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About This Booklet

Who you are speaks so loudly,

I cannot hear what you say.

-Ralph Waldo Emerson

The following pages, concerning my recovery of my self-dominion, are the opening section of a forthcoming book that highlights my personal journey of forgiveness.  All of the experience herein referenced to forgiveness could as readily be referenced to intention, and much of it is implicitly about intention.  Hence this document’s inclusion in this course.

These pages are written entirely in the first person, since the only forgiveness upon which I am an authority is the forgiveness that I myself have authored.   Such self-dominion is the only true author-ity: the mindful authorship of my own experience, and the willingness to let others’ experience of me be my only endeavor at persuasion.

I have found no other way to assure the congruence of who I am with the words I speak – at least the possibility that when you look at me, what you see is what you get because they are the same.

About This Booklet

Who you are speaks so loudly,

I cannot hear what you say.

-Ralph Waldo Emerson

The following pages, concerning my recovery of my self-dominion, are the opening section of a forthcoming book that highlights my personal journey of forgiveness.  The document is written entirely in the first person, since the only forgiveness upon which I am an authority is the forgiveness that I myself have authored.  

Self-dominion is the only true author-ity: the mindful authorship of my own experience, and the willingness to accept and allow that others’ experience of me is my ultimate power of persuasion.  Only with such willingness may I assure optimum congruence of who I am with the words I speak – and thus the possibility that when you look at me, what you see is what you get because they are the same.

Setting Myself Up:

The Virtual Reality of Forgiveness and Self-Dominion

These pages are written entirely in the first person, since the only forgiveness upon which I am an authority is the forgiveness that I myself have authored.   Such author-ity is the only true self-dominion: the mindful creation of my own experience, and the willingness to let others’ experience of me be my only endeavor at persuasion.  I have found no other way to assure the congruence of who I am with the words I speak and write, and thus the possibility that when you look at me, what you see is what you get because they are the same.

Reality Is an Inside Job

You can check out any time you want,

but you can never leave.

-The Eagles (Hotel California)

I am yet to have an experience that takes place in someone else’s awareness.  There is no such thing for me as external experience.  

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 inconsistent or fragmented the one in here may seem to be.  Everywhere I look and everywhere I go, the one who is looking and going is never “out there.”  Though the content of my experience may be external, all of my responses take place in my own awareness, never in another’s.  Every interaction in which I am engaged is experienced within myself.  All of my experience of “out there” takes place in here.

My outlook depends entirely on the one who is looking out because the only reality I know is my experience of it.  Even when I perceive what psychologists call “locus of control” to be “out there” rather than “in here,” this is just a misleading way of relating to my situation when I have lent others my power by yielding my inner steering wheel to their maneuvering.  Whether my relationship to reality is owned as my own, or is on loan to or borrowed from others, reality can be to me only what I’ve a mind for it to be.  There is no way for me to know things other than the way I experience them.  Hence, reality exists for me only in the image and likeness of my own imaging of the way things are.  This includes, of course, any acceptance of the way that others image things to be.

Though I create only a miniscule portion of my surrounding world and circumstances, I do create all of my relationships thereto.  Even when I subordinate myself to other’s direction, it is still I who make the choice of such subservience. My self-dominion is utterly obedient to my command, so user-friendly that even when I exercise its power to deny that such power exists, I am allowed a corresponding experience of powerlessness.

Though I sometimes do not have a choice of stimulus, such as honking horns or even perhaps a menacing gunman, I do always have a choice of response.  I am always subject to my own inner ruler, even when the rules I live by were invented by others and adopted by me unconsciously, or are chosen to be complied with under duress.  All choice of compliance, however strongly elicited, is entirely my own.  Abdicating to others’ perceptions does not change the central truth that I am still the one in charge of any perceptions that I may borrow.  Every choice of abdication, even though it be at gun-point, is still my own.  The gun does not take away my power of choice, as proven by the occasional person who chooses to die, however wisely or unwisely, rather than abdicate his or her own sense of what is the right thing to do.  

(As to having “good” sense and choosing wisely, the issue of wisdom is far more subordinate to my choosing than is the issue of my choice subordinate to wisdom.  My choice to ignore a gunman’s orders is absolute.  The wisdom of such choice is as relative as its consequences.  Choice is always the absolute to which wisdom and consequences are relative.)

I am always in self-dominion, even when I exercise its power against my own best interests or comply with others in ways that I would rather not.  I cannot abandon my self-dominion, because my self-dominion never abandons me.  Self-dominion is not subject to replacement.  Even when I exercise my self-dominion by choosing powerlessness, my self-negation is neither a replacement of nor an alternative to self-dominion.  Self-negation is merely a choice to exercise my self-dominion negatively.  

I am able to experience dissatisfaction with what’s “out there” only as long as I am the one who continues choosing to be dissatisfied.  When I have enjoyed all of the dissatisfaction that I am willing to experience, I can choose once again to steer myself toward circumstances and experiences that satisfy instead.  I have merely to cease exercising my self-dominion negatively, and choose instead to be mindfully aware and forgiving of my self-negating tendencies.  

Only as I mindfully exercise my self-dominion am I able to create a satisfactory life, forgiving all that I have formerly allowed to keep such satisfaction in abeyance.

One exercise of mindful choice is the “blue monkey” exercise, which occurred to me as I contemplated one of the most common illustrations of the power of suggestion, the commandment not to think of blue monkeys.  Regardless of how impossible it is to avoid the thought of blue monkeys when commanded not to have it, the thought is essentially neutral and powerless.  There is no charge on the thought.  So now, when I have a thought whose charge I would like to release, I all it a “blue monkey”, thus recognizing that the thought, in and of itself, need have no more power than does the thought of a blue monkey.

CONSEQUENCES: From such awareness I am also empowered to mitigate the consequences of my former self-negation.

The wise man in the storm prays to God, not for safety from danger, but for deliverance from fear. It is the storm within that endangers him, not the storm without. 

Ralph Waldo Emerson 

Encountering My Unruly Ruler

O nobly born, let not thy mind be distracted.

