikers, since passersby are not too keen upon boarding someone who is covered with snow.  And as much as I love the challenge of navigating difficult roads in inclement weather, I least prefer to do so on foot.

I was halfway to my destination when a man, woman and young girl came into view on my right, where the roadside bordered upon a precipitous drop into a creek.  They were frantically waving for my attention.  Their jeep had made the descent from road to creek.  Though badly shaken, they were fortunately unharmed, suffering most from their exhausting climb up to the road.  I had to go some distance before I could turn around and return them to the residence where they were visiting in Aspen.  I then started my homeward journey over, without further incident.

The next morning as I was descending the road, now brightly lit by grace of a relatively cloudless sky, while rounding a bend I nearly rear-ended a stopped vehicle, the first of several whose passage was blocked by the wrecker that was winching the jeep up from the creek.  Quite full of myself for my good deed of the night before, I wanted those observing to know that it was I who had come to the aid of the jeep’s occupants.  Amidst my telling of the tale, I heard a crash from the direction of my borrowed car.  Predictably (I now realized too late) I had been rear-ended by another car.  

I realized that I could have stood around the bend and prevented the almost certain result of my not doing so.  I was really getting on my case for “being so stupid” when the driver of the car that had rear-ended me became hysterical.  It turns out that his car was also borrowed, that neither it nor he was insured, and that this was his first outing after several weeks of serious illness that had him bedridden.  He was on his own case with such vengeance that I forgot mine.  I eventually calmed him down to the point where he realized that I was not upset with him for what had happened to my car.  When he asked me how that could be, I said, “It’s only metal.”  For the remaining time required to haul up the jeep, we stood where we could warn oncoming traffic, and conversed as if we had been life-long friends.

I had my friend’s car repaired in time for his return, having to pay only the deductible on his insurance.  I told him the entire story, without reminding him, however, of his parting prohibition.  He was so delighted that I had restored to new condition parts of his car that were already badly dented before the accident, that neither was any mention of it made by him.

There have been many times in my life when the only way to see the blessing in my situation was to forgive the situation by being the blessing.  I have a rule of thumb for this: When I am unable to see the light at the end of the tunnel, it is time for me to be the light in the middle of the tunnel.  

Sometimes forgiveness is my choice to live life forward by being the blessing in a difficult situation.

 Addendum 1: Defining Self-Dominion

Self-dominion is the uncompromised expression of my inherent, authentic being, rather than its repression, suppression or other self-negation.

Self-negation is a part of my acquired nature, my self-spiting reaction to disappointments and betrayals of my expectations, by forsaking and abandoning my inherent nature.

Forgiveness is the bridge from my acquired nature back to the inherent nature embodied in my original perception and original inclusion.

Original perception is my knowing of beneficence in all things.

Original inclusion is feeling of participation in the beneficence of all things, a beneficence that itself dwells in me even as I dwell in it.

Original perception and original inclusion are the beneficial presence of life itself, being itself as me.  

In place of the word “life,” I am equally comfortable with the words “God”, “universe”, “universal intelligence” – whatever works as an indicator of the inherent wholeness of the cosmos.  What I name that wholeness does not change it – yet is utterly consequential to my experience of it.  I have considered, for instance, the vast difference it would make to me if I were to revise a childhood prayer to say:” Now I lay me down to sleep, I pray the Comprehensive Whole System my soul to keep.”  Those who address the cosmos as “Comprehensive Whole System” tend not to believe in souls.  And for those who do, “soul” means something quite different than it does to those who trust its keeping to “the Lord.”

We do not change the reality of life itself, only our relationship to that reality.  In the light of our present understanding of the cosmos, informed by quantum physics, we are all students at M.S.U. – Making Stuff Up.*  This is not to say that there is no reality at all, only that what it is to any one of us depends upon the one applying make-up.  I know reality only as I experience it, and according to my own perception of it.

*The concept of “M.S.U.” originated with Marilyn Ferguson, for whom, from 1980-1982, I edited her Brain/Mind Bulletin.

Addendum 2: Prepositions and Propositions

Getting our prepositions in right order is the key to getting our propositions in right order.

In this book I have distinguished between self-negating and original perception by contrasting the pronouns associated with these perceptions.  Other than the additional words with which I follow the words “I am,” pronouns are the strongest governors of my perception of self-identity.  As the word itself suggests, my prepositions determine the starting point (the “pre-position”) of my relationship to the world.  

I grew up with the acquired tendency in Western culture to use non-possessive pronouns in ways that negate self-inclusion by accentuating my perceived separation from others, as well as from my aspirations.  When I recognized that my propositions concerning my selfhood are determined by the prepositions with which I assert the nature of my self’s relationship to its experience, I taught myself to employ more consciously these tiny – but oh so powerfully self-governing – parts of speech.

Below is a compendium of passages from the text in which I have addressed my pronounal reclamation of original perception.

Like most conditions from which I have turned, the honking horn was not removed from my experience.  I merely removed myself from being at its effect, in accordance with my new understanding that only as I master non-distraction by conditional reality may I awaken to my original perception from a reality that lies beyond conditions.  (Power)

While the self-dominion of innumerable others does indeed impinge upon my own, I have rather to take others into account than be accountable to them.  We are ultimately accountable with one another on behalf of life’s agenda, not accountable to one another’s individual agendas.  (Nature)

Even when I’m going with the flow I remain aware of such impediments, because going with the flow is essentially floating on dominion perceived as external to my own.  Only as I am my flow – being as water is – am I perceiving from my flow.  And only as I am perceiving from my flow, am I forgiving of all presumed impediments to my self’s own dominion.  (Being)

I consider it to be no oversight that the Bible repeatedly promises freedom from sin, not of it (Romans 6:18/22; 1John1:27).  In my experience thus far, there is no freedom of sin.  Freedom from sin is as good as it gets for me.  Self-negating thoughts and feelings, abandonment issues and other self-contracting impulses continue to compete for my indulgence. Yet my ability to decline their invitation, as well as to cease giving harbor to the consequences of earlier acceptances of their invitation now forgotten, by consciously surrendering my indulgence in self-negation, makes freedom from sin a constant possibility.  (Freedom)

I will continue to miss the mark so long as I aim at original perception rather than from it.  To perceive affirmatively is to see from original perception, not to look for or at it.  Looking for or at original perception is a seeking destined never to find.  

Affirmative perception is seeing from universal goodness incarnate as me.  Only from my indigenous expectancy of goodness may I perceive the goodness indigenous in all others.  (Aim)

I have a plethora of memories like those above, which indicate that my tendency to spite myself in reaction to disappointment (“scribbling” as I now call it) was established as a behavioral pattern in my early childhood.  I am still subject to the maintenance of this pattern when disappointed, unless I consciously override it, thus choosing to be free from it though not yet (if ever) free of it. (Cycle)

Addendum 3: “Flow”

During a time of great angst in my life, I was walking along a creek that flows into the Roaring Fork River below Aspen, Colorado.  I noted the stark contrast between the creek's turbulent and calm passages – so characteristic of my own life’s path. 

Honoring an urge to sit down and put pen to paper, I literally consulted the creek for advice, asking: "If you were literate, what would you tell me about my situation?"

"Flow" was its answer, a perspective that brought so much ongoing ease to my life that I was eager to share it with the world. To my chagrin, neither mainstream nor "new age" greeting card companies were interested in the poem. So I printed my own "Flow" cards and wall hangings. I have given away or sold 10,000 copies of the poem, and will soon feature it on its very own website.

For more than two decades I have heard from hundreds of persons whose encounter of the poem brought them and loved ones solace from fear, agony, grief, etc., while they were in the extremis of catastrophic illness, impending or recent death, or other traumatic occasion. One of the most dramatic testimonials came from deep in the upper Amazon jungle.

I owe its account to Ray Gotchalian, an officer in the Oakland, California fire department, who was brought to my attention when he recited the "Flow" poem at the eulogy for those who died in the tragic Oakland Hills fire. Ray, who has recited "Flow" at public events worldwide since he received a copy in 1985, first encountered the poem while filming an anthropological expedition in Peru, as a Kellogg National Fellow. There he learned of a former Los Angeles account executive who had left "civilized" life behind to create, deep in the jungle, a home for abandoned children that she gathered from the streets of Iquitos. Some members of the film crew sought out her orphanage, located several hours up a tributary of the Amazon river.

The home that she and her orphaned children had created was utterly basic, having neither electricity or running water. Though the woman’s knowledge of Spanish was initially limited, she readily established rapport with the children. Ray asked her how she could forego modern society and find satisfaction in such rudimentary circumstances. She said she didn’t really know how to explain it, other than to show him the "Flow" poem.

Word of the poem’s impact continues to come from unexpected places. So many lives have benefited from "Flow" that I would like it to appear in every hospice, hospital emergency room, catastrophic care unit, terminal care facility, and all other places of medical as well as psychological and spiritual care. I encourage people to freely reproduce the poem on behalf of this and comparable non-commercial healing purposes, asking only that they let me know of their endeavors. I also honor requests to license its use by others for commercial purposes in numerous artistic formats.
[Address]

[E-mail]

Addendum 4: Cerebral Bypasses

To the man who can perfectly practice inaction,

All things are possible.
-Tao Te Ching 

A compendium of refrainments.
The recovery of my own dominion requires only that I cease forsaking its power and resume that which is far greater than my recovery program: my command of my own circumstances.  Self-dominion is my natural state.  I have only to cease my own negation of this state in order to reclaim its exercise and enjoyment.

Forgiveness is my means of this cessation.  Forgiveness uncovers my self-dominion, the powers of which, once uncovered, recovers themselves according to their own inherent program.  I need not “improve” or ”upgrade” my power of self-dominion, other than to “debug” it by ceasing to add errors to its program, while forgiving my earlier errors.  Without such forgiveness, the uncovery and restoration of my self-dominion is impossible.

My recovery is most effective when the attention I pay to the inner dominion being recovered is greater than the attention paid to what I’m recovering from – my self-negation of this dominion.  I must fully release the pattern of self-negation from which I am recovering, before I can fully experience the self-dominion thereby recovered.  As the gardener of my own self-dominion, my constant point of reference is the dominion from which I am weeding all things contrary.

Forgiveness is my means of uprooting weeds of outward self-betrayal with which I have covered my inner self-dominion....

My recovery from this inward dwelling pain consists of my ceasing to dwell in it, thereby exercising a dominion far greater than that of my pain.

Forgiveness is the withdrawal of my consent to dwell in pain’s dominion....

Forgiveness always involves my release of a self-negating perception of powerlessness.  My perception of powerlessness and my perception that forgiveness is required are one and the same....

The release of all perceptions contrary to my inherent expectancy of goodness is the essence of forgiveness.  Forgiveness is far less a matter of what I do, than of what I cease to do, far less an additional behavior than the subtraction of existing behaviors that do not serve me.  Forgiveness is a matter of debugging my behavioral program: the withdrawal of further compliance in my self-negation, via the cessation of all practices that thwart my inherent nature.  (Nature)

The original wholeness and joy of my being is recoverable via many means, the most powerful of which is the subject of this book: forgiveness.  Only as I have ceased to dwell in the pain of lost dominion, whether my own or that of others, forgiving the pain in order to behold the wholeness and joy that it covers, have I experienced my own recovery as the uncovery of the authentic “I” herein beholding.  (Call)

 Addendum 5: A Seven Day Declaration of Intention

Your intentions create the reality that you experience.

