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For Heidy,

my wife, co-seeker and magnificent other

whose beneficial presence magnifies my soul;

A good marriage is like a never-ending conversation

that is always too short. –Andre Malraux

and

For International Forgiveness Day,

the first global holiday,

whose advent magnifies Earth’s soul;

Four decades ago humankind adopted its first global spiritual icon, the image of the Whole Earth, a symbol of unity and oneness that transcends all religious, ethnic, political, social, economic and other organizational and cultural structures that divide us.  Thus far, the wholeness of our planet is the only such symbol with which every human being can identify.

It is now time to establish an annual holiday that likewise transcends all human divisions by exemplifying the same universality of spirit that is inherent in the Whole Earth image. International Forgiveness Day is a holiday whose time has come, as it becomes ever more probable that a critical mass of receptivity to forgiveness now exists in humankind’s collective consciousness. This receptivity represents our potential willingness to resolve the grievances that fragment humankind and the planet, a willingness that is susceptible to being mobilized on a global scale.
and

For the world’s innumerable 

heroes of forgiveness,

whose grace magnifies humankind’s soul.

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

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

The heroes of all time have gone before us.  We have only to follow the thread of the hero path.  Where we had thought to travel outward, we will come to the center of our own existence.  And where we had thought to be alone, we will be with all the world.  -Joseph Campbell
My indebtedness herein to others’ insights is so enormous that I have assigned its full acknowledgement to a concluding chapter entitled “In Honor of My Resourcerors” (p. xxx).

One commonly introduces a book by acknowledging those who have contributed to its conception and assisted with its production. It is likewise common to cite the sources of one’s insights as one proceeds.  In the latter regard, this report is worthy of perhaps a thousand footnotes in acknowledgement of the many heroes of self-emancipation whose wisdom is herein reflected. Yet were I to be so meticulously foot-notorious, I would lose my readers (if not myself) in a quagmire of intrusive documentation.

There was a time when, even in conversation, I credited every thought from another that had become incorporated into my own thinking. When I did so, people often asked, “And what does Noel McInnis think?” So I dropped the habit of compulsive attribution, which I had adopted (as demanded of me) when I was a graduate student immersed in surveying the history of human thought.

Also as regards attribution, to the extent that others’ wisdom has kindled my own, over time I tend to forget from whom I received much of the kindling. In any event, for other’s kindling that has produced more smoke than heat in my igniting of it, I and not they are responsible.

Whoever else’s thinking this report incorporates, what I write and say is a wholly sincere expression of my own(ed) feelings and thoughts. The report witnesses to my contemplative introspection of my experience, which has included my absorption of others’ insights based on their experience. In lieu of tedious formal attribution, their insights are reflected in my assimilation and outright quotations thereof, including an occasional “as someone has said.” Otherwise, my mentors are acknowledged in the “batch-process” that follows.

I here acknowledge heroes of self-emancipation (a few of them fictional) whose thoughtfulness, outlook and/or self-representation have deeply profounded me via their performance, their writings (if a single writing, specified), or by their presence in my life – and in cases all of the above. In the approximate order that they captured my attention (often later than when they first came to my attention) they are:

Frank Baum, Spike Jones, Billy Rose (for “The Longest Way Around”), Doodles Weaver, John Moore, Mamie Knodle, Tom Moore, Ray Bradbudy, Dimension X (radio program), Bill Stern, Jerry Cassidy, Richard Embick, Floyd Cramer, Wilber Hopkins, Malcolm Houghton, Warren Burstrom, Mark Twain (for the hardest and longest laugh of my life), Bill Stern, Doodley Bixenshoes (for being a listener), Max Eastman (for The Enjoyment of Laughter), Lincoln Barnett (for The Universe and Dr. Einstein), Ted Daffan, Julia Lee, the faculty and staff of Kendall College [Evanston, Ill., 1954-1972], Jesus, Paul of Tarsus (especially for Corinthians 2:13), June [then Knudsen] McInnis, Nyoike Njoroge, Alma Hirning, Emerson Colaw, Luigi Pirandello, James Salinger (for “For Esme with Love and Squalor”), Eric Hoffer, Roger Ortmeyer, Lao Tze, Martin Buber, Willie Nelson, Jacob Scher, the faculty of the Medill School of Journalism (1956-58), Ray Allen Billington, the faculty of the Northwestern University History Department (1956-63), Alexander Koyre (for From The Closed World to the Infinite Universe), Vernon L. Parrington (for Main Currents in American Thought), Robert Ingersoll, William McGovern (for being an “original”), Durrett Wagner, Bob Thompson, Holly McInnis, Alfred North Whitehead, Charles Hartshorne, Scott McInnis, the students in my Kendall College “Technology and Modern Civilization” and “Environmental Thinking” classes [1965-72]), Martin Luther King, William S. Schattschneider, Lewis Mumford, Harrison Brown (for Energy and Man’s Future), Jacob Bronowski, William S. Beck (for Modern Science and the Nature of Life), Alfred North Whitehead, Charles Hartshorne, B. Lamar Johnson, Roger Garrison, Ralph Waldo Emerson, Floyd Matson (for The Broken Image), Edmund Sinnott, Marshall McLuhan, James Joyce, Marcel Proust, Mircea Eliade, William Blake, Buckminster Fuller, Alan Watts, Robert Theobald, Constantinos Doxiadis, Billy Sharp, W. Clement Stone, Jack Canfield, Michael Luisi, Roger Wicker, Leo Keating, Sky Garner, George Leonard, Patrick McGoohan (for The Prisoner), Stephen C. Pepper (for World Hypotheses), Paul Tillich (especially for “You Are Accepted”), Edward T. Hall, Loren Eiseley, Aldo Leopold, John H. Storer (for The Web of Life), N.J. Berrill (for Inherit the Earth), Clifford Grobstein (for The Strategy of Life), William Stapp, Lawrence Kubie, Dorothy Lee, Willis Harman, Barbara Marx Hubbard, Lancelot Law Whyte (for The Next Development in Man), Ludwig von Bertalanffy, Wolfgang Kohler, Alfred Korzybsky, Gregory Bateson, Abraham Maslow, Viktor Frankl, William Glasser, R. D. Laing, Erwin Laszlo, Karl Polanyi, Margaret Mead, Gyorgy Kepes, Kenneth Boulding, Warren Bennis, Peter Drucker, P.D. Ouspensky, Thaddeus Golas (for The Lazy Man’s Guide to Enlightenment), Robert Hunter (for “Ripple”), Richard Bach, Teilhard de Chardin, Herman Hesse (especially for Siddhartha and The Glass Bead Game), Manfred Clynes, Hans Esser, [Fields within Fields . . .] Joseph Monane, The Wizard of Is (see below), Kurt Vonnegut, Dory Previn (passim, and especially for “Mythical Kings and Iguanas”), Ram Dass, Ernest Holmes (and so-called “New Thought” in general), Rita [then Pearce] McInnis, Patrcia Rochelle-Diegel, Alice Bailey, Thomas Hora, Marilyn Ferguson, Karl Pribram, Douglas Yeaman, Valerie Ransome (Lyra), Ilya Prigogine, Stanley Krippner, Rupert Sheldrake, Robert Stapp, Peter Russell, Ken Wilber, Helen Schucman, J. Krishnamurti, Swami Meshugananda (for his sham-anistic lighten-up-ment), Bartholomew, Abraham, Emmanuel, Wayne Dyer, John Adams, Robert Ornstein, Harold J. Morowitz (for Cosmic Joy and Local Pain), Richard Dawkins, Paul Harvey, C. Alan Anderson, Matthew Fox, Flo Aeveia Calhoun & The Ones With No Names, Robert Augustus Masters (for The Way of the Lover), Arthur Zyonc (for Catching the Light), Patanjali, Rumi, Kathryn Chardin, Robert Plath, Lloyd Strom, Emma Curtis Hopkins, Jennie Frost Butler, Milton Erickson (whose voice goes with me), Stephen and Ondrea Levine (for Embracing the Beloved), Rudolph Steiner, Chips Warrington, Deepak Chopra, Kevin Kelly, The Dalai Lama, John Hurtak, Drunvalo Melchizedek, Gregg Braden, Robert Anton Wilson (for the light that his starkly contrasting perspective shines on mine), Angelo Pizelo, John Sears, the Findhorn Community, Carol Vickers, Robin Williams (for his modeling of “winging it”), Della Reese (as “Tess”), Alan Smithson (for The Kairos Point), Gyorgy Doczi (for The Power of Limits), Eli Jaxson-Bear, Oprah Winfrey. In addition to these are dozens of gestalt, transactional, humanistic and transpersonal psychologists, cosmologists and quantum physicists, and metaphysical authors too numerous to mention.
My self-examination over the past five and a half decades, aided by the insights of those I have acknowledged (and many more) has been guided by a single, persistent question: “What’s growing on here?” (i.e., within me). Two of those cited have especially informed the frame of self-reference that is reflected in this and other reports forthcoming. Ernest Holmes’ intuition of the “Science of Mind” seasons the gestalt of my experience, studies and contemplations to date, greatly facilitating my comprehension of the nature of mindful consciousness. In my putting of mindful consciousness into actual practice, my principal mentor has been The Wizard of Is, whose I-dentity is revealed in my report. Of all those whom I have specifically cited, it is with the Wizard that I am in most complete accord.  