–The Tibetan Book of the Dead

All possibility of self-forgiveness, and of all other exercise of self-dominion, is uttered in two sentences by Rudolph Steiner:

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.
My first fully conscious encounter with what Steiner termed “the ruler within myself” was initially triggered by a daily impression of the outer world that I allowed to approach me in an aggravating manner.  Each morning as my wife and I were meditating, a pick-up truck arrived at the house next door and its driver honked to alert our neighbor of his ride to work.

I became increasingly furious with the driver of the truck.  One morning as our meditation ended, I angrily exclaimed, "If I had powers, I’d give that guy four flat tires!"

To which my wife quietly replied, "That's why you don't have powers."

I got her point: like the sorcerer’s apprentice, I am not to command such powers until I responsibly wield them.  So I admitted, “You’re right. If I did have powers, all I'd really do is bust his horn."

Again her gentle reply, "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."

To my surprise, my wife yet again quietly observed, "That's a bit better."

Now I felt truly perplexed, having assumed that the situation was well resolved.

I finally faced the real issue: I was projecting my difficulty "out there," as if the honking horn were the problem rather than my reactionary perception of it.  

I considered resolving the problem by changing the time of our meditation, but realized that this would likewise be a reaction.  The only satisfactory resolution was a non-reactionary perception of the circumstance.  It became quite obvious to me that the ruler within myself was called upon to cease being so unruly.

"If I had powers,” I affirmed to my wife a few mornings later, “I wouldn't be distracted by that horn."

“Yes,” she smiled.

[Image of cornucopia]

Life’s “horn of plenty” is as abundant with potential distractions as it is with potential satisfactions.  My relationship to this abundance is defined by which of these potentials I make actual.

Forgiveness is my release of the self-negation that denies my power to experience life positively.

Self-dominion is my power to choose such release.
Minding My Own Business 

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
Among all of the “powers” that I may now or ever have, one reigns eternally supreme over all the rest: my power of choice.  All other powers are subordinate to my choice of how I use them.

Concerning choiceful power, an analogy from Zen reminds me:

Though birds were to insist on flying around my head, I could keep them from nesting in my hair.  Similarly, when others’ consciousness is whirling about me, I can prevent it from lodging in my awareness.
And so it is with honking horns, which in most instances I automatically forgive as background noise that scarcely enters my conscious awareness, let alone takes lodging there.  In general, I leave honking horns to their business as I mind my own.  What better time to continue doing this than during my mediation, one purpose of which is to master the art of letting the rest of the world mind its business as I mind mine?

Nothing else serves my potential to be in forgiving self-dominion quite so powerfully as my ability to choose how I “mind” my business: the way I direct my attention, define what I perceive, and allow what I perceive to either pass from my awareness or to take lodging therein.  My power of choice is indeed what Steiner called the “ruler within myself,” for this power is the command post of my consciousness.  My choiceful power governs my mindset, which is the perceptual frame of reference that determines what I attend to, how I perceive it, and how it affects my thinking.  Whenever my attention becomes unruly, my ability to choose empowers me to reframe the mindset that rules it.

My mindset was reframed when I realized the true nature of my “powers.”  I understood that flattening tires, busting horns, or otherwise disabling external stimuli is the resort of a mindset whose governing frame of reference is force, rather than power.  When I resort to forcefulness, it’s because I feel that I don’t have power.  Force is my attempt to overpower the external world when I feel under-powered within, and thus experience the world as overpowering me.  True power is the exercise of my ability to accommodate the external world in such a way that neither I nor anyone else is overpowered.  I can now detect when my mind is set to “force”.  Such is the case when I experience myself endeavoring either to adjust to my circumstances or to adjust my circumstances to myself.  By instead endeavoring truly mutual accommodation, I can reset my mind to “power”.

While feeling overpowered by a honking horn, I thought only in terms of reciprocally overpowering it.  My mindset was ruling me according to the principle of force.  By realizing that “powers” could preclude my distraction, I created a choice between force and power.  I chose to break the rule of force that had governed my mindset to that point, and to adopt the rule of power.  With that change of mindset, I disabled my reaction to the honking horn rather than the horn itself.  Though the honking did not cease, it ceased to be an issue.

Every time I forgive, I shift my frame of reference from force to power.  The way I cease being distracted by something unforgiven is to realize that the distraction is within me, not in the unforgiven person or circumstance.  Only thus do I have “powers.”

In minding my own business, my power of choice is supreme over all my other powers.  My supreme exercise of this power is the choice to forgive.  

Ultimate Author-ity Is Mine

It appears that [our minds] do not record data but rather the patterns that connect data.  If this is the nature of memory, it must impose sharp limits – and probably distortions – on what we can think....  On an individual level [this] implies that each of us operates out of a unique set of patterns of thought derived from our own, individual matrix of relationships and associations.  These patterns which we assimilate over our lives must largely determine [how] we understand our own selves and beingness – and hence what we can become. –Marshall Pease

Past choices have set me up for my present experience of life, by programming what I pay attention to, when and how I attend, and the assessments of “what’s so” and “so what” that I assign to things attended, honking horns included.  My former choices literally set me up for today’s experience, which is why their accumulated patterning as my perceptual frame of reference is called a “mindset.”  My mindset is like the professor who lectures annually from the same tattered notes, priding himself on his years of experience while he has actually had only one year of experience repeated many times.  Until I make new choices, I habitually respond to present circumstances from a mindset beholden to past choices that blind me to alternatives.  

As the one who has authored my current mindset, I am the one (and only one) with the author-ity to revise it.  My authority of choiceful power is quite literally the inner “ruler” that calibrates the measurement of all that takes residence in my awareness.  The pattern of my former choices – the perceptual frame of reference that maintains my mindset – tends to function like an automatic pilot, converting the impressions of my outer and inner worlds into habitual, robotically triggered reactions that conform my present experience to whatever my past relationships and associations have set me up to perceive.  

All perception that I am subject to external rule is deceptive.  Nothing can rule me without my consent for it to do so.  I cannot have an experience in which I have not agreed to participate.  Nor can anyone “frame” me contrary to the frame of my own mindset.  Often my agreement has been unconscious, like the one that programmed me with resorts to force.  It is when my participatory agreement is unconscious that the illusion of external rule is most deceptive.