Until you become aware of this, it happens unconsciously.

Therefore, be mindful of what you project.

That is the first step toward authentic power. 

-~Gary Zukav
My first step to forgiveness is my sincere intention to forgive.  Without such intention, no forgiveness is possible.  Yet with that intention, any forgiveness becomes possible. 

The following program for establishing one’s intention to forgive, which appears widely in numerous forms, has already been quite helpful to many persons.  Its results, though often not instantaneous, are eventually felt by all who sincerely practice (and continue to practice) the program.  When asked how many times one must repeat the program until full forgiveness in all its aspects may be realized, I quote a famous conversation: 

Peter: [H]ow often shall my brother sin against me and I forgive him?  till seven times?

Jesus: I say not unto thee, Until seven times; but Until seventy times seven.  (Matt. 18: 21-22)

The combined power of the following seven statements of intentionality is invincible in the consciousness of anyone who sincerely reaffirms them week after week until there is no further call to do so.  (Cf., p.  xx)  

Day 1: Forgiving and releasing negations of my own consciousness.
The ultimate thing that requires my forgiveness is my perception that forgiveness is required.  My access to that perception resides within myself, not within others or elsewhere in my surrounding world.  Therefore, I now establish (reaffirm) my intention to forgive and release all conscious and unconscious negation of myself and others.
Day 2: Forgiving and releasing negations of my family, friends and other associates for whom I harbor resentments.
The people I resent are those to whom I am chronically re-sending invitations to reside with me in self-negating consciousness and feelings.  Therefore, I now establish (reaffirm) my intention to forgive and release all conscious and unconscious negation of family, friends and others for whom I harbor resentments.
Day 3: Forgiving and releasing negations of races, colors and ethnic groups.
Wholesale resentment maximizes the company I keep in consciousness – whole legions thereof - for the purpose of reinforcing my own self-negation. Therefore, I now establish (reaffirm) my intention to forgive and release all conscious and unconscious negation of races, colors and ethnic groups.
Day 4: Forgiving and releasing negations of gender and other aspects of relationship.
These attachments tend to sustain my most highly prized resentments. Therefore, I now establish (reaffirm) my intention to forgive and release all conscious and unconscious negation of gender and other aspects of relationship.
Day 5: Forgiving and releasing negations of political parties, economic classes, and indebtedness of all kinds from personal to international.
These attachments justify my blaming of conditions – along with those who blame conditions differently than I do – for my own self-negation. Therefore, I now establish (reaffirm) my intention to forgive and release all conscious and unconscious negation of political parties, economic classes, and indebtedness of all kinds from personal to international.
Day 6: Forgiving and releasing negations of nations and religions.
Wholesale blame of other populations and viewpoints distances me even more from acknowledging my own self-negation. Therefore, I now establish (reaffirm) my intention to forgive and release all conscious and unconscious negation of nations and religions.
Day 7: Forgiving and releasing negations of God and other representations of “higher power.” 
Blaming life, God, “the world” or any other perceived agency of “the way things are” is my ultimate abdication of self-dominion. Therefore, I now establish (reaffirm) my intention to forgive and release all conscious and unconscious negation of the ultimate source of the universe as I experience it.
Addendum 7: Other Resources

Annotated guide to other books, websites, etc.

Radical Forgiveness, Jampolski, The Little Book of Forgiveness

Lewis B. Smedes, _The Art of Forgiving_ (Ballantine Books, 1996). 

Forgiveness: What it Does.
How many of you here this morning would like to have this crisp, brand new $20 bill I’m holding before you in my hand?

How about this old and worn $20 bill.  How many of you would like to have it?

How about this grimy, raggedy $20 bill.  How many of you would like to have it?

The point I am making with these $20 bills is that forgiveness is about valuing people the way we value money.  Forgiveness is about perceiving value regardless of appearances. 

People are a lot like these $20 bills.  For example, a brand new baby does not lose its value when it begins to wear on me.  It remains equally valuable throughout its life, though differently so from day to day and year to year.  The enduring value of new possibilities is epitomized in Benjamin Franklin’s reply to a skeptic in attendance at history’s very first balloon launching in France.  When the skeptic commented, “Hmmph!  What good is a balloon?” Franklin responded, “What good is a baby?”

Nor do people – myself included - lose value as we become old and worn and our faces develop character pleats.  What happens instead is that, for various reasons, I withdraw my perception and appreciation of value, of my own value first and of others as a consequence.  Unforgiveness is entirely a process of my own perception.  Whenever I am unable integrity to see integrity in another person, it is because I have first lost sight of it in myself.

The true value of persons does not change, only my perception of their value changes. Forgiving myself or someone else is not about restoring value that has been lost, it’s about restoring my perception of value that cannot be lost. Forgiveness is about restoring the value I once saw in someone whom I have since devalued.  

In other words, forgiveness is the healing of my perception that forgiveness is required.  

Forgiveness restores my lost perceptions of enduring value.  Some dramatic examples of this process are exemplified by several persons who are receiving Hero of Forgiveness awards at the International Forgiveness Day celebration sponsored by the Golden Gate Religious Science church on August 1.

Each recipient of this Hero of Forgiveness award is being cited for an extraordinary act of forgiveness under extremely trying circumstances.

Louis Zampenni is an 81-year-old former World War II pilot who was shot down and captured by the Japanese in 1942.  He was held and tortured in a prisoner-of-war camp until the war ended.  Prior to the recent Olympic games in Nagano, Japan, Zampenni carried the Olympic torch through the village where he was imprisoned as a gesture of reconciliation with his captors.

Completing a circle of sorts, a Japanese-American man named Thomas Tanemori will also be honored.  Tanemori was an 8-year-old resident of Hiroshima when the U.S. dropped an atomic bomb on the city in August 1945.  His entire family died within weeks.  Bitter and seeking revenge, Tanemori came to the States in 1955.  After decades of anger, poor health and inner turmoil, he experienced a tearful epiphany while en route to speak at an antinuclear rally in 1985.  Now losing his eyesight at 62, possibly due to radiation exposure, he’s established the Silkworm Peace Institute, dedicated to promoting cultural understanding between the U.S. and Japan.

Plez Felix is a San Diego man who campaigns against school violence in collaboration with the father of a boy murdered in 1995 by Felix’s grandson.  The father, Azim Khamisa, was the World Forgiveness Alliance’s first award recipient and will also be present at the meeting.

Melba Beals was one of nine black youths who volunteered to integrate an all-white Little Rock, Arkansas high school in 1957.  After the students were terrorized relentlessly by white racists for over a year.  Beals’ family sent her to California to live out of harm’s way.  Last year Beals, who became a television journalist and author, was awarded a Congressional Gold Medal by President Clinton.

For parents, Santa Rosa resident Aba Gayle’s story may be the most powerful – and difficult to comprehend – of all.  Twenty years ago, her 19-year-old daughter, Catherine, was brutally stabbed to death in Auburn by Douglas Mickey, who now awaits execution on San Quentin’s death row.  After 12 years of consuming anger, the last four spent searching for solace in mediation and various religious traditions, Gayle’s rage gave way to a profound spiritual awakening.  The defining moment came when she sat down to write a letter of absolution to her child’s killer.  Remarkably, she now calls Mickey a friend and visits him regularly.

“The letter just flowed out of me.  I can’t even remember writing it,” Gayle reflects.  “A voice tokd me, ‘You must forgive him and you must let him know.’  I realized it was my own self-conscious talking.  It was the instant of mailing that letter that I was healed.  I was truly in a state of grace.”

For each of these Heroes of Forgiveness, forgiveness has restored lost perception of enduring value, and has thus restoring value to their own lives.

Forgiveness is less a process of reprogramming my perceptions than it is a process of debugging my perceptions so that a prior perception of value again prevails.  Most simply stated, forgiveness is the restoration of Original Perception.  And what is Original Perception?  Quite simply, Original Perception is the perception in which each phase of universal creation was initially established: “And God saw that it was good.”

Original Perception is God’s perception, the perception that sees good in all things.  Original Perception is more commonly known as God’s “Word.”  In the beginning was Original Perception, and the Original Perception was with God, and the Original Perception was God.  Original Perception, God’s Word, is goodness. 

The poet William Blake is famous for his understanding of Original Perception.  He wrote, in an oft-quoted line: “When the doors of perception are cleansed, perception is cleansed.”  The doors of my perception – my eyes, myears, my sensorium overall – bear false witness to me when they are muddied by erroneous thinking and troubled feelings.  Therefore, it is only as I am cleansed of erroneous thinking and troubled feelings that the doors of my perception are cleansed and Original Perception of goodness is restored.

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.

--Christopher Morley

Forgiveness cleanses the doors of my perception, allowing the Original Perception of goodness to once again prevail.  Imagine, on a cloudy day, that I could sweep the clouds away and experience full sunlight.  Forgiveness is like that.  It sweeps the clouds away and allows me to experience the full light of Original Perception.

Forgiveness does not require me to reprogram my perceptions.  It requires only that I undo the glitches, the bugs, that I have placed in the eternally and infinitely perfect program of Original Perception, so that God, as me, sees that it is good.

When Mahatma Gandhi was asked what he thought of Western Civilization, he said he thought it would be a good idea. And when George Bernard Shaw was asked what he thought about Christianity, he said it might work if people practiced it. So it is with forgiveness.  It’s a good idea, yet it works only as people practice it.

The purpose of forgiveness is to practice forgiving, not merely to honor the idea. This is the objective of International Forgiveness Day: to encourage the worldwide practice of forgiving.

In 1948, British astronomer Sir Fred Hoyle remarked, "Once a photograph of the Earth, taken from the outside, is available . . . a new idea as powerful as any in history will let loose." He was right. Two decades later, as photographs of Earth became available for the first time, the idea of wholeness was likewise for the first time secured in humankind’s collective consciousness. 

Astronaut Rusty Schweickart described his experience of being so far from home:

You realize that on that small spot, that little blue and white thing, is everything that means anything to you – all of history and music and poetry and art and death and birth and love, tears, joy, games – all of it on that little spot out there.... You recognize that you are a piece of this total life.... And when you come back there is a difference in the world now. There is a difference in that relationship between you and that planet and you and all those other life forms on that planet, because you've had that kind of experience.

It has been thirty years since humankind adopted the Whole Earth image as its first spiritual icon, an icon that transcends all religious, ethnic, political, social, economic and other institutions that divide our species. Though religious icons are always local to an originating culture, the Whole Earth icon is global to our species, and is thus a spiritual icon. 

It is now timely for humankind to adopt a global holiday that likewise transcends all earthly divisions, a holiday that represents what Ernest Holmes envisioned when he said, "It would be wonderful indeed if a group of people should arrive on Earth who were for something and against nothing."  That group has now arrived, a rapidly growing group of people who intend that International Forgiveness Day – which is for something, and against nothing – will be observed in every country on the first Sunday in August of the year 2000 and every year thereafter.