Along with my human mentors, I am deeply indebted to the words “with,” “from” and “as.”  My relationships with self and others can be no more profound than my comprehension of the prepositions with which I define my relationships.  It is according to my understanding and use of prepositions that I likewise comprehend my propositions. “With,” “from” and “as” are among the words most dear to me, for while I experience only a fraction of what I am looking for or at, I tend to experience wholly what I am looking with, from and as – a distinction that I elaborate throughout my report.

Among the persons who have contributed greatly to this book’s production are the many folks from whom I freed up the time required to write it: those whose e-mails, postal letters and telephone calls have been tardily answered at best, and often gone unacknowledged altogether. As with my former compulsive attribution of my thoughts, I have likewise dropped my compulsion to respond quickly to every communication I receive. (I was assisted in this by my recollection of Mark Twain’s discovery that when he waited a month to open his mail, very little of it required a response. So it was for me when, for an entire month, I was unable to download my e-mail.)

Among those who contributed time and energy to this booklet’s production, my wife, Heidy Balazsy is paramount. Heidy has a way of listening that communicates more insight than words can convey, often in the form of her intuitively handing me an article or book that is precisely what I require in the moment that she does so, and sometimes though she herself has not read it to know why it is of value to me. Heidy has attended with tireless enthusiasm my out-loud reading/editing of the hundreds of sub-drafts and dozens of fuller drafts that have alternately added up and boiled down to this report, often asking a question or subliminally prompting explanations or elaborations from me that are incorporated into the next draft. Thanks to Heidy’s attentive intuition, during a semi-final reading to her of the opening portion of my report, I was able to exclaim, “Even I am beginning to understand clearly what this is about!”

My gratitude also extends to Heather Kobrin, for rendering my graphic conception of the book’s subtitle; to ProPer Publishing (Berkeley, CA) for the report’s printing and assembly; and to The Pioneers of Forgiveness (see inside back cover) who are assisting with its dissemination.

For the much larger book from which this overview is excerpted, I seek a major publisher who will lavish as much intention and affection on behalf of attracting readers as I have lavished on making it readable.  For more information about the full manuscript, please consult “About This Book” on the back cover.
 The Mightiness of Whole being

It is easier to fight for one’s principles

than to live up to them.

-Alfred Adler
When I become upset, I tend to become even further upset over being upset in the first place.  “Having powers” consists of acknowledging my self-causation of upset without further compounding it with added upset, or by projecting it onto presumed external causes or other persons.  Unforgiveness is a compounding of my feelings that works similarly to infatuation. Just as infatuation is a compounding of my romantic feelings, so that I am in love with the feeling of being in love and project the compounded feeling on someone with whom I “fall” in love, unforgiveness is a compounding of my turbulent feelings so that I am upset with the feeling of being upset and likewise project the compounded feeling on someone with whom I “fall” in unforgiveness.  

I may rise from either “fall” by applying the same principle:

How to fall in love is widely known;

  love's trip sprawls new victims every day.

How to stand in love is scarcely understood;

  few people even think to ask the question.

Whether I fall in love or stand,

  love's ingredients are the same;

  the difference depends upon their preparation.

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

  replace the pressure-cooker of potential future-binding vows

  with commitments that lend themselves to stirring;

  for heat of sizzling passion

  substitute the simmering of emotions

  to see which ones evaporate;

  serve the one I love

  generous helpings of the remainder;



        Above all, I am leisurely in my loving,

for just like water, my love falls

when it is inclined to be hasty.
I cannot give what I do not have, and I only have what I behave.  My behavior is the residence of all that I truly have.  What I do not behave cannot be mine. In no way, therefore, can I force the expression of my whole being.  As someone once said (though less circumspectly), fighting for peace is like copulating for virginity.

Forceful thoughts and acts that proceed from turbulent emotional and mental body/mind states not only eclipse the mighty self-empowerment that proceeds from my state of whole being.  Compounding this misfortune, whatever momentary satisfaction I do gain from forcefulness addicts me to its continued exercise.  Like all fighting-for-peace endeavors to force serenity on the non-peaceful, my forcefulness precludes the very serenity that it presumes to establish.

I once overheard a frustrated peace-worker telling a married couple who were always friendly toward one another that “Harmonious relationships are boring!”  I have ever since wondered how many forceful fighters for peace are engaged for the fight rather than the peace, in a fruitless endeavor to create “out there” the serenity that they have forsaken “in here.” 

Serenity is inherent, not “out-there”nt.  So are forgiveness and joy.  The gifts of my whole being are experienced by me only as I am open to their expression by mightily living up to them, not as I forcefully fight to fill the missing piece (and attending peace) in my own psyche.

Beyond Mere Strength

He who gains victory over other men is strong;

but he who gains victory over himself is all powerful….

Mastering others is strength, mastering yourself is true power.

-Lao-Tzu
The only thoughts, feelings and actions that establish peace, whether of mind or in the world, are thoughts, feelings and actions that come from peace.  My peace of mind issues from the state of my inner whole being, not from the state of my surrounding world.  So long as I am forcefully resistant to whatever disturbs my serenity, I am the principal disturber of my own peace.

My inner whole being is the state from which my mightiest proactive powers are exercised.  Realized mightiness of whole being is the measure of my developed capacity to manage myself in turbulent circumstances, while forcefulness is the measure of my developed capacity to manage the circumstances themselves.  Realized mightiness of whole being is my power of self-command, while forcefulness is my strength of situational command.  Forcefulness alone is insufficient to accomplish its ultimate objective when it is bereft of might.  

When I engage my situation from the mightiness of my inner being in alliance with my emotional, mental and physical strength, my mightiness prevails an I am all-powerful in my self-dominion.  When my forcefulness is not thus allied, my strength of situational command is subject to constant dissipation, replenished only by the forcefulness of others’ resistance to my dominion.  With mightless force only, the strength of my force is fed only by the strength of others’ force, in a whirlwind of mutual obstruction and destruction in which my circumstances are ultimately no more manageable by me than am I.

Even the greatest possible force of command over others is puny when contrasted to the potential of my might, a contrast illustrated by a fable about the wind and the sun.  When the boastful wind brags that its power is greater than that of the sun, the sun proposes a way that the wind may demonstrate its superiority.  “See that man walking down the road, wearing a heavy coat? Let me see you remove his coat.”

So the wind began to blow with all its strength, yet the harder it blew the more tightly the man held the coat to his body.  When the wind was exhausted, the sun increased the intensity of its heat only a little, and the man removed his coat.  

The blustering force of all my strength cannot hold a candle to the mightiness with which my inner powers can melt others’ resistance to my whole being.  To the extent I am in command from my state of whole being, I am comparably mighty in relationship to the state of my situation in the world.

Unraveling the Tie that Binds

The beginning of a habit is like an invisible thread, but every time we repeat the act we strengthen the strand,

add to it another filament, until it becomes a great cable and binds us irrevocably, thought and act.

-Orison Swett Marden

During my meditative debriefings of the honking horn scenario I unraveled the psychology of my addiction to forcefulness.  I discerned how this addiction had been woven into my subconscious programming, as well as how to allow its dissolution.  My forceful impulses (which are now quite infrequent) are habitually developed and programmed into my subconscious automatic pilot, like all other behaviors established in my past and now habitually (a.k.a. “mindlessly”) reproduced in the present.  

My forceful subconscious programming is a generational legacy rather than a genetic one.  [For an alternative to this perspective, see the “Preface.”]  To paraphrase a biblical passage, “the forcefulness of the fathers is visited unto the seventh generation.”   The mindlessness with which I adopt this presumed “way of all flesh” is my contribution to its justification, most generally phrased as “everybody does it.”  Thus also is justified my sense of powerlessness.

Mightiness of whole being is explained and justified quite differently: Everybody has it, because everybody is it.  I am mighty in spite of myself, even when I settle for the spite, though in the latter instance my mightiness is only potential, held back by my forcefulness like water behind a dam.

Though I have almost always entertained my forceful subconscious impulses only in thought and not in deed, any virtue thereby evidenced in spared tires was at the expense of the serenity that the impulses presume to facilitate.  Ceasing to surrender to these impulses was as simple as ceasing to entertain them.  Forceful impulses that I notice, yet do not indulge via ongoing contemplation, action or resistance, have only one option left: to quickly dissipate before they sap my strength or become dependent for their nurture on the forcefulness of others. 

Total elimination of my forceful tendencies is unnecessary, if not infeasible.  I am content to relate to them as Ram Dass reportedly relates to his neuroses.  He has said that all of his psychotherapeutic, mystical and other healing experiences have not succeeded in eliminating a single one of his neuroses.  Instead, his relationship to them has been transformed to that of occasionally “inviting them in for tea.”

It is only as I cease to indulge my forceful impulses that the state of the outer world ceases to be a problem for me.