Rather than being external to me, what rules me is nothing more than myself in the act of choosing.  The cause of my perception is within me, not without.  Things perceived are not the ruler of my experience, even when I think they are and blame them accordingly.  Nor are my perceptions themselves my inner ruler, nor even my perceiving acts.  It is the one herein perceiving – the chooser – who is the ultimate ruler of my being.  I am the ultimate programmer of my mindset’s frame of reference.

In classes and public lectures, I sometimes illustrate this principle of rulership 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 asking was the cause.  Still others acknowledge the actual cause: their choice to comply with my request.  

The ultimate evidence of choiceful power in this exercise is the occasional person who does not act on my request, whose attention is not “distracted” by my waving.  On one such occasion someone argued, “Perhaps he wasn’t paying attention, and made no choice at all.”  In response, I could only rest my case: “Not paying attention is also a choice.  No one else is in charge of my not being present.  Inattention, like distraction, is an act (or innaction) of my own choosing.”

The good news about my power of choice is that when my life leaves something to be desired, I can choose to alter the mindset that makes my experience undesirable.

A little boy was overheard talking to himself as he strutted through the backyard, wearing his baseball cap and toting a ball and bat: “I’m the greatest hitter in the world,” he announced.  Then he tossed the ball into the air, swung at it, and missed.  “Strike One!” he yelled. 

Undaunted, he picked up the ball and said again, “I’m the greatest hitter in the world!”  He tossed the ball into the air. When it came down he swung again and missed. “Strike Two!” he cried.

The boy then paused a moment to examine his bat and ball carefully. He spit on his hands and rubbed them together. He straightened his cap and said once more, “I’m the greatest hitter in the world!”  Again he tossed the ball up in the air and swung at it.  He missed. “Strike Three!”  

“Wow!” he exclaimed. “I’m the greatest pitcher in the world!”

Forgiving myself for what I don’t do well frees me to experience something greater.

Being Other Wise

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
The reactions that are conditioned by my mindset are like the ammunition in a loaded gun, set to go off whenever somebody or something “pulls my trigger.”  Identifying my own “trigger” allows me to disarm myself of unforgiveness.

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 care what I think until they first think that I am caring.  Yet the more deeply I do care, and the more I care about, the more likely will some of my anticipations be unfulfilled.  All my unforgiveness of others is triggered by their “failure” to fulfill my anticipations.  Though I perceive their “failure” as the cause of my disappointment, I am actually at the effect of my chosen expectations.  

To have hopes and expectations without being at the effect of their disappointment is a great challenge.  My challenge is to recognize that all disappointments, of themselves, hurt me far less than do my reactions to them.  Hopes, expectations and disappointment are inevitable.  Only when I choose to disarm myself of reactions that are hurtful to all concerned, am I free to respond with understanding that honors my anticipations while healing my disappointments.

As my mindset’s ultimate programmer, I am also the one empowered to debug any reactions that I have added to the program, disarming myself of “ammunition” that circumstance may trigger.  Such debugging is the essence of all forgiveness. 
An Evolutionary Pause

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
Merely knowing that I am my own mindset’s programmer, and that I am likewise the only one who can correct its program, is insufficient to make me an all-powerful debugger thereof.  Being aware of glitches in my self-programming does not confer an automatic remedy, even when I know that the glitches are running my life.  I tend instead to be like the frustrated subject of Peter Ouspensky’s novel, The Strange Life of Ivan Osokin.  

Osokin was allowed to live his life all over again from early childhood, only to discover that he invariably perpetuated the same mistakes that he made the first time around.  Unlike the hero of the movie Groundhog Day, or those of the television show Second Time Around, Osokin failed to access his power to make different choices as the events of his life were repeated.

I recently experienced a distressing analog to Osokin’s dilemma while attending an international conference on forgiveness sponsored by the Findhorn Organization in Scotland in October, 1999.   I was in attendance there because of my involvement with the International Forgiveness Day project, whose objective is to establish the Day as a global holiday, officially celebrated on the first Sunday of August everywhere in the world by the year 2005.  

For no discernable reason, my conference experience evoked an immediate, stark awareness of my behavioral programming.  I witnessed my behavior being directed in most cases on the basis of past experience, by a mindset that inhibited me from choosing preferred alternatives that were obviously available to me in the present.  For much of this automatic direction I was actually grateful, as it kept me from having to deal with distractions that I had earlier learned to set aside.  Yet my frame of mind also enthralled me in remaining patterns of distraction that I would rather have discontinued. 

I experienced myself floundering in a trap of unresolved self-contradiction between my innate and acquired values.  My intent to enroll others in the International Forgiveness Day project was preventing me from being fully present with them.  I was driven by an automatic inclination to relate to many of the conferees only as a means to the end of fulfilling my own agenda, rather than being drawn to them for their innate worth.  When I endeavored to override this inclination, I found myself further driven by an automatic reluctance to take the steps – and time – to establish intrinsic relationships at the perceived expense of fulfilling my agenda.   

Though I was certain there was a way to be simultaneously present and faithful to my intention, I failed to find the way.  To my dismay, mere awareness of ordinarily unconscious behavioral processes was insufficient to my transcendence of their enthrallment.  My moments of genuine presence with my conference colleagues were the exception rather than the rule.  
As the conference progressed, even when I knew which choices I would rather be making, their execution seemed beyond me.  I felt as if is it was my own self that was being executed – and at my own hand, no less!  I failed to exert the power of choiceful command that would have made it possible for me to revise my self-programming.  I experienced instead what felt like a black-out of my true identity, a dark night of my innate self as my acquired self overshadowed it.  Though I was graced with the awareness that I was driven by self-negation that required forgiving release, the means of such release eluded me.

An opportunity to resolve my dilemma was provided by the conference’s closing ritual of purification by fire.  I embraced the ritual as an occasion for wholesale self-forgiveness.  With fervent intent, I fueled the bonfire’s flames with my proclamation: “I hereby release all useless distractions of my acquired self, including those that still remain unrecognized by me.”  I trusted that this endeavor at “batch-processing” my behavioral programming would accomplish what I had been unable to do with immediate precision throughout the conference.