This date was chosen because there are fewer holidays in August worldwide than in any other month. In the United States, for instance, International Forgiveness Day comes midway between July 4 and Labor Day in a month that features no other holiday.   Historically, August is also the month in which more wars have begun and ended than any other month. The war that signaled the beginning of the end of all wars was concluded in August of 1945, leaving us with another icon, the mushroom cloud that represents the nemesis of all that the Whole Earth icon represents. Shortly after the war, a folk song entitled "Old Man Atom" translated the message of that mushroom cloud quite precisely: "Peace in the world, or the world in pieces." 

This year, via postal mail, e-mail and other communications, Rev. Charin and I urged all New Thought ministers to observe International Forgiveness Day during next Sunday’s service. In another twelve months, millions of people worldwide will be enrolled on behalf of its global observance on August 6, and annually thereafter on the first Sunday of August.

Forgiveness is the release of all hope for a better past, the release of negative attachment to anything that has happened to us in the past.  Forgiveness is the cessation of something that we already do rather than an additional thing to be done. Forgiveness is the cessation of our metaphysical scapegoating, which takes the form of blame.  Wherever and whenever blaming ceases, forgiveness has occurred.

You will see in your bulletins that we are prescribing an entire week of cessation. Tomorrow, we urge you to cease blaming yourself.  I have learned from my own experience that the only thing that requires my forgiveness is my perception that forgiveness is required.  My access to that perception resides within myself, not out in the world.

On Tuesday, we urge you to cease blaming your family, friends and other associates for whom you harbor resentments. I have come to recognize my own re-sent-ments as the continual re-sending of invitations to other people to keep me company in my negative consciousness and feelings.

On Wednesday, we urge you to cease blaming races and ethnic groups, all people of whatever color, all people of traditions other than your own.   For myself, I recognize such wholesale resentments as my attempt to maximize the company I keep in justification of my own negativity.

On Thursday, we urge you to cease blaming the opposite gender, and to stop blaming all relationships with persons past and present regardless of gender. In my case, negative attachments to relationship issues have been my most highly prized resentments. 

On Friday, we urge you to cease blaming political parties, economic classes, and indebtedness of all kinds, from personal to international. I have seen how such negative attachments justify my blaming of conditions for my negativity, as I resent all others who blame conditions differently than I do.

On Saturday, we urge you to cease blaming nations and religions.  I have discovered how such mega-blaming can totally blind me to the inner source of my own negativity. 

On Sunday, Rev. Charin and I will urge forgiveness of God for not fitting our pictures of the way that God should be, when the real issue is our own fit from a Godly perspective. We will also allow time for those who are here to share some of highlights from our week-long release of negative, blameful attachments. 

Rev. Karyl Huntley, once minister of the Celebration Church and now the minister of International Forgiveness Day’s home church in Marin County, has said "You know you have forgiven someone when he or she has harmless passage through your mind." And so, in preparation for International Forgiveness Day next Sunday, there is one more thing we urge you to do. 

Take a very conscious look around the room, making careful note of everyone who is here. Be especially aware of any persons present who do not have harmless passage through your mind. During the coming week, we urge you to do whatever it takes for everyone who returns next Sunday to have harmless passage through your mind. Please also include anyone not here this morning who you expect to be here next Sunday morning.

Imagine the immense power that our two local churches of Unity and Religious Science will express in this community – and in the entire world - when everyone who shows up here on Sunday mornings has harmless passage in everyone else’s mind. 

We urge you to do this, not for the sake of our churches and their co-operation, not for the sake of the others in the room, but for your very own sake!  Insofar as you forgive for the sake of others, much will remain unforgiven. There are too many others to deal with one by one for their sake, yet only one of me to be dealt with for my own.  So only as I forgive for my own sake do I also do it for every other human being.

Forgiveness: What it is and is not.
[International Forgiveness Day]

Forgiveness is something I do for myself.

My original sin was the first negative thought or feeling that I chose to hold on to.  The forgiveness of my original sin was my letting go of holding on to it.  I know this to be true from personal experience.

I was once a person who had an unhappy childhood.  There was only thing that kept me from envying and resenting people who did have a happy childhood . . . I never met one of them.  In my mind, unhappy childhood was a birth defect that everyone got inflicted with.  My support of this universal birth defect hypothesis was supported by something I once read: that being born is when they drag you out of a wonderful dark, warm, quiet and cozy room into a harshly lit, cold and noisy room where your share of the national debt is already $1400 and you’re unemployed . . . and they spank you for it.  Today, a newborn child’s share of the national debt is several million dollars . . . and while conditions have changed in many delivery rooms, the improvement is far from commensurate with the increase in the tab. 

I knew all kinds of kids who I figured had it far easier than I did, and could only wonder why they weren’t happy either.  I eventually discovered that unhappiness IS a birth defect.  My unhappiness was born with the first negative thought or feeling that I held onto – the initial deposit in the banking account of my original sin.  My mental and emotional banking account grew with every additional negative thought and feeling that I added to it. 

I held onto my unhappy childhood until I was 40 years old, when I quite suddenly lost it under the most unlikely circumstances you can imagine.  I was hitchhiking from Portland, Maine to Los Angeles, California, to begin my ministerial studies at what is now known as the Ernest Holmes Institute.  It was midnight.  I was standing in a light fog and heavy drizzle under the glaring lights of the Interstate that passes through the south side of Chicago.  The fog inside was even heavier.   I was feeling cold, lonely and paranoid.  The paranoia was about being on the wrong side of the law.  Hitchhiking on the Interstate is against the law . . .

I was emulating Job, who cursed the day he was born (which is pretty precocious if you think about it).  Suddenly, for no fathomable reason, I remembered a happy moment in my childhood.  I was astounded!!  There actually was one.  It occurred to me that if there was one such memory, there might be others.  And sure enough, once I had conceded the possibility, several more came to mind.  At some point in the process a question came to mind: What if I had chosen to remember moments like these rather than unhappy ones?  Is happiness no more than a choice of what I remember?  

Within half an hour I went from being a person who had had an unhappy childhood to being a person who had had a happy childhood.  I forgave my unhappy childhood by the simple act of choosing to release unhappy memories and replace them with happy ones.  Forgiveness is a memory exchange: like the exchange of new lamps that shine for old ones that don’t.

Today I am happy to report that I am also no longer a person who had a happy childhood.  I had to forgive myself for that self-assessment as well, because that also turned out to be a negative attachment.  I didn’t enjoy being a person who had a happy childhood for long, because it soon enough set me to wondering: so why am I unhappy now?  Before, I never wondered, because I knew why I was unhappy, just as I knew why everybody was unhappy.  We all had unhappy childhoods. 

I didn’t like wondering why I was unhappy.  It was more comfortable when I had a ready-made answer to that question.  Now that I remembered having a happy childhood, I had lost the peace of mind that this answer had given me.  I was fully awakening to the fact that I was an unhappy grown-up, and I still knew no one who was otherwise, so that I compensate by resenting and envying their happiness.

I quickly cut to the chase on this one.  I recognized that I was unhappy now for the same reason that I had had an unhappy childhood.  I was still holding on to negative memories.  Perhaps if I let go of a positive point of reference in the past with which to contrast my situation right now, I would cease to be unhappy in the present.  

Today, I am a person who had a childhood.  Some childhood moments were happy, some moments weren’t.  

Happiness and unhappiness are a lot like the weather.  If you don’t care for the weather at the moment, be patient.  It will change.  If you do like the weather at the moment, be grateful.  It will change.

I have learned that forgiveness is something I do for myself.  I cannot forgive anyone for their sake, I cannot forgive anything for its sake – I can only forgive for my sake.  

Jesus gave us a wonderful commandment of self-forgiveness in the Sermon on the Mount: “...if thou bring thy gift to the alter, and there rememberest that thy brother hath ought against thee; Leave there thy gift before the altar, and go thy way; first be reconciled to thy brother, and then come and offer thy gift.”  (Matt: 5-23/4)

If my brother has nothing to hold against me in my own perception of him, I am reconciled to him, and that IS my gift on the altar of Divine Consciousness.  Benjamin Franklin had a marvelous understanding of the emotional trick that anchors unforgiveness.  He once said to someone who hated another, “My, whatever did you do to him that makes you hate him so?”

Forgiveness is the release of all hope for a better past.  Forgiveness is the release of negative attachment to the past.  Forgiveness is the never-ending release of negative attachment to the past, because the moment I hear an unkind statement, it is in my past, the moment I have a negative experience, it is in my past.

I have no hope of changing my past.  [Mother and spitball.]  

I have no hope of changing my past, only the hope of changing my relationship to the past by letting go of all the spitballs and pitfalls that befall me.

During this month, take a look at every negative memory that you are holding onto for fear of life, and ask yourself: How can I make this part of my past to have happened differently?  If you find no way to make it have happened differently, then ask the next question: How can I change my relationship to this part of my past so that I release my negative attachment to it?

If you ask this question in all sincerity, I guarantee you, there will be an answer.  Let it be.

That’s all there is to it.  Be willing to change your relationship to the past.  Live in the question of how you may do so.  There will be an answer.  Let it be.

Charin:  Free us of our offenses, as we also have freed our offenders.

Forgiveness: The Way It Works
One of the most frequently asked questions about forgiveness is, “How do I forgive?”  The answer to this question is literally in your hands.  The way forgiveness works is described in the two exercises included in this morning’s bulletin. [Steps to forgiveness and A week of forgiveness]  

These exercises are your doorway to forgiveness.  They are not, however, the key.  So rather than be distracted by these exercises at this moment, I urge you to prepare yourself just now for opening them with the key that Rev. Charin and I are giving you this morning.

The key to forgiveness – the way forgiveness works – can be defined in three words: forgiveness cancels karma.

Karma is variously understood in western cultures, ranging from such insights as “what goes around comes around” and “my karma ran over my dogma”.  My favorite example of the workings of karma involves a 19th century scientist who believed that women were inferior to men and “proved” it with research showing that the average human female brain is notably smaller than the average human male brain.  When he died, an autopsy performed at his request revealed the size of his own brain to be smaller than that of the average human female brain . . . which, applying his own logic, made dubious the validity of his assessment of brain size.  Had he never belittled brain size, there would have been no autopsy to belittle his.  He brought it upon himself.  This is a classic case of someone’s karma running over his dogma.

Karma is the mirroring in form of the quality of our thought.  Any quality of belittlement that exists in my consciousness is projected outward, and goes around in a trajectory that eventually brings belittlement upon me.

Karmic mirroring of my thought is often not literal.  Ernest Holmes illustrated the subtlety of karma in his report of a man who left his home one morning and, while crossing the street, was hit by a truck and killed.  The man, said Holmes, did not have a literal death wish that drew this “accident.”  For several weeks, however, he had harbored a deep desire to avoid a situation in his life that could not be avoided as long as he was alive.

Ever since I read Holmes’ account of karmic mirroring, I have had a deep desire to avoid the desire to avoid my karma.  Whether it is my thoughts, my desires or my feelings that are dogmatic, they will eventually be run over by my karma.