My Ultimate Problem

I do not see the world the way it is.

I see the world the way I am. 

-William Blake (paraphrased)
The good news is that I cannot have a problem in which I do not choose to participate.  I myself am in charge of whether or not I have problems.  Problems do not create themselves, they are co-created by those who choose to mutually engage their forceful impulses in problematic contention.

The other news is that I am correspondingly responsible for the resolution of all the problems that I have entertained.

Possibly the best news of all is that I am also in charge of how many problems I have.  The less problems I choose to co-create, the less problems I have to co-contend with.

Resolving my problems begins with knowing their source:

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

ever do have,

ever will have,

ever can have.

Other people cannot be my problem,

only the relationship I allow myself with them can be my problem.

Problems occur in the way that people relate, not in who they are.

Problems reside in unworkable relationships, not in the persons relating.

As long as I participate in unworkable relationships,

I am a perpetuator of my own problem.

My job cannot be my problem,

only the way I relate to my job can be a problem for me.

As long as I continue to relate to my job problematically,

it is I who hold my job in a problem space.

For every one of my problems there is the same solution:

cease contributing to what doesn't work for me,

and participate instead in what does. 

As long as I am focused on what works for me

I know not even what a problem looks like.

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

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

The conditions that are truly mine to deal with 

are conditions that I alone can master,

and only one such condition has been made available for my mastery:

the condition of Noel McInnis.

I begin the resolution of any problem that I perceive to be “out there” when I realize that the perception thus defining it is resident “in here.”   I am thwarted, not by the limitations that I perceive in my life situations and in other persons, rather by how I relate to these perceived limitations.  

My ultimate problem is to release – and thus forgive myself for – the self-limiting perceptions that make me my own ultimate problem.

My Ultimate Solution

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
Though habit is minded subconsciously, my subconscious is unawake to the freshness of the present moment unless I mindfully allow it to be so.  My subconscious mind is a totally reactionary function that perceives every now in terms of then, and deals with it as before.   It is for all practical purposes an idiot to present moments.  And it continues to be so until I mindfully cultivate my subconscious programming by weeding out the impulses that do not serve me in the present.

For its automatic and constructive maintenance of the functions and metabolism of my body, my subconscious mind is a most welcome idiot savant, one that ultimately knows more about the maintenance of my health than all of the books ever written on that subject and all of the doctors who make that subject their profession.  The books and doctors are necessary because things can and do go wrong – and often because I mindlessly adopt subconscious thought patterns and behaviors that are detrimental to my body/mind’s well being.

Though my subconscious mind is a blessing for my inner physiology, it tends to be a curse in the management of the body of my affairs.  In my situational world, my subconscious automatic pilot’s programming steers me well only as I am mindfully aware of its strengths and limitations, so as to effectively realize the strengths and transcend the limitations by culling out reactionary habits that do not serve me.

Forgiveness is central to such mindful awareness, because my subconscious mind is also the mindless custodian of my grievances, resentments and corresponding unforgiveness.  Debugging my subconscious mind of its unforgiveness is the surest path to the forgiveness that abidingly awaits expression.  Forgiveness in my being, as my being, is my being.  Yet until my subconscious is debugged of mindlessly forceful reactions, my reactionism eclipses the inner serenity of whole being from which I may exercise the very closure that forgiveness invariably provides and that forcefulness never achieves.  

Even when forcefulness succeeds in alleviating or eliminating an upsetting or threatening circumstance, subsequent circumstances of like nature trigger the same reactionary behavior patterns.  Forceful reaction begets only more of the same until I mindfully intervene with responses that are freshly and consistently appropriate to my immediate circumstances, and continue to do so for as long as it takes my subconscious mind to adopt new, constructive patterns into its automatic piloting function.

Forcefulness is the calling card of my unforgiveness.  Everything that requires my forgiveness is related to and evidenced by forceful thoughts, acts and feelings, whether by me toward myself and/or others, by other persons toward me, or (in most cases) both.  My forgiveness itself (when it is sincere) exists as an inner power that no amount of force can summon as it rather precludes.

It is only my forceful entertainment of unforgiving impulses that distracts me from the awareness and exercise of inner powers by which my mightiness can prevail over merely forceful strength, beginning with my own. 

Allowing What I Might

We cannot avoid having negative thoughts and feelings.

We do not, however, have to entertain them.

-Ernest Holmes

Forcefulness is a mask that I wear to hide my perceived powerlessness from others’ detection.  Yet this mask also hides my mightiness of whole being from detection by me, which is why I feel powerless to begin with.  My forcefulness is incapable of eliminating powerless feelings, which it instead tends to reinforce.  What does eliminate my sense of powerlessness is the very mightiness of whole being that my forcefulness overlooks – the might to manage my life without mindlessly manipulating the state of my world.

The only way I can realize my mighty “powers” is to cease giving priority to force.  I cannot comprehend and realize my might while entertaining and indulging forceful impulses.  So long as I believe that might makes right, I am equating might with forcefulness.  Yet forcefulness represents an entirely different perspective on my world than does might.  Forcefulness is perceived and experienced in accordance with the perspective of duality, which views the world as a field of contending energies.  Might’s outlook on that very same world is in accordance with the perspective of dual unity, a.k.a. “complementarity,” which discerns the shared common ground and reciprocal co-operation of all things in the blending rather than contending of energies.

The might that resists nothing, insists on nothing, yet surmounts all things was admired by the ancient Samurai of Japan.  As one Samurai described the life lived from whole being:

I have no parents, I make the heavens and Earth my parents.

I have no home, I make awareness my home.

I have no life and death, I make the tides of my breathing my life and death.

I have no miracles, I make right action my miracles.

I have no tactics, I make emptiness and fullness my tactics.

I have no armor, I make benevolence and righteousness my armor.

I have no castle, I make immovable mind my castle.

I have no sword, I make absence of self my sword.

I would amend this description by changing the word “make” to “allow,” and adding one more line:

I have no guidance, I allow the being of who I am to be my guidance.

I also have no enemies, except as I allow unconsciousness of my own being to be my enemy.

Though the Star Wars films in general, and Yoda in particular, endeavored to make clear the difference between might and forcefulness, these films tended to reinforce the duality paradigm with the phrase, “may the force be with you!”  In Star Wars, like all other wars, “might makes right” was perceived by many if not most viewers to be the prevailing scenario.

A truer equation is “right makes might,” yet even this equation perpetuates the confusion of might with force with its retention of the verb “make.”   The equation truest to my experience is “right allows might.”  

All that is required for me to allow the realization of my might is to get my distraction by forceful impulses out of its right-of-way.  The relationship of my might to my allowance thereof is illustrated in the different meanings of the word “might” itself.  I only might (may) be mighty, until I have allowed myself to be so, and therefore can be mighty. 

The world is seen and kept aright from authentic relationship with might.

May my might be with me.

Having Powers

It is easy to maintain one’s serenity in solitude.

True accomplishment is to maintain it in the turmoil of the marketplace.

-Ralph Waldo Emerson (paraphrased)
I am forever capable of consciously altering my circumstantial perspective, as I did when I exchanged my forceful perspective on the honking horn for a self-empowering one.  I am convinced that all persons have this perspective-shaping capability, and that it becomes actualized to the extent that it is practiced.

Such shifts of perspective are infinitely more far-reaching than forceful thoughts and acts, since altering my perspective in one situation tends to modify accordingly my response in all situations of like nature.  When, for instance, I ceased to be distracted by the honking horn, I also became undistracted in other circumstances to which I was formerly reactive.

I now routinely exercise my perspective-shaping might when I encounter potentially distracting circumstances.  For instance, I was at one point working on this report in an airport while surrounded by dozens of frustrated, angry and noisy passengers who, like me, were interminably delayed by successive flight cancellations.  Though I was subject to repeated external interruptions of my work as I moved from one departure gate to another to no immediate avail, I experienced no internal disruption.  I chose to be thankful for an unexpected opportunity to do extended work on my report, rather than be irritated at the delay.  I always keep sufficient creative work at hand with which to welcome any opportunity to further its progress.  I accomplished far more that day than I would likely have accomplished in a calm environment that did not demand the mighty focus essential to being undistracted by the cacophony in which I was immersed.

With one notable exception (to be acknowledged later) my perspectives, rather than being unalterably hard-wired into my consciousness, are subject to choice and modification.  I can, by taking mindful thought, shape my perspectives to suit my present circumstances.  There is nothing unusual about having such “powers.”  It is rather their engagement that is unusual, given that their very existence is unsuspected by most.

Those who fully engage these powers become legendary, like the Dalai Lama.  I once overheard someone ask him how he is able to maintain his pleasant and charitable disposition after the horrible things that happened to him and the Tibetan people, and which continue to happen as Tibetan religious practices are systematically exterminated and Tibetans are tortured and murdered for any expression of religious faith.  And how, his questioner continued, is he able to publicly advocate forgiveness of those who continue to do these things to his country and people? 