And so it did.  I returned home feeling quite adrift.  Much of what had formerly driven me or commanded my attention was no longer relevant, and I was correspondingly inactive and lackadaisical.  When this laid-back behavior had prevailed for several days, my wife said jokingly, “I’m still awaiting your return.”  Only then did I feel able to share with her the darker side of my conference experience.

Upon hearing what I had cast into the bonfire’s flames, my wife speculated, “You may have wiped out your hard drive.”  I was inclined to consider myself less ego-driven than her teasing implied, however hard it may be for me to debug what drives me.  I concluded instead that I actually had succeeded at Findhorn in debugging myself of – and thus forgiving – at least some of my acquired self-negation, the former concerns of which no longer compelled me to activity on their behalf.

Debugging My Program

Be loving of your empty times as well as of your full ones.

No one ever had a filling without an emptying to give it room.

-The Wizard of Is (N.F.M.)

Forgiving someone, myself included, has in my experience thus far been less a matter of what I do than of what I either cease to do or otherwise undo.  I experience forgiveness as cessation and release, emptying myself of self-negating thoughts and feelings.  Forgiveness is less a consequence of reprogramming my mind than of deprogramming it.  

Realization of forgiveness calls upon the choiceful ruler within myself to debug my mindset of self-negation.  Even my negation of others is self-negation in disguise, masquerading as its outward projection upon others.  Accordingly, Buddha likened unforgiveness to holding a hot coal with the intention of flinging it at another.  As long as I am unforgiving, I am holding onto a hot coal.  It is I who am burned by my coal, not its intended target.

Forgiveness is a matter of dropping a hot coal of consciousness.  More often than not, I need learn nothing new in order to drop it.  What forgiveness instead requires is my unlearning of something old that I “know” only because I think it to be so, such as “knowing” that a honking horn must interfere with my meditation.

Sometimes, as at Findhorn, my only recourse is a sincere, surrendered willingness to undo and/or unlearn what otherwise seems beyond my ability to forgivingly release.  In the absence of forgiving release, my capacity for being mindful in the present defaults to habitual patterns of reaction, which I thus allow to rule me passively as if my being is an automatic product of past choices.

The less I am alertly masterful of my mindset, the more I am its passive servant.  This is always the case when I react to something from unwillingness to have it be in my experience.  Any resisted circumstance continues to lodge in my awareness as an aggravating distraction, over which I feel deceptively powerless.  Deception prevails because my feeling of powerlessness obscures the powerfulness of my continued choice to default to external influence.

Whatever I attend to, I thereby lend to it the power of my projected attention.  As long as I am projecting my attention in ways that contribute to my well-being, I feel powerful in doing so.  When, however, I project my attention in self-negating ways that disturb, threaten or otherwise compromise my well-being, I am more likely to feel powerless, as if my power has been taken away.  Yet it is still my own power, now lent to others and reinforced by theirs, that is “backfiring” upon me as it were.  

When I encounter my projected power as something that is “out there,” I tend to forget that the power still comes from its projector.  I overlook the fact that no matter what I am projecting, the power of thus projecting remains within – including the power of choosing an alternative projection.  The only power that can be taken from me is power that I am willing to lend out.  The secret to owning my power is the realization that everything perceived to be “out there” reflects my own projection upon it.  By changing my perception I correspondingly change my outward projection.  

I ceased to experience the honking horn as a distraction when I projected my willingness (not resignation) to let it be, while also choosing to accommodate its presence as yet another aspect of the “background noise” of neighborhood traffic and other sounds that I had already learned to ignore.  I realized that I was no more forced to project distraction upon the honking horn as a disturbance of my meditation than I am forced to project distraction upon a momentarily overhead cloud as disturbance of my sight.

Whenever I willingly forgive something’s presence in my life, be it person, thing, thought, feeling or memory, it ceases to be a compulsive distraction from my preferred focus of attention.  Even when I have no choice of stimulus, I still have a choice of responses, one of which is to gracefully let be any given circumstances that are beyond my power to change.  Only by accepting the honking horn as a given in my life was I freed to forgive myself for lending out my power by choosing to experience the horn as an aggravation.

Being Mindful of My Business

It’s what you learn after you know it all that counts.

-John Wooden
As with most situations and conditions on which I cease to focus disturbed attention, my release of distraction by the honking horn did not remove the horn from my experience.  Not the circumstance itself, only my perception thereof, is changed as I forgive myself for being at its effect.  Forgiveness proceeds from my realization that mindful choice is more powerful than anything I have not forgiven.  I accomplish such realization by turning my attention from what I am perceiving, and directing it instead to what I am perceiving from: my power – always – to choose either an alternative perception or an alternative response.  I turn my attention from what I have thus far chosen to know, to that which can choose to know anew.

Choiceful power is the essential quality of my attention’s directive source.  This makes the one herein perceiving more powerful than any or all of my knowing thus far, because I am the one who has chosen my knowing and who has the power to know differently.  

It has taken me a long time to know

· that the effect of someone’s action or other circumstance upon me is entirely a matter of how I choose to accommodate it;

· that I can replace a negative response to a circumstance with a neutral or positive one, and correspondingly alter my relationship with that circumstance;

· that I am the ultimate arbiter of with whom or what I am willing to enjoy a non-distracting accommodation.
Effective arbitration of the stimuli in my life requires me to be mindful.  Mindfulness consists of knowing things in full relationship to me rather than partially, as if I could choose to know (and thus experience) only those parts of a situation or of someone’s behavior that I prefer, while denying or ignoring the rest.   Mindfulness is being fully present to all aspects of my experience, including actions, thoughts, sensations, feelings, and images, as well as my assumptions, opinions, conclusions and other interpretations.  Mindfulness includes the hindsight, foresight and insight prescribed in an Irish blessing:

May you have the hindsight to know where you have been,
And the foresight to know where you are going, 
And the insight to know when you have gone too far.
I can mindfully modify my knowing and experience of any person or situation by being alertly cognizant of the present moment instead of reacting from a mindset conformed to past moments.  Rather than being unconsciously at the effect of past conditions, I can be the consciously knowing cause of what my mind is newly to be filled with or emptied of, to allow the most appropriate accommodation of my immediate circumstance.
Mindful self-dominion is my endowed capacity to project thought and action from full ownership of my own experience rather than default to external contingencies or attempt to own the experience of others by blaming or manipulating them.  Self-dominion, when exercised from full ownership of my experience, is my capacity to realize consistent and enduring positive fulfillment.