Ernest Holmes defined karma in terms of the “tendency” of our thoughts, feelings and actions.  Just as ancient Greek playwrites equated character with fate, Ernest Holmes equated tendency with destiny.  My tendencies represent my intentions in motion, in trajectory toward their heaven (or otherwise) bent destiny.

In addition to the metaphysical evidence that our trajectories are karmicly destined, there is also scientific evidence.  Quite simply, there are no open loops in the universe. The ultimate end of every trajectory in the universe is its starting point.  Everything is ultimately connected to itself.  This is the significance of the three fingers pointing back to me whenever I point at another person.  And if I were sufficiently farsighted, on a very clear day I would see my index finger pointing to the back of my head. 

There is no way out of the karmic loop as long as I am within it.  My tendency will inevitably determine my destiny in the long run . . . unless my tendency is cancelled.  

We all know what cancellation means: ceasing to subscribe to something.  Canceling karma is a matter of ceasing to subscribe to it.  However, unlike a magazine subscription that expires automatically, karma continues until we actively cancel our subscription to it.  We literally have to drop our karmic burden to be rid of it.

There is only thing that cancels karma: forgiveness.

Many adherents of Judaism, Christianity and Islam – the so-called “Western” religions - take literally the proclamation that “to err is human, to forgive is divine.”  They perceive that all divinity is within God, and none within themselves, and accordingly believe that only God can forgive.  Though their conclusion is correct,  their understanding of the conclusion is filtered by their assumption that they do not partake of divinity.

In the Religious Science and Unity perspectives, we are divinity incarnate, we do reflect divine consciousness.  From our perspective, only God knows enough to judge another person, and God’s knowledge is so complete that while all things are discerned as what they truly are, none of them is judged.  Nothing is judged because, in God’s view, all things ultimately serve goodness.  

The good news about our viewpoint is that with those who must have a God of judgment, we need not disagree.  Our God can also be perceived as judgmental, a God who judges everything as good.

God’s perception, the faith of God that knows only good, is also called by us “Christ consciousness.”  So while it is accurate to say that only God – “Christ consciousness” – can forgive, this in no way absolves us of forgiveness.  The consciousness that cancels karma is in every one of us . . . waiting to begin with us, in us, as us.  

Ernest Holmes put it this way:  “We are told that God will forgive us after we have forgiven others.  This is a direct statement and one that we should ponder deeply.  Can God forgive until we have forgiven?  If God can work for us only by working through us, then this statement of Jesus stands true, and really a statement of the law of cause and effect.  We cannot afford to hold personal animosities or enmities against the world or individual members of society.  All such thoughts are outside the law and cannot be taken into the heavenly consciousness.  Love alone can beget love.  People do not gather roses from thistles.”

It is with this key – forgiveness cancels karma - that the forgiveness exercises in today’s bulletin may be fully opened.  They way they will work for us is by our working them.  Forgiveness doesn’t happen, we make it happen.

It is only as God’s forgiveness, incarnate as me, that Christ cancels karma.  Accordingly, the incarnation of Christ consciousness in me – the key to my forgiveness of all and the forgiveness for all by all - happens only as I happen.

Affirmation: The Way it Works.
Around the turn of the century, America’s then most famous psychologist, William James, said that “The greatest discovery of my generation is that a human being can alter his life by altering his attitude.”

At the turn of another century now at hand, which is also the turn of a millennium, we can say that “The greatest discovery of our generation is that a human being can alter his genetic heritage – and thus all future life – by altering his or her attitude.”

We are just now beginning to understand that, by taking affirmative thought, we can positively influence the genetic programming in our cells.  Our genes are pliably responsive to our thought.  Consequently, what I affirm can modify my DNA.

Charles Fillmore, co-founder with his wife Myrtle of the Unity movement, asserted that our cells are directly influenced by our thinking – and especially our new cells. The body is constantly replacing cells at the rate of millions per second, billions per hour, and quadrillions per day.  There is not a cell in my body that was there two years ago.  

If, as my new cells are forming, I am affirming illness in my body, my new cells support illness.  On the other hand, if I am affirming my well-being, my new cells support well-being.  [Every Little Cell in My Body Is Happy]

Today we are beginning to understand that by taking positive thought, we can make positive changes in the very genetic structure of our cells.  Chains of negative heredity may be broken by habits of affirmative thinking.  The acquired optimism of one generation may be inherited by the subsequent generation.  [Bruce Lipton]

In the context of this discovery, the epidemic of cancer in our century makes perfect sense.  Cancer is the consequence of a genetic aberration, in which some of our cells embark on a program of unlimited growth at the expense of other cells.  Is it merely a coincidence that cancer has become epidemic in a century that has adopted unlimited material growth as life’s ultimate objective?  

There is only one safe criterion for unlimited growth: unlimited spiritual growth.  Unlimited spiritual growth never violates the principles that keep physical and material growth in harmonious proportion, so that growth is nowhere at the expense of growth elsewhere.

It is now more obviously important than ever before that we learn how affirmation works. 

· Pete Rose story: When Pete Rose stepped up to bat, he had no obstacle illusions.

· What is it like to be free of obstacle illusions?: Wow!  What a pitcher!!!

As long as I affirm what I am not, my life is fraught with obstacle illusions.  

The way affirmation works is by translating thought into experience.  My life today is a translation of my accumulated past thinking into current experience. 

Rightly understood, every thought that I have is an affirmation.  Negative thoughts are affirmations of negative experience.  Ernest Holmes called this “the negative use of faith.”  As he once put it, “Fear is positive faith in a negative outcome.”

Some affirmations are more powerful than others.  Accordingly, the affirmation that works best for me is to consistently honor the single most powerful affirmation of all.  There are two words that have sufficient power to cancel any prior negative use of faith on my part.  When I affirm God’s identity as me, the two words that declare God’s identity are more powerful to govern my experience than all of the other words I may use.  

The two words that affirm God’s identity as me are the words “I am.”  These two words are so user friendly that whatever I put after them is more powerful to become my experience than all else that I may say to the contrary.  When I say “I am sick” my affirmation of sickness is more powerful than the combined power of all of my other affirmations of wellness.

I have learned that one of the most revealing signs of who we think we are is what we find of greatest interest.  Accordingly, I once asked a man with leukemia, “What is of most interest to you right now?”.  He replied, “My leukemia.”  In owning his leukemia, this man had become his leukemia.  He was virtually affirming, “I am my leukemia.”  And, so it was.

I urge you this week to practice diligently the most powerful realization of how affirmation works.  Listen carefully to the way that everyone around you uses the words “I am” and observe the relationship between what is going on in their lives and the words that follow their declarations of “I am.”  This one exercise – a week of concentrated attention on the “I am” statements of others – is the most powerful way I know to initiate the transformation of your own obstacle illusions.

Affirmation is

Every thought I have is subject to subsequent translation into experience.  Ernest Holmes 

Great Expectations

Pete Rose, the famous baseball player, and I have never met, but he taught me something so valuable that it changed  my life.  Pete was being interviewed in spring training the year he was about to break Ty Cobb’s all time hits record. One reporter blurted out, “Pete, you only need 78 hits to break the record. How many at-bats do you think you’ll need to get the 78 hits?”

Without hesitation, Pete just stared at the reporter and very matter-of-factly said, “78.” The reporter yelled back, “Ah, come on Pete, you don’t expect to get 78 hits in 78 at-bats do you?”

Mr. Rose calmly shared his philosophy with the throngs of reporters who were anxiously awaiting his reply to this seemingly boastful claim. “Every time I step up to the plate, I expect to get a hit! If I don’t expect to get a hit, I have no right to step in the batter’s box in the first place!”

 “If I go up hoping to get a hit,” he continued, “then I probably don’t have a prayer to get a hit. It is a positive expectation that has gotten me all of the hits in the first place.”

When I thought about Pete Rose’s philosophy and how it applied to everyday life, I felt a little embarrassed. As a business person, I was hoping to make my sales quotas. As a father, I was hoping to be a good dad.  As a married man, I was hoping to be a good husband.

The truth was that I was an adequate salesperson, I was a not so bad father, and I was an okay husband. I immediately decided that being okay was not enough! I wanted to be a great salesperson, a great father and a great husband. I changed my attitude to one of positive  expectation, and the results were amazing. I was fortunate  enough to win a few sales trips, I won Coach of the Year in  my son’s baseball league and I share a loving relationship with my wife, Karen, to whom I expect to be married for the rest of my life! Thanks, Mr. Rose!

Affirmative living:

Work like you don’t need the money.

Love like you’ve never been hurt.

Dance like nobody’s watching.

· Vibrate positively:

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. 

Forgiveness: What it is and is not.
Summary of denial:

Denial is the power of withdrawal, the power of not 

· participating in negative perceptions, [transform 99% of human conversation]

· being at the effect of negative circumstances, [bless the appearances, full speed ahead]

· drawing negative conclusions.  [I dunno lady, it’s your dream.]

However powerful my withdrawal may be, there is a far greater power available to me, the power of approval.  The relative strengths of my powers of refusal and approval is portrayed in Ernest Holmes’ proclamation: “To affirm the presence of God is better than to deny the presence of evil.” 

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

The power of affirmation is asserted in Ernest Holmes’ proclamation: “To affirm the presence of God is better than to deny the presence of evil.” 

Denying the presence of an experienced evil actually reinforces the experience that evil is present. The only power that exists in experienced evil is the power that I give to a negative feeling, an unwanted experience, an erroneous belief, or a false perception. Accordingly, even when I deny that my experience of evil exists, the very energy of my denial is a way of paying attention to my experience of evil that inevitably gives power to the experience. Whatever I pay attention to, I give my power to. Thus any attention paid to experienced evil – be it belief in the experience, compliance with the experience, or denial of the experience –gives it power.  

Jesus acknowledged such empowerment of evil when he said "resist not evil," for he knew that whatever I resist is sustained by the power of my resistance.  The ongoing co-respondence between myself and that which I resist is but one example of the universal principle of reciprocity.  I know, in the physical realm, that for every action there is an equal and opposite reaction. So it is in the metaphysical realm, where whatever we resist continues to persist in proportion to the power of our persistence in resisting it.
Jesus’ prescription for non-resistance of evil was “to turn the other cheek”:

“Ye have heard that it hath been said, AN EYE FOR AN EYE AND A TOOTH FOR A TOOTH.: But I say unto you, That ye resist not evil: but whosoever shall smite thee on thy right cheek, turn to him the other also.” (Matthew 5:38-39)

 [Demonstration]  “Turn the other cheek” is an Aramaic idiom meaning, “Look in another direction.”  [Verbal counterpart.  Invite dissipation of oncoming negative energy.  Evil, having no power of its own, requires surrounding validation.  When given none, it has to dissipate.]

Ernest Holmes’ prescription for dealing with the experience of evil is identical to that of Jesus: “Turn from the condition.”  Withdraw your attention from the experience of evil and instead focus it, as directed by the apostle Paul, upon “whatsoever things are true, whatsoever things are honest . . . just . . . pure . . . lovely . . . of good report.” (Phillipians 4:8)

Ernest Holmes’ prescription is perhaps more fully understood when we translate it into more immediately existential language: “To affirm the presence of what you know to be good and right is better than to deny the experience of what you perceive to be evil and wrong.”  This week, every time you find yourself experiencing what you perceive to be “wrong,” affirm the presence of what you know to be right.  