The Dalai Lama’s response, after many thoughtful moments, was as concise as it was precise: “I shape my motivation every morning.”  The Dalai Lama meditates for an hour or more upon rising, commencing his day by engaging the state of his inner world before engaging the outer.  I rather suspect that, like a saint who claimed he was never more than 15 minutes away from communion with God, the Dalai Lama shapes his motivation all day long, while immersed in his worldly cares.  I also suspect that what most distinguishes me from that saint and the Dalai Lama is not my lesser endowment with such might, rather the lesser degree of my commitment to realize its potential.  I am engaged with the author of my experience only intermittently.  The saints and Dalai Lama’s of this world are wedded with the authors of theirs.

In any event, forgiving myself for not being mighty as they are – or in anyone else’s manner – is essential to being mightily who I am.

The Power of Contemplation

The greatest discovery of my generation is that human beings can alter their lives by altering their attitudes of mind.

-William James
The distinction I make between force and power – that forcefulness is my reaction to feelings of powerlessness – became clear to me while I contemplated the recurring incidents of the honking horn during my own meditative endeavors to give appropriate shape to my motivation.  Such insights concerning the underlying psychology of my behavioral routines, as well as the programming that maintains them, are facilitated by the particular manner of my meditation.  When I meditate, I focus contemplatively on the interrelationship of my thoughts, feelings and behavior, rather than merely upon the thoughts, feelings and behavior themselves.  And what I contemplate is how their interrelationship is established and maintained.

I adopted this non-conventional meditative practice after innumerable unsuccessful attempts to center my attention on my breathing, a candle, or any of the other common meditative focal points.  Centering my thoughts contemplatively upon my own and others’ behavioral routines is a meditative procedure that comes to me as naturally as breathing.  I remember when, as a very young child, I did this continuously as an aspect of my ordinary consciousness.  One of the conclusions I reached then has served me well throughout my life: the people who deal most effectively with this world are those who hear what other persons mean in spite of what they say.  When I have accurately heard what somebody means, everything s/he says and does makes sense to me, even though the sense is not my own nor one that I would endorse.  Would that we all were thus effective on election day in hearing what our prospective leaders have been telling us.

After more than two decades of meditating in the manner described, it has become a deliberately acquired habit that is familiarizing me once again with the unadulterated consciousness that I experienced in early childhood.  I am now a frequent “one-minute meditator” – or for as many minutes as I may choose – contemplating the dynamics of my own and others’ behaviors as they are being witnessed.  I find myself several times each day being in spontaneous contemplation of interactions I am having, have recently had with those around me, or are currently being had by those now present.  (Bank and post office line-ups provide excellent occasions for witnessing thusly.)

Among many other benefits of such contemplation, this mindfully cultivated habit allows me to consider the merits of what others are saying, regardless of my attitude toward how and by whom it is said.  I am thereby often graced with wisdom from those whom I would mindlessly tend to perceive as imbeciles, and am likewise sometimes spared from indulging follies suggested by my friends.

While so-called “contemplatives” usually withdraw from the ordinary world to dwell in a serene, non-distracting environment, I have chosen to become contemplative in the urban world.  In order to maintain my innate serenity of whole being in the raucousness of worldly circumstances, I have necessarily forgiven much that I formerly allowed to distract me.  Yet, in the interest of full innermost-self disclosure, I do admit to having what one person has called my “zone,” from which my second wife sometimes retrieved me with a gentle “Earth to Noel…”.  I am not yet as fully awake to my present surroundings as I might be, sometimes to the amusement of signifying others.  It was during our wedding rehearsal, for instance, that my wife-to-be’s mother shared an observation that utterly endeared my prospective mother-in-law to my heart: she quietly whispered to her daughter, “Noel isn’t always where he sits, is he?” 

I also acknowledge that my own forgiveness agenda is unfinished.  I am, for instance, currently short on forgivingness of motorists who in my perception mindlessly impede my progress on street and highway.  Thus far, the required shift of perspective is more easily prescribed than taken.  So long as my desire for swift arrival distracts me from the enjoyment of my getting there, I am not sufficiently one with the journey to mightily appreciate its seemless flow.  I instead tend to project my own mindlessness on drivers whose roadway manners are possibly no worse than are mine in the perception of some others, when the mindful alternative would be to proclaim, “Forgive us, Father, for we do not what we know.”

Engaging the Author of My Experience

Though I don’t always get what I am looking for,

I do always get what I am looking from.

-The Wizard of Is
The effectiveness of my contemplations has less to do with what I focus them on than with what I focus them from and through.  This is because the meaning of whatever I am looking at is determined by the perspective through which I perceive it.  As someone has said, “One’s outlook depends on the one looking out.”  Accordingly, as I contemplate my accountability for the relationship of my thoughts, feelings and behavior, I endeavor to do so from the awareness that sources my perspectives (the chooser of my outlook) rather than from my awareness of the perspectives themselves (my currently chosen outlook).

My objective is to engage the awareness in which and from which my perspectives take their form, what Steiner termed “the ruler within myself.”  I do this most effectively by dwelling in an immediately appropriate form of the more general question, “how else may this person (or feeling, act, circumstance, etc.) be perceived?”  I invoke numerous alternative perspectives, so that I may choose from the resulting variety any perspectives that are most likely to better serve me than one or more of my existing ones.

My preferred term for such thoughtful innermost-self engagement is “mindful consciousness.”  I cultivate this consciousness for the purpose of optimum self-management and direction, including the management and direction of my forgiveness. Though my engagements of mindful consciousness are intermittent and often brief, they are experienced ever more frequently as I persist in mindful practice.

As I engage the author of my experience, the choices that I authorize give the power of authority to my being.  I have as yet discerned no higher authority than this, for if I take at all seriously the Biblical proclamation that we are created “in God’s image and likeness,” the ruler in myself is no less than God-in-me-as-me.  

[NOTE: I am aware that “God-talk” of this nature tends to offend many believers as well as non-believers.  For the sake of offended believers’ I quote an exchange between an Eastern sage and a critic of the worshipping public’s ignorance:

“Sir, we ought to teach people that they are doing wrong in worshipping the images and pictures in the temple.”

“Do you think God does not know that he is being worshipped in the images and pictures?  If a worshipper should make a mistake, do you not think God will know his intent?  -The Gospel of Sri Ramakrishna

As for offended non-believers, I have observed that however agnostics and atheists choose to acknowledge the author of their own experience, this author is their highest authority as well, which a discerning reader of Robert Ingersoll’s work may also recognize.]

Choice & Consequence

We are bound because we are first free.

-Ernest Holmes 
Operationally speaking, the ruler within myself is the choosing function of my consciousness, which I also call “the author of my experience” because my choices authorize the consequences that govern my experience. My choices are what determine how my perceptions, thoughts and feelings are translated into my experience and behavior.

Although I have freedom of choice, I do not have freedom of consequences, because I am bound by the consequences of my choices.  The consequences of any choice are that choice, whether or not they are consequences that I intended or expected.   This relationship between choices and their consequences is a doubly fateful one: the consequences of my choices are final (they do not go away), and not all consequences of my choices are foreseeable.  Once the consequences of a choice are established, my only further choice is one of perspective on the consequences.  Hence Soren Kierkegaard’s insightful perspective on the relationship of choice and consequence: “Life can only be understood backwards. It has to be lived forwards.” 

I am actually blessed by the uncertainty and unpredictability that characterize the consequences of my choices.  If I knew in advance every consequence of a given decision to pursue a vocation, to marry, to have children, to change my city or state of residence, etc., I would tend to refrain from ever making such choices.  For instance, had I known in advance every consequence of my first two marriages, I quite likely would not have entered either of them.  As a consequence of not making those choices, countless lives would not now be blessed by the beneficial presence of the offspring of those marriages, my two children born of the first, and a thriving church that was born of the second.

It is commonly believed that if we could live our lives over we would make a different set of choices.  I recommend to anyone who holds that view that s/he read Peter Ouspensky’s novel, The Strange Life of Ivan Osokin.  Osokin was granted the opportunity to live his life over, and opted for the familiarity and certainty of repeating it, choice by choice.  His story was instrumental in my own choice to forgive all of the consequences of every other choice that I have made.  By the time I encountered the prospect of my third marriage, I had become sufficiently forgiving of what marital union is and is not that I forgave in advance all of its unintended and unexpected consequences.  As one consequence of that forgiveness, I’ve had not even a twinge of unforgiveness concerning my final marriage.  Such, I suspect is the intent of the well-known traditional marriage vows, “for richer and for poorer, in sickness and in health,” which honor the visible symbols of an invisible gracelessness that calls for the same surrender to my being as life’s grace-full-ness.

The relationship between the choices I make and the corresponding pattern of their consequences can assist me in discerning when my subconscious perspectives are overriding my conscious ones.  As I contemplate the pattern of my consequences in light of the question, “What is the perspective that sustains this pattern?” I can sometimes detect which level of my consciousness, mindful or mindless, is generating the pattern.  Since the pattern of my consequences is generated by my perspectives, the more mindfully I direct my perspective-shaping ability, the more mighty I am to choose proactive patterns of choice and consequence rather than reactive ones that conform to perspectives I have adopted from others, or that maintain outworn perspectives of my own.