When I am mindfully exercising choiceful power, I am the sole proprietor of my consciousness.  And from the perspective of that sole proprietor, anything – however unforgettable or unignorable it may be – is nonetheless forgivable.  Whatever memory or presence remains, my negative charge on the memory and presence can be released.
My Reality Isn’t All That It Used to Be

Reality is not that external scene

but the life that is lived in it.

-Wallace Stevens
“Reality is a collective hunch,” Lily Tomlin mused in The Search for Intelligent Life in the Universe.  Her quip suggests that reality is user-friendly, that reality accommodates collective perception.  Does it accommodate individual perception as well?  My own life history has confirmed that it does so.

Sometimes my experience of forgiveness results from my choice of an alternative reality.  For example, my reality once included an unhappy childhood, yet no longer does so.  My choice of an alternative childhood reality was triggered by a memory, at the age of 40, of a joyous childhood moment.  I was astounded by the memory’s stark contrast to my overall remembrance of being an unhappy child.  It then occurred to me that if there was one joyous occasion in my childhood, there might have been others as well.  Sure enough, as soon as I conceded this possibility, several more joyful memories came to mind.

Amidst these recollections, I wondered: What if I had chosen to remember moments like these rather than unhappy ones?  Is happiness a choice of what I remember?  Within half an hour I converted from being a person who had an unhappy childhood to being one whose childhood was happy.  Though I still remembered what had moved me to perceive my childhood as unhappy, the negative charge on those memories had been released.  As a consequence, I understood a statement that until then had made no sense to me: “It’s never to late to have a happy childhood.”  By the simple act of choosing to subordinate unpleasant memories to pleasant ones, I had forgiven my unhappy childhood a quarter century after the fact. 

Sometimes forgiveness is a matter of reassessing my memories, and thereby performing a cerebral bypass of formerly treasured pain.

My adoption of a happy childhood turned out to be a mixed blessing.  No longer bothered by negative childhood memories, I became bothered instead by my newly chosen positive ones.  If my childhood was happy, then why was I unhappy now?  I was no longer comforted by the “obvious” answer to that question, that I was unhappy as an adult because my childhood had been so.  Now that my childhood was perceived as a happy one, my adulthood seemed more unhappy than ever.

Since both assessments of my childhood represented an arbitrary choice between contrasting sets of memories, I decided to place no evaluation on my childhood whatsoever.  By forgiving all memories thereof, whether negative or positive, I released an 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.  No further assessment of my childhood is necessary.

Upon choosing an alternative reality concerning my childhood overall, I discovered my power to alter the reality of specific past experiences.  For example, when I was three years old I stayed briefly in the home of a woman who I thereafter remembered as being quite mean to me.  While I was in her home, I found a harmonica, and discovered that I could play the tunes that I heard on the radio.  I was fascinated by this ability, which I exercised incessantly until she slapped me in the mouth and told me to stop showing off.  The harmonica, still in my mouth, cut painfully into my gums when she did so. 

Nearly 30 years passed until I had the occasion to visit her again.  She was then in the terminal stages of a painfully crippling disease, and I felt great compassion for her.  As I was driving away from her home I realized that I had forgiven her earlier meanness.  The memories still existed, but without negative charge.  So I went back to hug her and tell her that I was very grateful to have seen her again.  I could tell by her tearful, yielding response that she grasped the deeper intent of my gesture.

While recently recalling the harmonica incident to my wife, I voiced an afterthought: “Well, perhaps I was showing off.”  This blamelessly matter-of-fact realization was accompanied by a great feeling of relief.  I had released the remaining charge on an event that I had been carrying in my memory for 60 years.  Though I had earlier forgiven the woman for her ill treatment of me, I had not forgiven her for her perception of me in the situation.

Though I continue to remember the incident as abusive, I have accepted my own accountability in the situation.  And from the consequent experience of release I have deduced a principle of non-insistence.  When I cease to insist that something in my past was the way I remember it to be, and concede the possibility that it may have been otherwise, forgiveness of all concerned becomes possible.
The Cosmetology of Experience

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

-Marilyn Ferguson
Like cosmetologists who are expert at making up a super facial appearance, I am a fabricator of my superficial, tangible reality, making it appear differently to me than it does to anyone else, from a perspective that is uniquely my own.  I experience my own likeness of the “real thing” rather than its equivalent.  However tangible the world may be to my senses, my experience of the world is never more than a virtual representation thereof.

Neither can I experience anyone else’s likeness of reality. The experience that others have is no more transplantable to my being than is mine to theirs.  The map of my own experience will never correspond to anyone else’s territory, nor will anyone else’s map correspond to mine.
We can see other people's behavior, but not their experience.... The other person's behavior is an experience of mine. My behavior is an experience of the other.... I see you and you see me. I experience you and you experience me. I see your behavior. But I do not and never have and never will see your experience of me. Just as you cannot see my experience of you... Your experience of me is invisible to me and my experience of you is invisible to you.

I cannot experience your experience. You cannot experience my experience. We are both invisible beings. All beings are invisible to one another. Experience is being's invisibility to being. Experience used to be called the Soul. Experience as invisibility of being to being is at the same time more evident than anything. Only experience is evident. Experience is the only evidence.  –Ronald D. Laing
My experience of another person is never the equivalent of the other person.  Even the best of all possible assessments of another’s experience is no more than informed guesswork.  I can never know the experience of others well enough to understand their ways, just as they likewise can never fathom my own.  We owe one another much forgiveness merely for assuming otherwise.