Higher Sobriety

A RECOVERY+ MANUAL

for Adulterated Human Beings

©1998, Noel Frederick McInnis

Each of us has something to overcome, making room for something else far greater than our overcoming. We honor this process most when our attention to what is being recovered is as powerful as our attention to what we are recovering from.

There’s no such thing as genius.

Some kids are less damaged than others.

-Bucky Fuller

How could anyone ever tell you

you were anything less than beautiful?

How could anyone ever tell you

you were less than whole?

How could anyone fail to notice

that your loving is a miracle,

how deeply you’re connected to my soul?

-©1990 Libby Roderick

Bring to me your broken wings,

bring me your empty sky.

Rest your trembling heart in mine,

I’ll sing you a lullaby. 

Paint for me your blackest night,

I’ll paint for you the Milky Way.

Give me your faded childhood dream,

I’ll give you the color of days.

Someone you trusted but never knew

twisted your joy into shame.

They wounded you and walked way

and somehow you’ve taken the blame,

But the fault is not yours,

you are not to blame.

So don’t let yourself listen to the lies . . .

Come and find your innocence,

come find the faith of a child again.

Hear far below the lies you were told.

Come and let the healing begin.

-©1992 Michael John Poirier

PART 1: 

Turning From My Condition

I have learned to think of addiction as an energy that is intimately intertwined with healing and creativity, not just a destructive force that we must try to eliminate from our lives.  The image I now hold of addiction is one of a powerful energy that can be expressed in countless ways, depending on our beliefs and our thoughts.  In and of itself this addictive energy is neither positive nor negative.  Like a fuel it can be used for creative or destructive purposes, depending upon how we choose to employ it.  It is through our thoughts and ideas that we make or fail to make these choices.  That energy is working for us or against us. . . .

We are all addicts in that we are constantly seeking to find more satisfying ways to move beyond mere survival and destructive directions and experience the deep full-fill-ment that comes with the creative expression of this energy.  We are all born with the addictive energy and the drives that go with it.  We all experience this energy’s constant appeal for fulfillment.  We vary as individuals only in how we express it, and whether or not our chosen expression “full-fills” and satisfies us or leads to emptiness and destruction.

All of the myriad ways that addictive energy is expressed in healthy or destructive ways are nothing more than symptoms of misguided thoughts and beliefs.  Our beliefs generate our feelings and determine whether we feel fear and pain or peace and joy.  This addictive energy is part of an inner force that we can use to support and strengthen our wellness and healing or plunge ourselves into breakdowns, emotional dysfunction, substance abuse, and destructive relationships.  The addictive energy that is in all of us then fuels not only our destructive cravings, fears, and anxieties but our search for positive answers and the experience of our creative purpose as well.

-©1992 Philip Kavanaugh, M.D.

Magnificent Addition: Discovering Addiction as Gateway to Healing

Loss and Restoration

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.

-©1922 Christopher Morley

I once knew myself as a beneficial presence, as a carefree and innocent, joyfully unspoiled child of the universe.  Such was and is the original blessing of my truest nature: being present in a manner that is consistently beneficial to all concerned, myself included.

Yet as I was growing (presumably) up, my original self-awareness took a downward turn.  I learned to doubt myself and to question the validity of my experience.  I also learned to perceive malevolence, the prevalence of wickedness in persons that I was told were “bad.”  By believing that their presence was adulterated thus, I drew to myself likewise the experience of being thus judged.  As a consequence of acquiring these self-negating sentiments, I forsook my former communion with the beneficial presence of my being, and became to my own self no longer true.  

My original self-awareness was eclipsed 

· by a deep distrust of both myself and others,

· by fearful feelings of inadequacy, ignorance and unworthiness, 

· by errant emotions of anger, guilt, and shame,

· by constant cravings for relief from all such self-experience.

A subsequent addiction to temporary highs failed to erase my foreboding sense of inner tragedy, and succeeded rather in its further deepening.  Only after I had entertained as much self-torment as I could withstand, did I choose to cease my own participation in continued adulteration of my being.  I began the long crawl out of my self-loathing, in commitment to the recovery of my original self-awareness.

My awakening from the eclipse of my beneficial presence was triggered by the joint discovery of the Christopher Morley poem cited above, and a statement of psychologist Abraham Maslow:
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.

As I reflected on and contemplated how my childlike nature had likewise suffered such deterioration, I came to understand that there is really no such thing as a “bad” person.  There are only crazy-making situations that we learn how to accommodate – and thus perpetuate – when we fail to be uplifted by our elders’ well-meant efforting to “raise” us.
I also awakened to my own complicity in the “flattening” of my being.  I recalled my spiteful determination, while I was still quite young, to withhold the expression of my goodness as I capitulated to the extinguishment of what my elders perceived as bad.  I vengefully immobilized my beneficence, thus trashing my childlike nature along with what was childish . . . and was thereby self-condemned to a chronic, gnawing, ever-growing agony of emptiness within.  
Upon this recollection of my own participation in the eclipse of my beneficial presence, I vowed to cease co-operating with the adulteration process.  Quickly did I learn that such cessation was far more easily vowed than immediately allowed.  Yet regardless of all difficulty, I have chosen to be a consciously recovering adult, dedicated to restoring my original self-awareness of unspoiled innocence and joy.

In the beginning of my recovery, I was caught up in the stories – my own and those of others – about the adulteration that we were all in recovery from. Persistently affirming my self-damage, I faithfully fueled my misery’s love of company.  Yet as long as I was focussed on the condition that my condition was still in, I could not clearly see beyond it.

And so eventually, with full ongoing honor and respect for the power of the conditioning from which I still am in recovery, I learned to focus my attention upon the prize that is being recovered: the state of my original self-awareness, which I call “Higher Sobriety.”

Celebrating My Initial Condition

(Each of this section’s paragraphs is further elaborated in the sections that follow.)
Higher Sobriety is my original self-awareness, whose originality is not “once upon a time” but throughout time.  What makes my original self-awareness eternally so is its power to re-originate itself at any time.  As I allow this self-awareness to originate my life in each new moment, I am further empowered to be the person that I truly am, even though I live in a world that would have me be somebody else.

Whenever (and so long as) I am in my worldly-conditioned awareness, I conform to its many demands upon me by re-creating my life in each new moment according to others’ expectations.  I live my life as if I were here to do someone else’s best, rather than my own.  My every day is a new reproduction of the previous day’s abdication to standards for my being that were set by others.  Only in original self-awareness do I activate my power of origin-ality, revealing first to myself and then to others the underlying grain of the who and what and how of my own being.

In original self-awareness,

· I am greater than any and all of my dependencies;

· I am greater than my inner and outer circumstances;

· I am greater than my foibles and shortcomings;

· I am greater than my past mistakes and future dreads;

· I am greater than my should be’s, could be’s, would be’s and if only’s;

· I am greater than my uncertainties, unforeseeables and unknowns;

· I am greater than the socialization of my cultural conditioning;

· I am greater than all pain I feel within me and all pains impinging upon me from without.

In original self-awareness, I exercise the self-dominion that preserves me undiminished by the powers and principalities of all other domains.  Thus during times of Higher Sobriety

· I feel freed from worldly concerns;

· I feel freed from being at the effect of any person, place, thing, condition, circumstance, situation, thought, idea, or moment of time forthcoming, passed, or present;

· I feel freed from all self-weakening dependencies of a physical, chemical, emotional, mental or spiritual nature;

· I feel freed from all constraints to living in fulfillment of the highest of my intentions.

It is not that worldly requirements and concerns cease to exist, rather that my continuing reliance upon the world ceases to be an impediment to my experience of self-dominion. The worldly “stuff” of my experience does not go away.  Yet in Higher Sobriety I continue to maintain all inner and outer necessity, without me being subservient to such necessities. 

Nor does dependency disappear from my awareness, for Higher Sobriety itself depends upon which of my ongoing dependencies is in command.  Original self-awareness prevails only as my dependence on myself is in conscious dominion of all other contingencies.  It is only when my self-dependence commands unconsciously that I default to being at the effect of my conditions.

In original self-awareness, my experiences of reliance, concern and dependence are perceived collectively as far less powerful than the self – my very own – that is aware of these experiences.

The self-awareness that I enjoy in Higher Sobriety is less the outcome of whatever I may do than it is the consequence of what I cease to do.  Such awareness eludes me whenever I

· insist on predetermined outcomes;

· resist unavoidable consequences of one or more preceding moments;

· persist in any other behaviors that obstruct;

· and otherwise participate in limiting my possibilities.

Higher Sobriety fills the remaining void when I avoid behavior that unnecessarily restricts full awareness of my choices.  Thus do I liberate my original self-awareness, not by “reprogramming” myself, but rather by removing the “bugs” from a program initially perfect.

Higher Sobriety is not a decision or conclusion forever made.  It is an eternal choosing reaffirmed in every moment, in recognition that my program, no matter how perfectly it may be executed, will forever be unfinished.

Higher Sobriety includes my honoring of a Grand Order and Design (often abbreviated as “G.O.D.”), wherein all dis-ease and pain that is local to my awareness may be surrendered to the universal harmony of cosmic joy.

Higher Sobriety ever awaits my perpetual election.  Being always at the choice of self-dominion by surrendering all other dependence to reliance on myself, I am likewise always the one who determines when I am on the path of Higher Sobriety.

The ever-originating self-awareness of Higher Sobriety is most accessible when I invoke it as a journey rather than a destination, when I assume it as my onward flow rather than as outcome of my aiming at some goal or culmination.

Higher Sobriety is for me the opposite of “going with” or “being in” the flow.  In Higher Sobriety I am aware of being my life’s very flow itself:

· I am, as water is, without friction.

· I flow around the edges of those within my path, surrounding within my ever-moving depths those who come to rest there—enfolding them, while never for a moment holding on;

· I accept whatever distance others are moved within my flow, being with them gently so long as they are with me, and filling with my own being the remaining space when they are left behind.

When dropping down life's rapids, I froth and bubble into fragments when I must, remembering that the one of me thus many will just as many times be one again.

And when I have gone as far as I can go, I quietly await my next beginning.

Such has been and is my experience of Higher Sobriety.

Forever New

Higher Sobriety is my original self-awareness, whose originality is not “once upon a time” but throughout time.  What makes my original self-awareness eternally so is its power to re-originate itself at any time.  As I allow this self-awareness to originate my life in each new moment, I am further empowered to be the person that I truly am, even though I live in a world that would have me be somebody else.

An oft-quoted Biblical passage proclaims that “there is nothing new under the sun” – as if the world has already “been there and done that” with reference to all possibilities.

Yet I am proof that this is not what’s so.  No matter what's been done before, or thought before, I am the one who is doing and thinking right here, right now. Never before has the universe happened in just the way that I do. 

There is always something new under the sun whenever someone new is doing it.  Thus, in my life and through my hands, the universe is taking shapes it has never had before . . . 