This is way that I honor Steiner’s dictum to “develop the faculty of letting the impressions of the outer world approach me only in the way in which I myself [mindfully] determine.”

The Film of Consciousness 

Man is not the creature of circumstances.

Circumstances are the creatures of men.

-Benjamin Disraeli

My consciousness is not a blank film on which the world projects a point-for-point replica of itself, as in a photograph.  Quite the contrary, my experience of the outer world reflects projection from my consciousness, as if my awareness were an already developed film.  

The analogy of a movie projector is quite useful in understanding how Steiner’s dictum may be honored:

· The ruler within myself, the author of my experience, the governor of my self-dominion – however I choose to signify what I am looking from – is like the filmmaker and the projector operator, i.e., the chooser of what is seen.

· My central nervous system is like the projector itself, the “technology” of my consciousness.  

· My outlooking is like the projector’s light, which is analogous to pure consciousness, the state of awareness that has no content or object.  

· My outlook is like a developed film, which is analogous to the perspectives that I develop as my awareness acquires content and objectivity.  

· My attention is like the lens, which is analogous to the focus provided by my intentions and objectives.

· My perceptions are like the images portrayed on the screen, which are analogous to what I direct my attention at.

More briefly:

· My consciousness is what I look with.

· The author of my experience (my function of choice) is what I look from.
· My chosen perspectives are what I look through.

· My chosen intentions and objectives are what I look for.

· My perceptions are what and how I look at. 

The faculty of choice that authors my experience employs my central nervous system to create its own unique perspectives on the world, which collectively form my model of the world.  My perspectives are like “films” through which my consciousness views the model of the world that I have formed.  (In some spiritual traditions my perspectives are called “veils.”)  My perspectives shape – and thus govern – my interpretation (i.e., perception) of the impressions of my outer as well as inner (body/mind) worlds.  So long as my perspectives are unchanged, my life is a perpetual rerun of the same old movie.  Changing my perspective is analogous to changing the film in a projector or the tape in a VCR.

My perceptions are informed – given form – by my perspectives.  Though I tend to experience my faculty of perception only as a passive looking at, my perceptions are formed as I look through the perspectives that are inherent in the model that my central nervous system (projector) has made of the world.  Each perception looks upon the world in accordance with my choice of perspective(s), which determine how I see and interpret the world.  My perceptions are secondary choices that shape my thinking and experience in compliance with my prior choice of outlook.  At any given moment, therefore, my perceptions are that moment’s “screening” of the perspectives that structure my thought patterns (paradigms) and corresponding mindsets.  My perceptions view the projection of my perspectives, as it were.

Everything that makes an impression on me approaches me in accord (or discord) with my chosen perspectives, as reinforced by my perceptions.  Even what goes “wrong” (the discord) is defined by my perspectives and their reinforcing perceptions.  With seemingly rare exceptions, I can change my perceptions of what I am looking at [the impressions made on me by the images on the screen] only by choosing to change the perspectives that I am looking through [the film].  The seeming exceptions are traumatically catastrophic incidents that invoke an immediate change of perspective, such as the death of someone on whom I depend, my own imminent death, an earthquake or hurricane that destroys everything I own, etc.  

The mere prospect of catastrophe is of itself usually insufficient to shift one’s perspective.  For example, millions of Californians live on the “zipper” in denial that it’s their fault.  Only when the zipper opens and shift happens are many moved to shift their perspective as well, to states that are north or east, while ruing their former generosity to a fault.

Actually catastrophe itself leaves some person’s perspectives unshaken.  For instance, during a survey of the environmental perspectives of coastal inhabitants in the Atlantic Ocean’s hurricane zone, one respondent said, "We might have a couple of hurricanes, but not a storm."  Thus even a forceful blow to one’s perspective does not necessarily change it.

The relative rather than absolute effects of catastrophe are also illustrated in an account of two artists whose respective homes were burned to the ground.  One of the artists huddled with his family and watched in horror as his treasured paintings and house went up in flames.  The other grabbed his materials on the way out of the house and painted the spectacle of his burning home.

Even the changes of perspective that seemingly happen to me are (however unconsciously) actually chosen by me.

Changing the Film in My Projector

Reality leaves a lot to the imagination.

-John Lennon
The remedy for perspectives that allow the impressions of my outer and inner worlds to approach me discordantly, is to mindfully imagine (image in) new perspectives through which I instead perceive accord.  (My other options are 1)to tolerate the discord, usually by ignoring or denying that there is any, 2)to forcefully resist – and thus amplify – the discordance in my life, or 3)to adopt an odd coupling of the dissonances in my experience that maintains what the philosopher, Plotinus, called a “discordant harmony.”)

My options for imagining a new perspective are twofold:

· to shift my existing perspective from a resistant one (denial, antagonism) to an accepting one;

· to adopt a new perspective (a.k.a. a “paradigm shift”).

In any event, my perceptions are informed in compliance with my perspectives, so that when my perceptions are discordant, it is because my perspectives are discordant.  To change my perception of what I am looking at, therefore, I must alter the perspective that I am looking through, just as I did with reference to the honking horn, and as I also have thus far done with my experience of aging.

In the spirit of George Burns’ observation that “We can’t help getting older, but we don’t have to be old,” I am inclined to forgive the consequences of the aging process in me.  When my age began to show up in the wrinkles that now grace my face, a friend referred to them as “character pleats.”  To this day I wear them proudly as such.  And as I notice the impairment of my hearing that commonly accompanies the aging process, I experience it not as a hearing “loss,” rather as a hearing gain.  That is, I sometimes hear people say things that I am subsequently told were said quite differently, yet which, as I have heard them, spark valuable insights that I would otherwise not have had.  [I can pinpoint quite precisely the source of my hearing “gain” perspective, a story by Ray Bradbury entitled “The Man in the Rorschach Shirt.”]

The relativity of perception to perspective is illustrated in numerous anecdotes.  One concerns the accomplishment of a mouse, who reported to his brother in the next cage, "I've finally got Dr. Jones trained.  Every time I press down a lever, he gives me food."  Another concerns the unlikely friendship of a minister and an agnostic soap manufacturer who persists in telling the minister, “Your religion doesn’t work.”  One day, as they happened to meet while shopping, the minister noticed a little boy with a dirty face.  He called his friend’s attention to this by saying, “Look at that kid’s face.  Your soap doesn’t work.”  

“Of course my soap works!  He just hasn’t used it.”

“And so it is,” the minister chuckled, “with you and my religion.”

Yet other such anecdote is about a Catholic scholar-priest who was the first to see the earliest document, newly found, containing Christ’s teaching on sexuality.  As he was examining the document’s content, the priest suddenly burst into tears, and it was some time before he could compose himself sufficiently to explain the reason for his grief: “The original word was celebrate!” 

The change of perspective that I most celebrate is my realization that forgiveness may itself be realized by a simple change of perspective.

Choosing What Works

What doesn’t work does not work.

Improving what doesn’t work does not work.

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

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

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

Mastering what doesn’t work does not work.

Only what works does work.

-Douglas Yeaman
It is when and as I manage my awareness in full understanding of the film-projection analogy that I experience myself to being most mindfully conscious.  I am the first to admit that altering my perspectives is more easily explained than done.  I am also the first to admit that it has been much more easily done since I’ve had the analogy.  For with this comprehension of how my consciousness works, I more easily discern what else works (or doesn’t work) for me.

Nothing is more essential to effective self-dominion than perspectives and perceptions that work for me by positively serving my intentions and objectives.  And nothing serves me better in relating with other people than knowing how their own way of working works or does not work for me.  It has become unnecessary for me to say that someone is “wrong” in what they have said or done, or that “I don’t like” what they have said or done, or that their views or behaviors are “unacceptable.”  I get far better results with the non-condemning plain truth: “That doesn’t work for me.”  There is no acrimony, blame or other offense in this discernment.  And rather than becoming defensive, the one(s) to whom I make this statement are likely to further engage me with the most obvious responses: “Why doesn’t it work for you?” and “What would work for you?”  Or when they are disappointed or taken aback, I can advance the same line of further discourse by saying, “Now, here is what does work for me….”

I assume that everyone wants his/her life to work well.  At the same time, I observe that many people don’t really know what does or would make their lives work well.  Their perceptions of right and wrong, liking and disliking, acceptability and unacceptability are hazy, inconsistent, and subject to changes of mood, circumstance and the company they keep.

Workability is best defined in terms of effectiveness (doing the right thing) and efficiency (doing the thing right).  “Right”-ness is relatively defined in terms of my having intentions and objectives that serve the integrity of my being, and of my doing what supports and fulfills these intentions and objectives.

Discerning and choosing what is workable for me is the outcome of my being awake to my present moment-to-moment reality – being mindfully conscious.  As I am mindfully aware of the way that my consciousness works, I can discern what doesn’t work in and with my consciousness.  And as I likewise mindfully exercise my perspective-shifting ability, I can alter my perspective(s) so that unworkability is at least minimized if not eliminated in and from my experience.  When I no longer support what doesn’t work in my life, I allow what does work to show up in its place.  What works comes naturally to me when what doesn’t work is removed from its right-of-way.  Yet once again, knowing what does work also empowers me to justify continuing what doesn’t work by “should”-ing on myself.