The only reality I can experience is a virtual reality, a representation of the “real thing” rather than the thing itself.  If reality – the way things actually are – were identical to reality as it is experienced, there would be no disagreement among persons and thus no requirement for forgiveness.  Yet the way things are is far from uniform to everyone’s experience of the way things are.  All people do not respond identically to the same honking horn, or to anything else that they are aware of.

Every experience represents a set of sensory data plus an interpretation of that data.  As John Lennon observed, “Reality leaves a lot to the imagination.”  Reality, as experienced by me, is something that I make up via my interpretive assessment of it.  

I “make stuff up” by circuitously fabricating the evidence of my experience: I construct my experience by deciding that things are such and so, and by continuing to believe that they are thus.  My decisions and beliefs about what’s so determine what I think, and my thoughts shape my perceptions accordingly.  My perceptions then reinforce the way that I have shaped them, determining the what, the how and the consequence of all further thinking and experience.

As long as I am caught up in this circularity of thinking>perceiving>thinking, my thoughts about what’s so are as dependent upon what I perceive as are my perceptions reliant on my thoughts.  I never experience reality as it actually is, only as my assessment of what it is.  My experience of reality is a closed loop.

When experience is the only evidence, and new evidence is continually forthcoming, all judgments of my self and others are based on evidence that will forever remain incomplete.  Even my best assessments of myself are informed guesswork.  Accordingly, all unforgiveness is a verdict based on incomplete evidence, and precludes any awareness of new evidence so long as I remain within the closed loop of my past assessments.  

The eternal incompleteness of experiential evidence is among those things I cannot change.  Nobody knows for sure what’s really happening or has happened in the past. This is why legal justice is based entirely on what can be proven to have happened, not on what may have truly happened.  

What I can change, however, is my relationship to any evidence that I experience as stressful. The closed loop of my experience may be opened as I choose to govern myself mindfully rather than by default to a fixated mindset.  In those moments when I am making a new choice, modifying a former one, or am thoughtfully reaffirming a previous choice, I have free will with reference to my otherwise automated perceptions and projections.  Solely in such moments do I have free will.  At all other times I am robotically subservient to habitually repeated choices that I allow to run my life.  So long as I am living by such default, the virtual reality of my experience is a lingering virtual past, rather than a chosen virtual present.

As a student at M.S.U. , I occasionally make stuff up that requires forgiveness, either by myself, by others, or by both.  “Making up” for this kind of stuff requires that I choose an alternative perspective on stuff that I’ve made up, forgiving an earlier decision or conclusion in order to modify it or to make a new one.
Getting Really Real About What’s Really Real
[U]ltimate reality is encountered neither in our minds nor in the physical cosmos,

but at the point where these meet . . . 

-Alan Smithson, The Kairos Point
It's all irrelative anywho!! 

-Swami Atmeshugenanda
The flavor of a peach originates neither in the peach or my taste buds.  It originates in the interaction of peach and taste buds.  All of my experience is thus originated.  Thus is all experience transcendental of its particulars.

My relationship to reality is like a blind man's attempt to determine the nature of a snowflake by touching it. The “real thing” always melts into forms that correspond to the consequences of my attempts to perceive it. As a consequence of my own interconnectivity with the cosmic whole, whatever my thoughts or deeds may touch upon is altered by my touch. 

“Getting real” is also a matter of what I do not touch.  I am unable to experience anything prior to my becoming aware of it.  I cannot say “hello” to someone I have not noticed.  I must first detect something’s existence before I can perceive and experience it.  Yet the qualities of my perception govern which realities I may or may not detect, as well as how I interpret them, because rather than experiencing reality the way it is, I experience reality the way I am in relationship to it.

Since M.S.U. is built into the experiential design, exact knowledge of what and how things actually are will forever elude me.  Realities are optional.  Creatively imaging and altering them is not.  My very perception of reality creates my own unique experience thereof, and every shift of my perception further alters my creation.  Consequently, my experience of reality is irrevocably ambiguous.  

As St. Augustine observed about all experience, "the thing that 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 my every examination of what’s real. Ambiguity is "built in" to all experience of reality, which invariably accommodates the assumptions and design limitations inherent in my examining apparatus, be it sensory, extrasensory, mechanical or electronic.  Given the irreducible ambiguity built into my relationship to reality, I am without a means of knowing what a particular reality is like when I am not interacting with it, or what it is like from the perspective of another’s interaction with it.

Experiential ambiguity is further reinforced by the variety of my circumstances. To the extent that I accommodate my perceptions to different circumstances (home, work, travel, etc.) and thus respond differently from circumstance to circumstance, I essentially create multiple alternative reality experiences.

Such acknowledgement of experiential ambiguity may seem so obvious that it doesn't bear mentioning.  Yet its persistence is the occasion of much puzzlement, uncertainty and sometimes confusion when others persist in seeing as I do not. 

I best accommodate the experiential ambiguity factor by remaining constantly mindful of its implications:
· My evidence of “what’s so” is immeasurably incomplete.  Whatever may be reality’s actual nature independent of my detection of it, that nature cannot be known explicitly by me.  Only that of which I am aware can be explicitly 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 confined to the limits of my chosen perceptual and conceptual frames of reference.
· My relationship with reality is a participatory one. I experience reality only in accord with my choices of what and how to perceive.  Nothing truly exists for me, however much it may exist for others, until it shows up in my own experience.  Prior to my experiential confirmation of its existence, it is hearsay that I have accepted on faith.
· I experience consistency only as I continue to make the same choices from moment to moment.
· My experience of reality changes only when and as I choose new and different ways to perceive it.
The quest for experiential confirmation is the foundation of all legitimate science.  The experience of such confirmation is the foundation of all solid agreement.  As far as the “real thing” is concerned, this is as real as the real thing gets for me.
My constant mindfulness of these implications serves as a powerful incentive to choose my realities wisely, and to forgive earlier choices made when I was less wise.

The Source of My Dominion

Though I do not always get what I pray for,

I do always get what I pray from.

-The Wizard of Is (N.F.M.)