. . . unless I default on the universal promise to every human being:

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 
The admonition to “use it or lose it” becomes most consequential here, for it is far easier for me to express the vitality of my being than to recover the aliveness I have lost.  Just as wellness seems less effortful than recovering from a disease, so does maintaining the openness of my channel seem less effortful than reversing its constriction. And just as maintaining forward motion seems easier than overcoming stasis, so does sustaining what I have recovered of my original self-awareness seem far less challenging than the recovery process itself.  

In short: It is easier to be myself than to be (or get over being) like somebody else.  

Since I’m the only one of me the universe shall ever see, at being who I am I have no rival – while at being other than who I am, I am no one else's equal.  

Only when myself is all I try to be is my life no contest.

Re-setting My Course

Whenever (and so long as) I am in my worldly-conditioned awareness, I conform to its many demands upon me by re-creating my life in each new moment according to others’ expectations.  I live my life as if I were here to do someone else’s best, rather than my own.  My every day is a new reproduction of the previous day’s abdication to standards for my being that were set by others.  Only in original self-awareness do I activate my power of origin-ality, revealing first to myself and then to others the underlying grain of the who and what and how of my own being.

My waking moments were once dedicated to maintaining a course that I had set in prior moments long forgotten. I proceeded as if I were the course itself, rather than the one who was taking it.  Thus asleep to present moments, I lived as though I was no more than my continued story.  Persistently recreating the portion of my life’s course that lay behind me, I became a prisoner of my past.  

My reason for setting that past-perpetuating course escaped my ability to recall it.  Yet no such recollection was necessary for me to break its spell.  The only memory required of me was to recall my initial reason for taking any course: 
I am here to be of consequence,

to be more than my parents' child,

mere outcome of the latest in a series of matings

between persons almost all of whom I never knew,

and none of whom I can ever know

as well as I already know myself.

I am here to be of consequence,

to be more than a reaction or response

to other people and institutions

whose self-appointed or established purpose

is to shape, direct, instruct or otherwise conform me

to a pre-existing set of expectations.

I am here to be of consequence,

to be more than an extension

of prevailing trends and fashions,

of teachings, preachments and ideologies,

of wisdom handed down,

of reasons handed over,

of meanings that last only for a season.

I am here to be of consequence,

to be more than the caretaker

of the things that I possess,

the thoughts that I profess,

and the feelings that I express.

More than all of these,

I am here to be my own consequence,

to be all that became possible

when the universe chose to be itself

as me.

The ultimate reason to set any course is because it is congruent with the grain of my true being.

Walking My Course

In Higher Sobriety self-awareness,

· I am greater than any and all of my dependencies;

· I am greater than my inner and outer circumstances;

· I am greater than my foibles and shortcomings;

· I am greater than my past mistakes and future dreads;

· I am greater than my should be’s, could be’s, would be’s and if only’s;

· I am greater than my uncertainties, unforeseeables and unknowns;

· I am greater than the socialization of my cultural conditioning;

· I am greater than all pain I feel within me and all pains impinging upon me from without.

Etc.

GLOSSARY

Beneficial presence:

Being present in a way that benefits all concerned, oneself included.

Higher Sobriety: 

Original self-awareness, which is known to some as their “inner child,” “center” or “uncorrupted self,” and described by others as 

· “[our core being] who is never sick, who is never poor, unhappy; never confused or afraid . . . who is never caught by negative thought.” (Ernest Holmes)
· “the spark which a man may desecrate but never quite lose.” (Robert Browning)
Original self-awareness is described Biblically in terms of the awareness that created the universe: “And God saw every thing that he had made, and, behold, it was very good.” (Genesis 1:31)

Original self-awareness: 

See definition of “Higher Sobriety.”

GRIST

My self-dependency is ALWAYS in command of my other dependencies.

Release as Freedom From

I am never free, nor will I ever be, of my physical, emotional, mental and spiritual dependencies.  I can, however, choose to be free from these dependencies.  

It is what I choose to be free from that largely determines my freedom to.  There is much that I am unfree to do and have, as long as I am unfree to be the way that such doing and having requires.

How could anyone ever tell you

you were anything less than beautiful?

How could anyone ever tell you

you were less than whole?

How could anyone fail to notice

that your loving is a miracle,

how deeply you’re connected to my soul?

-©1990 Libby Roderick
Bring to me your broken wings,

bring me your empty sky.

Rest your trembling heart in mine,

I’ll sing you a lullaby. 

Paint for me your blackest night,

I’ll paint for you the Milky Way.

Give me your faded childhood dream,

I’ll give you the color of days.
Someone you trusted but never knew

twisted your joy into shame.

They wounded you and walked way

and somehow you’ve taken the blame.

But the fault is not yours,

you are not to blame.

So don’t let yourself listen to the lies . . .

Come and find your innocence,

come find the faith of a child again.

Hear far below the lies you were told.

Come and let the healing begin.

-©1992 Michael John Poirier

When the anger has died and the shame disappears.

With the echoes of lives spoken over the years.

And accepted no more, we let go of the fear.

There’s nothing left but forgiveness.

After heartache, and sorrow, and love that has died.

And the most bitter feelings we kept deep inside.

Fade nothing, as lessons of life realized.

There’s nothing left but forgiveness.

When the reasons have vanished their power is gone.

And the places they took us, have led us back home.

And the hatred, forgotten, has left us alone.

There’s nothing left but forgiveness.

Only so far we’ll go ‘till this knot is untied.

And the anger and heartache no longer denied.

Til we stand in the silence and then realized.

There’s nothing left but forgiveness.
-©1992 Linda Webb-Khakaba

Dear Louise,

In my estimation, Hay House is the only publisher capable of doing full justice to the enclosed manuscript on self-dominion, which has been 35 years in the writing since my remission of leukemia described therein.  Written, rewritten, and re-rewritten ad infinitum, it never came out “just write” for me – until now.  It has taken this long for its fullness of time as a message apropos to the world-wide urgency for forgiveness to which the world is only now becoming wide awake.

There is more than just a book here.  The original poems and songs herein lend themselves to cards, posters and a CD.  If these additional marketables are not of interest to Hay House, I will make other arrangements for their production and distribution.

The full emergence of this manuscript, like the first olive out of the bottle, frees many more to tumble forth as well.  I have thousands of pages of other writing likewise ready to come to light.

I am masterful in public discourse of my material and its subject, whether on stage, radio or TV.

If this book is treated from the beginning as a best seller, so will it be.  I am far more interested in the number of people it reaches than I am in any other benefit.

A biographical statement is attached.

Beyond sharing these opinions I have nothing further to say, knowing that the manuscript speaks for itself.

This book has been 35 years in the writing, beginning with my remission of leukemia described herein.  Written, rewritten, and re-rewritten ad infinitum, it never came out “just write” for me – until now.  It has taken this long for it to come to term in the fullness of its time, its message being apropos to the world-wide urgency for forgiveness to which the world is only now becoming wide awake.

My life began at the age of 29.  My previous years were but a preparation for its beginning.  Until the summer of 1965, with momentary exceptions, my life was mostly something that happened to me.  Since then, my life has been, more and more, something that now is happening from me.  

In that summer I was hospitalized with a diagnosis of leukemia.  Refusing to entertain the possibility of my life’s end, I instead engaged in deep introspection of what I had left to do.  The rest of my life became the passionate center of my attention.  I yearned to know the emerging nature of the world in which I would live it.  

My introspection was fueled by many books with which I had brought for consultation: etc.

Their demands were existentially unquenchable.  No heaven on Earth could quench the hell of their angst.

King Arthur: What does a man do when he is incredibly sad?

Merlin: He learns from it.
We shall not cease from exploration, and the end of all our exploring will be to arrive where we started and know the place for the first time. -T.S. Eliot

Men occasionally stumble over the truth, but most of them pick themselves up and hurry off as if nothing ever happened. -Winston Churchill

All I have seen teaches me to trust the Creator for all I have not seen. -Ralph Waldo Emerson

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

Psychology can straighten up our house. Only Spirit can clean it. –Lloyd Strom

It is only when we realize that life is taking us nowhere that it begins to have meaning. -P.D. Ouspensky

It’s what you learn after you know it all that counts. -John Wooden
There are three kinds of illness: physical, mental, and spiritual. Physical sickness is due to different forms of toxic conditions, diseases, and accidents. Mental sickness is caused by fear, worry, anger, and other emotional imbalances. Soul sickness is due to man’s ignorance of his true relationship with God. -Paramahansa Yogananda
Enjoy yourself.  If you can’t enjoy yourself, enjoy somebody else. -Jack Schaefer
You’ve got to be taught before its too late, before you are six, or seven, or eight, to hate all the people your relatives hate.  You’ve got to be carefully taught. -Oscar Hammerstein II, “South Pacific”

Most of the sorrow in the world is because of this: speech---what people talk. If they kept their lips tight, ninety percent of the problems in the world would be over. – Sri Sri Ravi Shankar
The highest wisdom is loving kindness. -The Talmud
You don’t learn from things, you learn from people.

When you reveal yourself to people you become a teacher.

-Leo Buscaglia

There’s no such thing as genius.

Some kids are less damaged than others.

-Bucky Fuller

The biggest mountain that my faith has to move

is to get myself out of the way.

-Joe Obregon

There are said to be creative pauses,
pauses that are as good as death,
empty and dead as death itself.
And in these awful pauses,
the evolutionary change takes place.

-D. H. Lawrence

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.

-Robert Frost
He not busy being born is busy dying.  

–Bob Dylan
You are what your deep, driving desire is.
As your desire is, so is your will.
As your will is, so is your deed.
As your deed is, so is your destiny
-The Upanishads (Eknath Easwaran trans.)
If you asked me what I came into this world to do,
I will tell you: I CAME TO LIVE OUT LOUD.
-Emile Zola
Only those who will risk going too far
can possibly find out how far one can go.
-T.S. Eliot
Intention organizes its own fulfillment.
-Deepak Chopra
One can never consent to creep
when one feels an impulse to soar.
-Helen Keller
To see the world in a grain of sand
And Heaven in a wild flower
Hold infinity in the palm of your hand
And eternity in an hour.
-William Blake
I suffer, therefore I am.
-Many of us, much of the time
You can check out any time you want,
but you can never leave.
-Hotel California
Unless I'm looking at what isn't there,
my happiness is all that I can see.
-A Course in Miracles
We are all students at M.S.U. . . . Making Stuff Up. 

-Marilyn Ferguson
Measurement measures measurement's means. 

-John Cage 

Speech is but broken light upon the depth of the unspoken.

-George Eliot 

>> >            Justice - When you get what you deserve.

>> >            Mercy - When you don’t get what you deserve.

>> >            Grace - When you get what you don’t deserve.

-Anon.

In all of his bestsellers, the Divine has told the truth -
custom-tailored to the comprehension of the times.
-Hearts and Sand
Reach out your hand, if your cup is empty,
if your cup is full, may it be again.
Let it be known, there is a fountain
that was not built by the hands of man.
There is a road, no simple highway,
between the dawn and the dark of night.
And if you go, no one can follow.
This path is for your steps alone.
-"Ripple" (Robert Hunter & The Grateful Dead)
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.