My strategy of allowing workability to show up in my life was biblically proclaimed (here paraphrased): As I seek first the mightiness of my mindful consciousness, what works is added to my experience.

Choosing Self-Dominion

Those who are exclusive, exclude themselves.

-Ralph Waldo Emerson 
I live in two different worlds, an “out there” (am not) world and an “in here” (am) world.  My relationship to these worlds is determined by my perspective on where dominion lies.  When I attribute what psychologists call “locus of control” to my “out there” world, my perspective is one of external dominion, in which case my ability to forgive depends upon what others do.  When I attribute locus of control to my “in here” world, I experience forgiveness as a self-generated function of my own dominion.

To forgive without first being forgiven or having other conditions met, I must experience dominion as something that I myself generate “in here” rather than as something that the “out there” world imposes on and holds over me.  When I am feeling overpowered it is because I perceive dominion through the perspective of overpowerment. When the “film” in my projector is the perspective of overpowerment, I am most likely to feel overpowered by my “out there” world because there seems to be so much more of it than of my “in here” world.  Feelings of personal powerlessness are inevitable so long as my relationship to dominion is framed in terms of overpowerment.  Establishing self-dominion requires me to cease associating dominion with power over my experience, because I can no more overpower myself than I can lift myself off the ground by grabbing my feet.

Self-dominion is my mightiness in and with (rather than over) both my “out there” and “in here” worlds.  When I exercise my might of self-dominion, I experience myself being powerful with both worlds, and overpowered (nor overpowerable) by either.  This is because the “I” that exercises self-dominion experiences itself to be independent of both worlds.  One of the oldest symbols of this relationship is the Taoist yin-yang, a version of which appears on the cover of this book bearing its subtitle.  The “I” that experiences self-dominion is represented by the boundary between the two halves.  The boundary also represents the two “haves” of my experience, the relationships I have with my inner (am) and outer (am not) worlds.

From the perspective of self-dominion, boundaries do not separate contrasting opposites, they define mutuality of relationship.  Whether I perceive a boundary as mutually excluding or mutually including, mutuality is nonetheless the basis of all perspectives and perceptions concerning boundaries.  When I am unforgiving, I experience boundaries in terms of mutual exclusion.  When I am forgiving, I experience boundaries in terms of mutual inclusion.  Self-dominion – my dominion in and with the world, rather than over it – is a perspective of mutual inclusion.

Insofar as all experience is of something that the one having the experience distinguishes from itself, all experience is mutual.  As physicist Eugene Wigner has noted, “We do not know of any phenomenon in which one subject is influenced by another without [the other] exerting a [corresponding] influence thereupon.” Self-dominion is the might with which the one having an experience inclusively embraces its mutuality. Self-exclusion – the building of perceptual or physical barriers – is the force with which the one having an experience attempts to deny its mutuality.

The walls I place between myself and others

have many textures:

self-pity,

busy-work,

competition,

saving the world,

cynicism,

the turn on,

and many more.

I may build walls to keep out

criticism,

hurt,

disappointment, 

let-downs,

and the like –

yet all to no avail.

My defenses, meant to keep out others,

only keep me in,

to fester with what I am unable to exclude.

I may pound against my walls,

yet again to no avail,

for such understanding of walls is only half. 

I can liberate myself only as I also understand

that my walls yield from the other side.

There is no getting out

without a letting in.

The relationship of getting out to letting in is fraught with humorous as well as serious paradox.  Samuel Goldwyn once expressed his distaste for a proposed course of action by saying, “Include me out of it,” and the briefly notorious rock star, Sam the Sham, recorded “I’m In With The Out Crowd.”  Seriously speaking, so long as I am unforgiving I include myself with the world’s largest out crowd.

My Ultimate Happen Stance

Experience is not what happens to a man;

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

–Aldous Huxley
The honking horn incident was my first mindfully deliberate engagement of the ruler within myself with intent to authorize a change in my experience and behavior by deliberately shifting my perspective.  I got out of my experience of distraction by letting the honking horn into my experience of meditation. As I accepted that the daily honking would continue in any event, I chose to shift my perspective on its happenstance.

Every change of perspective on my experience alters the shape of my experience accordingly.  Because this “shape-shifting” ability is universal to our species, all of us are shamans to ourselves.  I exercised my own inner shaman’s power to shift the shape of my meditative perspective by forgiving the honking horn, the truck, its driver and my neighbor for the fact and manner of their presence in my life.  When I embraced the daily honking as an integral part of the context of my morning meditations, it disrupted my meditation no more than do passing clouds disrupt my experience of daylight.
Like most situations and conditions upon which I have altered my perspective, the honking horn was not removed from my experience.  I merely removed myself from being at its effect by adopting a new perspective.  (As noted in Zen, “After enlightenment, the laundry.”  Enlightenment does not make my laundry go away, rather it gives me the option of newly appreciating my laundry.)

Becoming aware as the ruler within myself (not just of it) awakens me to a pristine inner state of consciousness that transcends all of my circumstances.  This undisturbed – and undisturbable – consciousness comprehends my perceived externalities with the perspective-altering might that I eclipse with habituated forceful thoughts and feelings.  This mightiness is ever ready to serve me at all times.  Even when my awareness of it is eclipsed by self-negating perceptions of powerlessness to manage myself in circumstances over which I have no external control, the mightiness of my internal self-command remains latently present within me, to be exercised whenever and as I choose to engage it.  

This perpetual opportunity to mindfully create a workable experience in and of the world is the central fact of my self-dominion.  There is no end of my self-dominion’s possibilities. Though I lack power over externalities, I am never denied the establishment of a mighty relationship with them so long as I am in mindful command of my perspective-altering ability.  From this ability’s own perspective, a mighty alternative exists for every resort to forcefulness.

My perspective-altering ability is so all-empowering and user friendly that I can even employ my self-dominion on behalf of denying that I have such dominion, in which case I am allowed to experience powerlessness.  Thus am I capable of being no more victimized by my circumstances (nor any less) than I agree to be by virtue of my choice of perspectives.

Self-dominion is the province of those who know their own mind, the way it works, and how to engage and change it.  Such people have thus far constituted one of the world’s smallest minorities. I observe that most persons – myself once included – concoct a composite of other’s perceptions of who they are, and accept that composite as their identity.  Yet to the extent that I adopt others’ perceptions of me, I allow them rather than myself to shape my own perspectives, and thus my experience of life.  I essentially allow them to “mind” my business by remote access.

Concocting a composite of others’ perceptions of oneself is as far as many if not most persons go in addressing the question, “Who am I?”  Thus do they also compose their experience of powerlessness.  I opt instead for the might of knowing my own mind from the perspective of its self-originating authority, rather than from the perspective of others’ perceptions.  As I engage my power of self-authorization, viewing my experience from my mightiness to command my perspectives, I exercise the self-dominion of being my life’s author, and am able to edit out or refuse unwanted perspectives that others have contributed or would like to contribute to my own.

When I exercise my might of self-dominion, I cease to be at the effect of others’ endeavors to manage my experience.  I create new responses to my circumstances, rather than re-create – and thus perpetuate – former reactions.  As one consequence of doing so, I minimize my creation of occasions that necessitate my own and others’ subsequent forgiveness.

Being Present to My Past and Future

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

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

-Abraham Lincoln
In every moment of my existence, my embodiment of my past is pregnant with tendencies for my future, the tendencies that constitute my “destiny.”  The hallmarks of my mindful consciousness are my awareness of the past that I have embodied and how I have done so, my discernment of the consequent tendencies of that embodiment, and my willingness to release any unworkable thought forms and behavior patterns that are therein included.

Such mindfulness is a comprehensive version of what some folks call being aware of their “process.”  Many people are nowadays sufficiently aware of their process to describe it in their recounting of their story.  Yet conventional autobiographical self-storytelling, even when it incorporates explanations of self-process, tends to present only what happens in one’s experience rather than the way one’s experience works.  Pointing to my process and experience tells little of what is revealed as I instead point from my process and experience.

In order to observe the how of my experience, I seek to understand the processing that gives rise to my processes.  As I come to understand my processing, I observe from inside-out the way I self-originate my feelings and behaviors, i.e., the way I go about authorizing the what’s so of my experience in the so what of my present circumstances.  With this understanding of how I am moved, I am empowered to be far more effective at what I am moved to do.  I am also empowered to relate from my story rather than merely tell about it, which encourages others to respond in similar manner, thereby joining me in mutual dialog rather than exchanging parallel monologues.

When I am mindfully conscious, I am causal of my behavior in the present according to who and how I am just now.  When I am instead authoritarian, reacting in conformity with perspectives shaped in my past, I am at the effect of my yesterdays and merely reproduce who and how I was in former times.  To paraphrase a well-known comment on history in general, “Those who are not knowing of their personal history are condemned to repeat it.”