The foundation of self-dominion is simply this: all direction of my attention and perceiving is a choice, and my choices determine both the “what’s so” and “so what” of all my observations and relationships.  Three possible ways of determining “what’s so” have been claimed by as many baseball umpires in defense of their professional prowess:  

· “I calls ‘em as I sees ‘em.”
· “I calls ‘em as they really are.”
· “They ain’t nothin’ until I calls ‘em.”
Assuming that reality is “as I see it” presumes that my perception is infallible.  Assuming that reality is “as it really is” presumes that there is only one correct way to perceive it.  Assuming that reality is “user friendly” to my assessment presumes that reality depends my choice.  My favorite name for such choiceful power is “self-dominion.”  

Self-dominion is my capacity to realize consistent and enduring positive fulfillment.  This capacity is most fully realized when I exercise it from full ownership of my experience.  My self-dominion is severely compromised when I am able to experience only momentary fulfillment, such as the kind that comes from a vengeful act or a transient advantage.  Enduring fulfillment is never found in acts, only in the one who is acting.

Like all other endowed capacities that require translation into ability – for example, my capacity for playing musical instruments – self-dominion requires continued practice for its mastery.  Ability = capacity + practice.  I practice self-dominion by exercising my cognizant awareness from the directive source of my attention.  My directive power is the source of my attention, the power of choice with and from which I establish – and may ever newly re-establish – my relationship to all things. What comes about for me is ultimately determined by where I am coming from, and only as I come from the source of my attention am I the active rather than passive, or the positive rather than negative author of my experience.

I have at least four options for choosing – and thus making up – the “what’s so” of my experience. 

1. choosing self-liberating perceptions (including those borrowed from others);

2. choosing self-negating perceptions of limitation (often imported unconsciously or compliantly from others);

3. choosing perceptions that accommodatingly empower both what works for me and what works for the others who are in my life;

4. choosing to disengage from those whose ways admit no accommodation and empowerment of my own ways.

In the second of these modes of choice “I can’t get no satisfaction” of enduring, positive fulfillment, because all possibility of such fulfillment is self-forfeited.

The power of self-dominion that allows me to become at ease with a honking horn is sufficient to make comparable accommodation with any problematical person, situation, circumstance or condition.  As I mindfully employ my powers of self-dominion, I can resolve any perceived inner or outer difficulty by turning my attention from the difficulty itself toward my attention’s directive center, from which the difficulty is being experienced.

By “turning my attention from the difficulty itself” I do not mean that I ignore the difficulty, pretend that the difficulty isn’t there or that my experience of it is other than the way it is, or otherwise deny either its existence or its tendency.  To turn from any difficulty effectively, I must begin by acknowledging the evidence of my experience, that the evidence does indeed exist for me just as I am presently experiencing it.  I then affirm that my self-dominion is greater than any difficulty I am unable to avoid, and that I need not be at the compliant effect of its challenge – unless I mindfully choose to be thus.

My compliance with habitual perception serves me well when it represents my past victories over distractions from enduring self-fulfillment.  That which does not serve me calls for a new perspective.  Recovering my self-dominion from compliance with what doesn’t positively serve me requires my forgiveness of three things:

· myself for having thus complied;

· any others (parents, teachers, spouse, etc.) who contributed to the circumstances of my unworkable compliance;

· my unworkable compliances themselves.

Only as I forgivingly release all compliance with whatever doesn’t serve me well do I experience positive self-dominion as the mindfully cognizant inner ruler of my self’s awareness.

The Realities of Choice and My Choosing of Realities

It is quite wrong to try founding a theory on observable magnitudes alone.

In reality the very opposite happens.

It is the theory which decides what we can observe.

-Albert Einstein
In my experience thus far, forgiveness has not been about other people.  So long as my theory of forgiveness is about other people, very little that I observe inspires me to forgive.  Attending to other people according to theories about forgiveness does not make me forgiving.  Forgiveness is about me and where my attention is coming from.  Forgiveness is about the source of my attention, not its objects.    

My attention is ultimately independent of any particular thing to which or theory by which I may attend.  If whatever I attend to had causal power over my attention, I would pay comparable attention to all things.  Or if only certain things had causal power, then everybody would pay identical attention to those things.  Similarly, if theories had causal power, then all theories would enthrall me simultaneously.  Or if only certain theories had causal power, all people would be enthralled by those theories. Since none of this is the case, I conclude that my attention’s source has causal power, that what I am attending from is more powerful than anything that I may attend to.

It is observing from forgiveness that empowers me to forgive.  I am forgiving only as forgiveness is the choice of my inner ruler, the umpire at the center of my awareness that decides what I shall attend to and how I shall perceive it.
I live with three realities:

· the conditional ever-changing reality of my surrounding world and inner experience;

· the conditioned persistent reality of my mindset, that interprets my experience according to its frame of reference;

· the conditioning reality of my choiceful power, which creates my conditioned perceptions of the conditional world, and is therefore the ultimate arbiter of my experience.

The realm of choiceful power is the reality in which all other realities converge experientially with the one who interprets my experience.  This realm is the most powerful of all realities, regardless of how consciously or unconsciously I exercise its power.  Choice is my causal reality, from which I make all discernments and assessments of exterior and interior impingements on my awareness.  Only from the dominion of my conditioning reality of choiceful power am I able

· to determine (or re-determine) which impressions of my other realities are allowed to lodge in my awareness, as well as how and when they are allowed to do so;

· to determine (or re-determine) the frame of reference that governs “what’s so” and “so what” for me.

Never am I not at choice.  Never am I a blank slate upon which my outer and inner realities impress themselves of their own will.  I alone choose how their impressions are received by me.  I am the one who “seems” the way things are to me, even when I am choosing to comply with another’s perspective.  I am, moment by moment, the prime creator of my own experience of reality.  And this remains the case even when I am perpetuating previous experience by repeating earlier choices. over and over and over ad infinitum.

I empower myself to forgive when I engage the conditioning, choiceful source of my attention and exercise its power to make a new choice.  Only as my awareness is centered therefrom may I master the non-distraction required to forgive my formerly conditioned fixations.  The less my perceptions are conditioned by things formerly seen, heard, smelled, tasted, felt and thought about, and are instead mindfully reconditioned in congruence with present circumstances rather than past ones, the more forgiving I can be and the more able I am to create fulfilling experiences without resort to force.