-W. H. Murray

Tao Te Ching, Chapter 28, James Legge: http://classics.mit.edu/Lao/taote.html 

1.
Who knows his manhood's strength, 
Yet still his female feebleness 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.

Who knows how white attracts, 
Yet always keeps himself within black's shade, 
The pattern of humility displayed, 
Displayed in view of all beneath the sky; 
He in the unchanging excellence arrayed, 
Endless return to man's first state has made.

Who knows how glory shines, 
Yet loves disgrace, nor e'er for it is pale; 
Behold his presence in a spacious vale, 
To which men come from all beneath the sky. 
The unchanging excellence completes its tale; 
The simple infant man in him we hail.

The world is formed by thought, whether God’s or ours, and when we cannot tell one from another, we have arrived.  -Darrell Gudmundson 
Your ability to alter the universe is in direct proportion to your ability to be with what is so. -The Forum

And now here is my secret, a very simple secret:  It is only with the heart that one can see rightly; what is essential is invisible to the eye. -Antoine de Saint-Exupéry 
There are two kinds of people, those who do the work and those who take the credit.  Try to be in the first group; there is less competition there. -Indira Gandhi
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. -Innersource (as Bobbie Gonder)
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
> There is a current, a movement of life in us that says, “Let go of your > preconceived ideas, let go of what you’ve thought...trust me.  Trust > me enough to love me enough to let me lead you.”  That’s how we love. > We love God enough to let God lead us.  I know that current is speaking > to you today.  I know that current knows its way home. ->  Mary Manin Morrissey
Always the law maintains the individuality of the seed as it creates the plant:  never does it contradict the right of the seed to be what it really is  -Ernest Holmes
Nothing changes more consistently than the past.  The past that influences our lives is not what actually happened but what we believe happened.  –Gerald W. Johnson
The only words you can speak and be identified with wisely, are, “I am my own understanding of God.” –Emma Curtis Hopkins
How many ideas go unexplored because people lack the courage to fail?  -Wilbur M. McFeeley
Life shrinks or expands in proportion to one’s courage. – Anaïs Nin

The only thing necessary for the triumph of evil is for good [people] to do nothing. -Edmund Burke
(The original was “good men”)
Compassion is giving others permission to evolve at their own pace. – San Graal School of Sacred Geometry  [We do not require the authority of a galactic authority to recognize that this is a worthy prime directive for earthly trekkers as well.]
Nothing but sorrow can come from confusing who you think you are with who you truly are.  -Roland Jarka


Men’s natures are alike; it is their habits that separate them.  –Confucius

The only block to enlightenment is not accepting ourselves as we are.  -Roland Jarka

Many people have a wrong idea of what constitutes true happiness. It is not attained through self-gratification, but through fidelity to a purpose.  -Helen Keller
If we could read the secret history of our enemies we should find in each man’s life sorrow and suffering enough to disarm all hostility.  –Longfellow

What we observe is not nature itself, but nature exposed to our method of questioning. -Werner Heisenberg
Physical concepts are free creations of the human mind, and are not, however it may seem, uniquely determined by the external world. In our endeavor to understand reality we are somewhat like a man trying to understand the mechanism of a closed watch. He sees the face and the moving hands, even hears its ticking, but he has no way of opening the case. If he is ingenious he may form some picture of a mechanism which could be responsible for all the things he observes, but he may never be quite sure his picture is the only one which could explain his observations. He will never be able to compare his picture with the real mechanism and he can not even imagine the possibility or the meaning of such a comparison. -Albert Einstein
Two Zen monks were approaching town on a windy day. Observing a flag flapping noisily in the wind, one of them commented thereupon. "No," said the other. "It is not the flag that is waving. The wind is waving."
A vigorous argument ensued, in which no agreement was reached. So they consulted their master. "Tell us," they asked, "is it the flag or the wind that is waving?"
"Neither," said the master. "Your minds are waving." 

There is a theory which states that if ever anybody discovers exactly what the Universe is for and why it is here, it will instantly disappear and be replaced by something even more bizarre and inexplicable.
There is another theory which states that this has already happened. -Douglas Adams
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.

I know great earth changes have been predicted for the future, so if you’re looking to avoid earthquakes, my advice is simple. When you find a fault, just don’t dwell on it.

There’s no need to change the world. All we have to do is toilet train the world, and we’ll never have to change it again. -From: Funny-Bone <join-funny-bone@lists.spunge.org>’
Somewhere there are people to whom we can speak without having the words catch in our throats.  Somewhere a circle of hands will open to receive us, eyes will light up as we enter, voices will celebrate us whenever we come into our own power.  Community means strength that joins our strength to do the work that needs to be done.  Arms to hold us when we falter.  A circle of healing.  A circle of friends.  Some place where we can be free. –Starhawk      
Religion always needs defending; truth never does  for it is self-revealing, self-vindicating, self-evident… Your answers to the riddle of life lie not "outside," but rather reside where you least expected to find them...within yourself, for you are an endless repository of truth yet to be discovered. -Ransom L. Webster 
Don Blanding when someone reacted to his statement of his spiritual convictions by exclaiming, “Oh dear, I certainly hope that you are not a lost soul!” “My dear sir, do you believe that God is all in all?” Don asked.  “Of course I do.” was the reply. “Then would you please tell me where I would go to get lost?”

The religious power of the Earth will undergo in us a final crisis: that of its own discovery.  We are beginning to understand, and for ever, that the only acceptable religion for man is the one that will teach him first of all to recognize, love and passionately serve this universe of which he is the most important element.  –Teilhard de Chardin
The soul that is always grateful lives nearer the true, the good, the beautiful, and the perfect than anyone else in existence.  -Christian D. Larson, The Ideal Made Real
When a man or a woman has a spiritual awakening, the most important meaning of it is that he has now become able to do, feel, and believe that which he could not do before on his unaided strength and resources alone.  He has been granted a gift which amounts to a new state of consciousness and being.  He has been set on a path which tells him he is really going somewhere, that life is not a dead end, not something to be endured or mastered.  In a very real sense he has been transformed, because he has laid hold of a source of strength which, in one way or another, he had hitherto denied himself.  He finds himself in possession of a degree of honesty, tolerance, unselfishness, peace of mind, and love of which he had thought himself quite incapable.  What he has received is a free gift, and yet usually, at least in some small part, he has made himself ready to receive it.”   (Twelve Steps and Twelve Traditions, P. 110)

I believe human beings are not violent by nature. Unlike lions and tigers, we are not naturally equipped to kill with sharp teeth and claws. From a Buddhist viewpoint, I believe that the basic nature of every sentient being is pure, that the deeper nature of mind is something pure. Human beings become violent because of negative thoughts which arise as a result of their environment and circumstances.  Message Supporting a Global Moratorium on the Death Penalty by the Dalai Lama
When you plant lettuce, if it does not grow well, you don't blame the lettuce. You look for reasons it is not doing well. It may need fertilizer, or more water, or less sun. You never blame the lettuce. 

Yet if we have problems with our friends or family, we blame the other person. But if we know how to take care of them, they will grow well, like the lettuce. Blaming has no positive effect at all, nor does trying to persuade using reason and arguments. 

That is my experience. No blame, no reasoning, no argument, just understanding. -Thich Nhat Hahn, Peace is Every Step
There is a light that this world cannot give. Yet you can give it, as it was given you.  And as you give it, it shines forth to call you from the world and follow it. For this light will attract you as nothing in this world can do. And you will lay aside the world and find another.  This other world is bright with love which you have given it. And here will everything remind you of your Father and His holy Son. Light is unlimited, and spreads across this world in quiet joy. All those you brought with you will shine on you, and you will shine on them in gratitude because they brought you here. Your light will join with theirs in power so compelling, that it will draw the others out of darkness as you look on them.  -A Course In Miracles
When a civilization is without a cosmology it is not only cosmically violent, but cosmically lonely and depressed. Is it possible that the real cause of the drug, alcohol, and entertainment addictions haunting our society is not so much the "drug lords" of other societies but the cosmic loneliness haunting our own? Perhaps alcohol is a liquid cosmology and drugs are a fast-fix cosmology for people lacking a true one. An astute observer of human nature in our time, psychiatrist Alice Miller, understands the opposite of depression not to be gaiety but vitality. How full of vitality are we these days? And how full of vitality are our institutions of worship, education, politics, economics? –Matthew Fox
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
Once when my children asked me what God is, I replied that God is the deepest inside of everything. We were eating grapes, and they asked whether God was inside the grapes. When I answered, “Yes,” they said, “Let’s cut one open and see.” Cutting the grape, I said, “That’s funny, I don’t think we have found the real inside. We’ve found just another outside. Let’s try again.” So I cut one of the halves and put the other in one of the children’s mouths. “Oh dear, “ I exclaimed, “we seem to have just some more outsides!” Again I gave one quarter to one of the children and split the other. “Well, all I see is still another outside,” I said, eating one eighth part myself. But just as I was about to cut the other, my little girl ran for her bag and cried, “Look! Here is the inside of my bag, but God isn’t there.” “No,” I answered, “that isn’t the inside of your bag. That’s the inside-outside, but God is the inside-inside and I don’t think that we’ll ever get at it.” –Alan Watts

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

I am constantly challenged to be myself in a world that expects me to be like everyone else.  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.
I am yet to experience a reality prior to my becaming aware of it. I must first detect a reality before I can perceive and experience it. Yet my perception governs which realities I may or may not detect, because rather than experiencing reality the way it is, I experience reality the way I am.
Since my very perception of reality contributes to its creation, and since shifts in my perception alter that creation, I experience reality as insurmountably ambiguous.
Ambiguity is "built in" to my reality because, as Ernest Holmes observed (quoting St. Augustine), "the thing I am looking for is the thing I am looking with." Making stuff up is the inevitable consequence of having my own perspective built into every examination of reality that I make. Reality invariably accommodates the assumptions and design limitations inherent in my examining apparatus, whether sensory, extrasensory, mechanical or electronic. By reality’s very design, therefore, I am without any way of knowing what a particular reality is like when I am not interacting with it.
My ambiguous relationship with reality may seem so obvious that it doesn't bear mentioning. Nevertheless, it is the occasion of much puzzlement, uncertainty and sometimes confusion in my life - and, I daresay, in the lives of almost everyone who reads these words.
This ambiguity has enormous implications for everyone's life. It means, essentially, that in the process of detecting, perceiving and experiencing reality, we are all making stuff up about reality. 
· Whatever may be the nature of reality independent of my detection of it, that nature cannot be known consciously by me. Only those aspects of reality that I am aware of can be consciously perceived and experienced by me.
· An uncountable number of ways exist for me to perceive reality, and each of these ways shapes and limits what I can and cannot detect. My experience of reality is always a reflection of the limits of my chosen perception.
· My relationship with reality, in other words, is a participatory one. I construct my reality according to my choices of what and how to perceive.
· I experience reality as constant - a given - only as I continue to make the same perceptual choices from moment to moment.
· My experience of reality changes only when and as I choose a new and therefore different way to perceive it.
All of the foregoing is as true for everyone else as it is for me. We all participate in the creation of - making stuff up about - our reality.
Realities are optional. Creating them is not. Every perception of reality contributes something to its creation.
This is a strong incentive for me to choose my realities wisely.
As I forgive, my world is healed accordingly.