The more fully I be who and how I am in the present moment, 

· the less there is of being who and how I am not (or no longer am);

· the less there also is of what doesn’t work for me; 

· the less there is that requires forgiveness by myself and/or others.

The Sanctity of Experience

Expression is the one fundamental sacrament. It is then outward and visible sign of an inward and spiritual grace.  It follows that, in the process of forming a common expression of direct intuition, there is a first stage of primary expression into some medium of sense-experience which each individual contributes at first hand. No one can do this for another. It is the contribution of each to the knowledge of all. -Alfred North Whitehead
Talk to yourself, not to the world. 

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

Conditions are the reflections of our meditations and nothing else.
-Ernest Holmes
Nothing is more utterly personal, final, true and sacred to me, while ye t also being ultimately ineffable, than is my experience.
My experience is utterly personal, for though I may sometimes be of “more than one mind” about it, it is in no one else’s mind that my own experience takes place.  My own experience is unique to me.  There is no such thing as having the “same” experience as another, because no other person ever has experienced, will experience or can experience as I do, nor can I reproduce another’s experience.  And even if two of us were to have exactly the same experience, there would be no way to objectively verify it.  So long as each of us looks out through a perspective that others can only at most look at or into, our respective within’s are mutually unfathomable.

My experience is utterly final, because time’s arrow goes only in the direction of happening, not in the direction of unhappening.  I cannot un-have an experience once it has occurred, I can only un-have a given perspective on, perception of or relationship to that experience.

My experience is utterly true and sacred, because it is never more, less or other than what it is.  My experience by itself is absolute as is, though my relationship to it is relative, as the word “relationship” itself denotes.  Anyone’s assessment and interpretation of my experience, including my own, can never be more than relatively true and sacred.  Every assessment and interpretation is optional, being subject to changes of perspective, while my experience itself remains always and only what it is.

Ultimately, for all its personality, finality and sanctity, my experience remains forever ineffable, being irreducible to ultimate explanation.  No description of it can be fully complete, nor can it be fully communicated or comprehended.  It is so private that it is never fully exposed, even to myself.

I frequently observe other’s dishonoring of the sanctity of experience.  On one such occasion I overheard a small child asking her parents if a girlfriend could accompany them on a shopping trip.  When she was told “no,” she began to cry.  When asked why she was crying she said it was because her friend could not go with them.  Her mother replied, “No, honey, you don’t really want your friend to come along, you just think you do.  You really want to be with just your mommy and daddy.”  Tears sprang to my eyes as I turned away in sudden poignant realization that the most vicious form of personal abuse – of adults as well as children – is the sacrilege of denying the what and how of their experience, with the implicit (and in this case explicit) attempt to force them into feeling the way I want them to feel.  And this sacrilege is even more vicious when it is coated with “honey.”

Most negations of others’ experience are not as direct as was this mother’s outright, blasphemous denial of the sanctity of her daughter’s being.  The more common way to dismiss others’ experience is to say that it is “wrong.”  Yet to perceive my own or anyone else’s experience either as “right” or “wrong” is utterly mindless.  Only interpretations of experience can be in error, not experience itself, which is just as it is and never as it is not.  And even then, the “wrongness” is relative only to the perspective of the one who declares it wrong.

Since no one has anyone else’s experience, even of things that are experienced by everyone, there is no way for anyone to precisely analyze another’s experience.  Experience is doubly ineffable to those who have not had it.  However savvy one may become about experience, in the final analysis there is no final analysis – including self-analysis.

The personal, final, true, yet ineffable sanctity of experience was noted by R.D. Laing in The Politics of Experience:

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

I cannot experience your experience. You cannot experience my experience. We are both invisible beings. All beings are invisible to one another. Experience is being's invisibility to being. Experience used to be called the Soul. Experience as invisibility of being to being is at the same time more evident than anything.  Only experience is evident.  Experience is the only evidence.
To savage another’s experience is to trash the truest evidence of her being alive.  Yet this is exactly what my own unforgiveness does to those who are unforgiven.  My unforgiveness harbors at least some denial of the unforgiven one’s experience, and of my own as well.

One path to the forgiveness of others is my release of the self-denial in me.

The Acknowledgement of Experience

What you are speaks so loud,

I cannot hear what you say.
-Ralph Waldo Emerson
This report is less about forgiveness as a formal construct or practice than it is an accounting from my own experience of forgiving, which is so personal that I am able to address it effectively only from my first person perspective.  Second and third person language is too preachy for my purpose, which is to reveal my experience as it applies to me rather than generalize it to others.  When I speak in second and third person language, I tend to listen to what I am saying, as if I were a member of my audience.  As I speak in first person language, I am more able to say what I am listening to.  Furthermore, when I am pointing at my experience, I am beside the point and tend to argue it.  When I am pointing as my experience, I and my point are one, arguing nothing.

The difference between pointing from rather than at my experience was first realized by me when I adopted a conversational strategy that minimizes others’ tendencies to argue with me.  When I confine my discourse to what I have actually experienced, very few persons take issue with me by baldly asserting (like the mother quoted above) that I did not have an experience of which I speak, that my experience is not as I report it.  With rare exceptions, they contest only my view of my experience and not my experience itself, in which case I reply by observing that their view does not match my experience.  The assertion, “what you say does not match my experience,” tends to minimize subsequent argumentation so long as I do not insist that my perspective be accepted by others as absolute, i.e., as the only “right” one.   Rather, this assertion invites others to join with me in further examination of my experience by asking such questions as “Why doesn’t it match?” and (even mere pertinent) “What does match your experience?” or “What would it take to match your experience?”

[When facts rather than experience are at issue, the comparable response is, “That doesn’t match my information.”]

The disarming power of this strategy is awesome when others get derogatory with me, as the reader may validate for him/herself.  To fully appreciate the disarming power of this response, the next time someone calls you a “son-of-a-bitch” – or anything comparably forceful – simply reply as neutrally as you can, “That does not match my experience.”  This is a prime example of a mighty (self-managing) rather than forceful (other-managing) response, which tends to effectively manage the other’s response nevertheless.

As others comment on my experience, I respond with an accepting nod to convey my acknowledgement that their perspective is being heard.  Lest such acknowledgement be misinterpreted as agreement, I also comment, “that’s another way of looking at it.”  Such responses tend either to end further discourse on the immediate subject or to sustain the discourse in a non-argumentative mode.

People who realize that they cannot change my experience have the option of joining me in speaking from – rather than merely about – their own experience.  Our exchange becomes a meaningful dialog of mutual self-disclosure, proceeding from our experiential inner knowing rather than from our superficial – and always debatable – observations of externalities.  

Although observations of internalities are likewise provisional and subject to debate, the debated life is (for me) no more worth living than the unexamined one, so that I am unwilling to debate either others’ experiences or my own.  Since my own experience is most instructive when it is subject to self-examination and self-disclosure, not to debate, I assume the same sanctity of experience for others.

Occasionally another’s viewpoint does seem to match my experience better than my own, especially when it provides me with new information or profound insight.  When this happens I thankfully acknowledge the match. 

Assessment from experience, rather than merely of or about it, distinguishes the sciences of mindfulness (consciousness of consciousness itself) from the sciences of matter (consciousness of perceived externalities).  Mindfulness is what matters most to me, because it determines how I matter, and thus the relationship to me of all other matter.

Talking to Myself Out Loud

I am keenly aware of what Plato pointed out in ancient times: the best anyone can hope to do is remind you of what you already know. My best hope, then, is not for a journey of discovery, but for one of remembrance. -George Leonard
As I report from my experience rather than merely about it, I honor that none of it takes place “out there.”  All experience, even of externalities, takes place internally.  Even in my so-called “out of body” experiences, the outness was experienced from the viewpoint of a disembodied “here.”   This is the only perspective I have thus far encountered that exists as if it were hard-wired into my consciousness.

Wherever I may go and whatever I may do, all of my going and doing is experienced “in here” – including my conversations with other people.  Even when it seems (to myself included) that I am speaking to others, all such discourse is no more than a public utterance (outer-ance) of my self-talk.  I address myself out loud in public because what I say in the presence of others may resonate with at least some of their own self-talk, and some of their responding self-talk may resonate with mine, so that we all may thus better understand our respective internal conversations.

The resonance with others that I most value is the resonance of internalities, the resonance of our respective innermost selves.  Accordingly, what others think of the world is of far less ultimate concern to me than how they experience their lives.  And in order to be encouraging of others to share the how of their experience, my self-talk must proceed from the way I experience my own. 

The mightiness of experientially grounded self-talk was dramatically confirmed during a dialog with a group of philosophy students.  Their professor had invited me to share with his class what he considered to be my “unusual” philosophy of life.  He sat near the back of the lecture room as I spoke, to survey (I presumed) the class’s response to my self-disclosure.  As I proceeded, he became increasingly uneasy.  I suspected that his students’ rapt attention to me on his own turf was igniting an ego flare.  Though I was correct in discerning a disturbed ego, I was in error about its concern.

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

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

His response was a long confessional, which may be fairly summarized as follows:

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

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

I further inquired, “So I’m dangerous like Socrates was dangerous?”