Letting Go of Powerlessness (Self-Negation)

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

I have spent much of my life feeling like an outsider looking in, feeling alienated as if I don’t belong here.  And when I have felt this way while in the company of others who were feeling likewise, our association has been little more than the kind of company that only misery loves: the mutual “ain’t-it-awful?”-ness of shared alienation, in which I am wanting a relationship and you are wanting a relationship, so we join with one another to reinforce our mutual wantings of a relationship that even you and I are failing to have.

I eventually recognized the cause of my alienation: I was living according to outsiders’ perceptions of the way that I should be, choosing their ways of being instead of my own.  My alienation was self-imposed, as I subordinated my innate self’s way of being in the world to my acquired self’s accumulation of others’ ways to be.  I had embodied a virtual crowd of other outsiders looking in, not all of whom agreed on how to live my life.  So long as I accommodated this multiplicity of others’ programs, I experienced my crowded life as a perpetual confusement.

My recovery from this consternation became possible only upon my recognition of the obvious: no one can do someone else’s best.  Of all the things that I cannot change, this is perhaps the ultimate of all givens: never will I live up to anyone else’s best, nor will anyone else ever live up to mine.  

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 endeavor to be

is my life no contest.

Ceasing to live as a contestant requires me to be fully my own person.  This requires me to cease existing from the outside in and to live instead from the inside out.  To live from inward outwardly demands that I mindfully relate to all of my experience from the choiceful source of my self-dominion, from my capacity to choose, accept and create only those experiences that are congruent with the integrity of my own being.  

My power to live from the inside out requires my forgiveness of any perceptions that are based on living from the outside in:

Time was when I was hooked on misery, 'cause it seemed nobody pitied poor old me.

So I set out to find that company, that misery does keep so lovingly.

To my surprise it did not set me free, when I found someone who pitied poor old me.

We didn't make for lovin' company, 'cause we really only loved our misery.

So I got my misery together again, and  I set out with a groan,

searchin' here and there for someone or thing to lean on,

so I wouldn't have to stand up on my own.

Decided I'd forget my misery, and distract myself with activity;

a frenzied workaholic I could be, by curin' social ills that bothered me.

I sure enough forgot my misery, didn't leave time for its company,

'til one dark mornin' I woke up to see that my misery'd forgot to forget me.

So I misered my misery together again, and  I set out with a groan,

searchin' here and there for someone or thing to lean on,

so I wouldn't have to stand up on my own.

Next I tried to drown my misery in a no-holds-barred all-night drinkin' spree.

Rum, beer, vermouth, vodka and whisky, interspersed with apricot brandy. 

My misery was drowned effectively, didn't leave no trace of memory,

until my bliss turned sour at half-past three, when my misery almost drowned me.  

(It came out orange!)

So I got my wretched misery together again, got up with a terrible groan, 

afraid that I might never find someone or thing to lean on,

and somehow have to stand up on my own.

It was a very sad discovery, that there was no place to dump my misery.

So I shrugged my shoulders, sighed, said "let it be," whereupon it did occur to me:

If anyone had watched my misery, it must have been a funny sight to see.

Just then I lost my sense of tragedy, at findin' misery loves comedy.

So if my misery ever gets together again, I'll laugh at what I've groaned,

'cause I couldn't find a crutch that I wasn't scared to lean on.

Nothin’ left to do but stand up on my own.
Choosing Self-Liberation

He not busy being born is busy dying.

–Bob Dylan

My self-dominion allows me to alternate between two self-created poles of experience: contraction (self-negation) and expansion (self-liberation).  All contractive, self-negating experience arises from my perception that I am powerful only as I resort to force.  Such negation is what establishes the rationale for my attempts to subdue and eliminate persons and situations by manipulating and coercing my circumstances. Force – the resort to flattening others’ tires and busting their horns – is the only solution seemingly available to persons who, having no sense of power within, seek instead to control their surrounding circumstances.  My own use of force has always proceeded from a feeling of powerlessness within.

In contrast to such negative self-dominion, self-liberation arises from my knowing that I am inherently powerful to resolve any difficulty, no matter how potentially distracting it might be, no matter how aggravating it may seem.  I am always free to transcend the situation by changing my relationship to it.  On behalf of doing so, my self-dominion empowers me to recondition any perception.  When I find myself unable to change the world itself, I always have the power to change my perspective on the world, whereupon my experiential –and only – point of reference to the world is changed accordingly.

Positive self-dominion (self-liberation) is my capacity, out of all possible responses to my experience of my outer and inner worlds, to make choices that serve my optimum physical, mental, emotional, psychic and spiritual well-being, and to make my choices in a manner that honors and respects this same capacity in all others.  

My capacity for making workable choices is self-knowing and self-directing.  What it requires of me above all else is to cease making choices that do not work for me.
Doing what doesn’t work, doesn’t work.

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

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

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

Mastering what doesn’t work, doesn’t work.

  -Doug Yeaman

Progressing from the flattening of tires to the breaking of a horn, and then to rendering the horn useless only in my presence, is a progression of unworkability.  What does work is a positive relationship with the choiceful source of my attention and perception, from which I may accordingly enjoy a positive relationship with the inner and outer impingements on my experience.  Workable relationship is always created from within me outwardly, not by forcing or adjusting objects and persons “out there” to fit my picture.

In the beginning, each turning of my attention from its object to its choiceful source was like walking through what T.S. Eliot called “the unknown, remembered gate.”  I now recognize this gate as the doorway of my return to the origin-ating power of my attention.  Positive self-dominion is the self-liberating realization that I am always the originator of my experience. 

Mine is the power to choose the extent to which my perceptions are conditioned by myself rather than by the world.  Consequently, mine is also the power to shape my experience of the world as no one else yet has.

I am here to be of consequence,

to be more than my parents' child,

a mere outcome of the latest in a series of thousands 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.

Choosing to Forgive My Life for Being The Way that It Is

Holding something against another is the equivalent of granting a perceived adversary a fortress in my own domain of consciousness.