I surrender my pain (render it unto) life.

Religion and natural science are fighting a joint battle in an incessant, never relaxing crusade against skepticism and against dogmatism, against disbelief and against superstition, and the rallying cry in this crusade has always been, and always will be: "On to God!" -Max Planck
Today there is a wide measure of agreement, which on the physical side of science approaches almost to unanimity, that the stream of knowledge is heading towards a non-mechanical reality; the universe begins to look more like a great thought than like a great machine. Mind no longer appears as an accidental intruder into the realm of matter; we are beginning to suspect that we ought rather to hail it as the creator and governor of the realm of matter.  -Sir James Jeans

Nature appears to consist of things,
of stuff we call matter,
but more correctly may be said
to consist of patterns of energy....

At the quantum level
nature miraculously springs into being
as a set of mere probabilities
and upward from these elaborates itself
into ever more complex intersections
or relationships of relationships....

Where patterns live -
and here on Earth is so far
the only known dwelling place of living patterns,
which we call biological organisms -
they reach out tropistically,
ever-evolving,
to become something else,
arguably something higher or better.
-Home From Nowhere, p. 82
...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
My relationship to reality is like a blind man's attempt to determine the nature of a snowflake by touching it. Reality always "melts" into forms that correspond to the composition of my perception. Reality eludes me by cosmic design, as a consequence of my own interconnectivity with the whole, an interconnectivity that inevitably alters whatever my thoughts or deeds may touch upon. -The Wizard of Is
It's all irrelative anywho!! -Swami Atmeshugenanda

Nature is not physical reality, but physical reality as it makes itself known through inner, subjective reality. -Barbara Dewey
The only pure myth is the idea of a science devoid of all myth. -Michel Serres
The mind, I believe, exists in some very real sense in the universe. But is it primary or an accidental consequence of something else? The prevailing view among biologists seems to be that the mind rose accidentally out of molecules of DNA or something. I find that very unlikely.
It seems more reasonable to think that mind was a primary part of nature from the beginning and we are simply manifestations of it at the present stage of history. It's not so much that mind has a life of its own but that mind is inherent in the way the universe is built, and life is nature's way to give mind opportunities it wouldn't otherwise have . . . . So mind is more likely to be primary and life secondary rather than the other way around. –Freeman Dyson
Similarly, in his book, Infinite in All Directions, Dyson wrote :
It appears to me that the tendency of mind to infiltrate and control matter is a law of nature . . . . The infiltration of mind into the universe will not be permanently halted by any catastrophe or by any barrier that I can imagine. If our species does not choose to lead the way, others will do so, or may already have done so. If our species is extinguished, others will be wiser or luckier. Mind is patient. Mind has waited for 3 billion years on this planet before composing its first string quartet. It may have to wait for another 3 billion years before it spreads all over the galaxy. I do not expect that it will have to wait so long. But if necessary, it will wait. The universe is like a fertile soil spread out all around us, ready for the seeds of mind to sprout and grow. Ultimately, late or soon, mind will come into its heritage. What will mind choose to do when it informs and controls the universe? That is a question which we cannot hope to answer. 
There shall be a new church founded on moral science; at first cold and naked, a babe in a manger again, the algebra and mathematics of ethical law. The church of men to come, without shawms or psaltery or sackbut; but it will have heaven and earth for its beams and rafters; science for symbol and illustration; it will fast enough gather beauty, music, picture, poetry. It shall send man home to his central solitude. The nameless power, the super-personal heart – he shall repose alone on that. He needs only his own verdict. – Ralph Waldo Emerson

I am very accommodating. I ask no questions. I accept whatever you give me. I do whatever I am told to do. I do not presume to change anything you think, say, or do; I file it all away in perfect order, quickly and efficiently, and then I return it to you exactly as you gave it to me. Sometimes you call me your memory. I am the reservoir into which you toss anything your heart or mind chooses to deposit there. I work night and day; I never rest, and nothing can impede my activity. The thoughts you send me are categorized and filed, and my filing system never fails. I am truly your servant who does your bidding without hesitation or criticism. I cooperate when you tell me that you are "this" or "that" and I play it back as you give it. I am most agreeable. Since I do not think, argue, judge, analyze, question, or make decisions, I accept impressions easily. I am going to ask you to sort out what you send me, however; my files are getting a little cluttered and confused. I mean, please discard those things that you do not want returned to you. What is my name? Oh, I thought you knew! I am your subconscious.  -Margaret E. White

We all look forward to the day when science and religion shall walk hand in hand through the visible to the invisible. -Ernest Holmes
The future man shall be so far above
The race that walks the earth today he would
Appear among us as a god; yet he
Will be the common man; nor will there be
Such selfish aims as now divide mankind;
Illusion of false values will dissolve
into their native nothingness and things
Ephemeral and transient of this earth
Shall pass away, and by the second birth,
The field of consciousness shall so expand
All sons of earth shall reach the Promised Land.
-Ernest Holmes
There is always a reciprocal action
between the Universal and the individual mind.
-E.H.
There is a Universal Wholeness
seeking expression through everything..
-E.H.
We are so at One with the Whole
that what is true of It is also true of us. -E.H.

We are evoluted by reason of the divine pattern and not the divine plan – there are no divine plans. That would be finite. -E.H. 

All nature waits on man's recognition of and co-operation with her laws, and is always ready to obey his will; but man must use Nature's forces in accordance with her laws, and in co-operation with her purposes – which is goodness, truth, and beauty – if he wishes to attain self-mastery. -E.H.

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. -E.H.

Through all the ages, one increasing purpose runs, and that purpose can be no less than the evolution of the highest spiritual attributes of [hu]mankind. -E.H.
We can see that no two blades of grass are alike and yet they are blades of grass; no two trees are alike and no two people are alike.... [T]here are generic or cosmic patterns of everything that exists. Within each generic or cosmic pattern is the individualization of the infinite members of the one generic pattern. I am not a monkey, I am a man. A rose is not a cactus. An acorn can only become an oak tree. Everything in the universe is sharply individualized. -E.H.
Life is one perfect Wholeness.
The Universe is a Unit.
God is One.
--Ernest Holmes
Everything in the universe exists for the harmonious good of every other part. The universe is forever uniting what is harmonious and diminishing what is not. (17) –Ernest Holmes

The first great discovery man made was that he could think. This was the day when he first said "I am." This marked his first day of personal attainment. From that day, man became an individual and had to make all further progress himself. From that day, there was no compulsory evolution; he had to work in conscious union with Life. (SOM, p.72, Italics added.)

The evolution of man brings him arbitrarily to a place where true individuality functions. From that day, a further evolution must be through his conscious co-operation with Reality. 
We are a part of the evolution of human destiny, we are a part of the unfoldment of the Divine Intelligence in human affairs. [This unfoldment] has reached the point of conscious and deliberate cooperation with that principle of evolution and out-push of the creative urge of the Spirit, on this planet at least, to bring about innumerable centers which It may enjoy.
Man awakes to self-consciousness, finding himself already equipped with a mentality, a body and an environment. Gradually he discovers one law of nature after another, until he conquers his environment through his knowledge of the nature of those laws. Everywhere he finds that nature does his bidding, in so far as he understands her laws and uses them along the lines of their inherent being. He must first obey nature and she will then obey him. 
Evolution has brought man to a point of self expression and it can do no more for him until he consciously co-operates with it.
All nature waits on man's recognition of and co-operation with her laws, and is always ready to obey his will; but man must use Nature's forces in accordance with her laws, and in co-operation with her purposes—which is goodness, truth, and beauty—if he wishes to attain self-mastery.
...all scientific advance is based on the supposition that any law of nature will respond to us when we comply with it.
In such degree as our thinking is in accord with the original Nature, the same orderly procession of harmonious ideas will operate in our affairs that is already operating in that larger world which we experience but neither create nor control. This leaves us individual freedom within the law of universal harmony, individual will within a universal co-ordinating will. –Ernest Holmes
It seems as though a persistent purpose were being carried out, that anything which does not comply with this purpose must become submerged in the backwash of evolution, that that which is more nearly right may come forward. The world has reached a dramatic climax in its history. It has unlocked so much of the physical resources of the universe that unless this enormous power is used constructively it can well destroy it. The world stands on the brink of a great abyss, a terrific regression, or, it if choose, faces the horizon of a glorious day, a new age. –Ernest Holmes

The world is undergoing the death throes of an old order and the travail of a new birth, and whether or not it remains suspended in a state of indeterminate coma or passes immediately into the Heaven of Divine Promise, will depend entirely upon how many of its ancient corpses it is willing to loose. It is as certain as that the laws of nature are immutable, that some day this transition will take place, some day the world will be reborn, resurrected into a consciousness of unity, cooperation, love and collective security. – Ernest Holmes

We are a part of the evolution of human destiny, we are a part of the unfoldment of the Divine Intelligence in human affairs. [This unfoldment] has reached the point of conscious and deliberate cooperation with that principle of evolution and out-push of the creative urge of the Spirit, on this planet at least, to bring about innumerable centers which It may enjoy. –Ernest Holmes

Man as we now know him is incomplete, and those vague feelings and subtle senses of interior awareness which arise within him are gentle but persistent prophecies of still greater achievements. –Ernest Holmes
It would be wonderful indeed if a group of persons should arrive on earth who were for something and against nothing. This would be the summum bonum of human organization, wouldn't it? –Ernest Holmes
When we use our creative imagination in strong faith, it will create for us, out of the One Substance, whatever we have formed in thought. In this way man becomes a Co-Creator with God. -Ernest Holmes
“We cannot beat Nature at its own game for we are some part of the game She is playing.”
Nature will not let us stay in any one place too long. She will let us stay just long enough to gather the experience necessary to the unfolding and advancing of the soul. This is a wise provision, for should we stay here too long, we would become too set, too rigid, too inflexible. Nature demands the change in order that we should advance.
...individual mentalities...are in sympathetic vibration with each other, [and] more or less mingle and receive suggestions from one another. This is the meaning of mental influence, which is indeed a very real thing. (14) ...we are all doubtless communicating with one another to the degree that we sympathetically vibrate toward each other. (15) –Ernest Holmes
A clergyman was walking down the street when he came upon a group of about a dozen boys, all of them between 10 and 12 years of age.  The group surrounded a dog. Concerned the boys might be hurting the dog, he went over and asked “What are you doing with that dog?” 

One of the boys replied, “This dog is just an old neighborhood stray. We all want him, but only one of us can take him home. So we’ve decided that whichever one of us can tell the biggest lie will get to keep the dog.” 

Of course, the reverend was taken aback. “You boys shouldn’t be having a contest telling lies!” he exclaimed. He then launched into a ten minute sermon against lying, beginning, “Don’t you boys know it’s a sin to lie,”  and ending with, “Why, when I was your age, I never told a lie.” 

There was dead silence for about a minute. 

Just as the reverend was beginning to think he’d gotten through to them, the smallest boy gave a deep sigh and said, “All right, give him the dog.” 