“Far worse!” he exclaimed.  “Socrates led people to realizations that endangered the established authority.  You lead people to their own self-realization, which makes you dangerous to everyone.”

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

I also shared my disagreement with his assessment of Socrates, whose philosophical tutelage to “know thyself” constitutes a clear and present danger to all concerned, not just to the cultural establishment.  

The professor’s confession illuminates the potentially radical consequences of disarming the urge to argue.  It courts what tends to be at once my greatest yearning, the experience of being truly seen and heard, as well as my greatest trepidation, the experience of thus also being among those who discern “some things” that I have been hiding from myself.

The Wizard of Is

One’s continued willingness to seek is the finding.

-Taoist proverb

My self-talk occasionally prompts what I call an “I-opener,” a gem of insight in poetic form that comes forth during exceptionally lucid moments, and which takes me to a deeper level of mindful consciousness as I proceed with my journey of self-dominion.  These gems are occasionally included in this report.

One day I wondered to myself, “Where does this stuff come from?”  The following “I-opener” is the answer I received:

Somewhere this side of the rainbow

you can meet the Wizard of Is

whose special magic

leaves today's life undistracted

by the should be's

could be's

and if only's

that cloud over my inner-most intentions.

"Good old days"

childish ways

and other once-were's

are as absent from the Wizard's view

as are apprehensions about tomorrow.

Instead

the Wizard of Is resides

in the near and how of present instants only – 

the time and place from which life forever recreates itself.

If you would fathom the secret

of overflowing from such instants

you must consult the Wizard of Is.

Fortunately, this Wizard inhabits your own domain,

within the being who bears your name.
My moments of greatest enlightenment are moments when what is self-evidently so becomes starkly self-evident within me, after which the nature of my experience is never quite the same.  These moments have an eternal quality that enlightens all subsequent moments.  They awaken me to the self-originating source of my conscious awareness.  In these moments I am face to face with a brilliant wholeness of being that I ordinarily sense at most – if at all – only dimly and in part.

I am aided in comprehending the what’s so of that wholeness by the inner witness that I call “The Wizard of Is.”  I do not mistake this witness for the author of my experience, which would be analogous to mistaking Merlin for King Arthur. There is both what’s so and that which comprehends what’s so, the Wizard being the latter.  

What’s so is ultimately beyond even the Wizard’s comprehension.  Wholeness is prehension itself – the whole, perfect and complete putting-and-holding-together-ness, the cohering power inherent in all things. 

[NOTE: The English language’s closest candidate for a one-word synonym for “prehension” is “synergy,” which is only somewhat less an in-word recognized by a few.  Thus far, my own best shots at synonyms for “prehension” in ordinary language are neologisms, the verbs “togethering,”  “together-putting,” and “betweening.”  Togethering is prehension’s locally imminent aspect.  Betweening is its universally transcendent aspect ]  

My wholeness is prehension itself, prehending itself as me – the universal way of all being, as it is when it is being the local version of itself that I call “me.”  Some have called this “God in action.”  Although I comprehend it as “wholeness in action, within and as me,” I do not hesitate to call it “God” when I am in the company of those are comfortable with references to deity.

The experience of coming face-to-face with the what’s so of my being – holistic prehension that holistically prehends as me – is least communicable when I merely attend to and report about my experience.  It is when I attend and report with, from and as the wholeness of my being that my prehension most clearly resonates with and engages the prehension within others.

Forgiveness, being grounded in prehensive wholeness, knows no other resonant frequency.  This frequency has been described in a popular translation of the Sanskrit term, “Namasté”:

I honor the place within you where the universe resides;

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

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

there is only one of us.
What’s So

Inquire Within

 -Job notice for a philosopher.

My mastery of self-evident what’s so-ness requires me to be in direct relationship with that which is self-evident, and to proceed from that self-evidentiality.  Only from such relationship do I fully realize my self-dominion.  In courting such a relationship, the clarity of my mindfulness is a function of the questions I ask of myself, my openness to hearing the answers, and my willingness to direct my life accordingly.  No one else can fathom and comprehend my own experience as profoundly as I may.  

If some others seem to understand me better than I understand myself, it is only because they have heard the answers to questions asked of themselves that I have yet to ask of mine.  The time for me to ask is always now, for in the absence an intimate moment-to-moment relationship with the who-and-how of my own being, the prophet most without honor in my own country is me.

It is my firm conviction that The Wizard of Is resides uniquely within all persons, and that the mastery of what’s so via communion with this inner witness is among the most mighty of humankind’s as yet only scarcely realized powers.

So What: The Power of Forgiveness

Reasons to forgive are abundantly available in numerous books on the subject. Reasoning to forgive is in shorter supply.  In the interest of closing that gap, everything I say about the power of forgiveness reflects my deeply reasoned contemplation of my own experience of forgiving (the actuality thereof), not just my knowledge about forgiveness (the result of releasing unforgiveness).  Though what I say has also been confirmed in reports of others’ experience, I confine my report to insights from my own examined experience so that others may see therein some reflection of their own experience as well.

“What’s so” is the nature of that which is.

“So what” is the expression of that which is.

-The Wizard of Is
The burden of unforgiveness is hardest on those who are unforgiving.  As Della Reese has remarked:

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

This statement confirms my own experience with unforgiveness, as well as the experience of a growing number of medical and psychological researchers.  My unforgiveness gives others a lease on my mind and a leash on my well-being, while forgiveness cancels negative occupancy of my mind by all concerned, myself included.  How I can know that I have forgiven someone is that he or she has harmless residence in my mind, meaning that my thoughts and feelings about him/her are without any negative association or charge.  Only as I enjoy harmless residence in my own mind is everyone else likewise safe therein.

Although unforgiveness invariably relates to something in the past, whether it occurred many years or a few minutes ago, forgiveness knows only the present.  Forgiveness is forever imminent, my ever-present potential to release my false hopes for a better or different experience in the past.  Since I cannot “unhave” an experience once it has taken place, my past experience cannot be changed.  Forgiving acceptance of this finality is my only recourse to serenity when my experience has been turbulent or tragic.  Only in serenity of whole being may I effectively address what I actually can change: my perspective on past experience that no longer has existence other than in the memories of those who were involved.

Memories are always subject to change via a change of perspective.  I may revise my own memories in the light of new information, or I may choose to relate to them from a new perspective, one that is self-affirming rather than self-limiting.  In any event, all forgiveness of the past takes place in present moments, creating a new relationship to my recollection of former moments that no longer exist.

Forgiveness is always willing, never willful – an ever-present, self-empowering quality of whole being that is forever present within me and capable of neutralizing all manner of harmful thoughts and hard feelings, though only as and when I choose to let it do so by allowing clouds of reactionary consciousness to dissipate.  Where forgiveness is concerned, allowance is all.  While I can forcefully express my harmful thoughts and hard feelings of unforgiveness, I cannot force them to pass.  I can, however, allow them to dissipate by ceasing to nurture unforgiving thoughts, feelings and behaviors, i.e., by ceasing to entertain and indulge them.

Even when I am unable to avoid the experience of thoughts and feelings of unforgiveness, I do not have to dwell in that experience.  As someone has said, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I am not required to pitch my tent there.  Life in the valley is all about continuing the walk, rather than dwelling therein.

Releasing the Illusion of Elusion

You can check out any time you want,

but you can never leave.

-Hotel California
A theologian once noted that when God inquired, “Adam, where art thou?” it was not God who had moved.  Similarly, forgiveness does not elude me, it is I who elude my forgiving nature.  Yet elude it as I may, I cannot escape its inner presence.

My ability to forgive is an ever-present innate predisposition that becomes realized in my forgiving acts. My acts are not the cause of my forgiveness, they are its conveyance.  Nor is my forgiving nature the cause of my acts, in which case I would be automatically forgiving of all things. What causes my forgiving predisposition and ability to manifest in forgiving behavior are my intentional choices, initially my chosen intention to forgive and subsequently my choices to actualize this intention.  My forgiving acts are the outcome of my consciously chosen and persistently nurtured intention to live as the forgiving person that I innately am.  Where my persistent intention goes, my energy consistently flows.
I sometimes illustrate the relationship between intentionality and choice by asking participants in my workshops to watch my hand as I wave it back and forth above my head.  I then wave my hand and ask, “What caused you to watch my hand?”  Some say that the waving hand itself caused them to watch.  Others say that my invitation was the cause.  Yet if either of these were the case, no one could avoid being caused to watch my waving hand.  Yet some people do.

My waving hand is watched only by those who intend to watch it upon being invited to do so, and then choose to watch it when the opportunity is presented.  It is my intentionality that causes me to make corresponding choices.  [The perceptual and philosophical complexities that underlie this correspondence are addressed in the larger text from which this booklet is excerpted.]

It is sometimes suggested that those who do not watch my waving hand were not listening when I gave the invitation.  If so, this further rests my case.  Where one has formed no intention – no matter for what reason – one can have no result, because there is no corresponding choice to be made.

My non-divertible heart-felt intention to be forgiving is the cause of all my forgiving behavior.  Non-divertibility of intention does not mean that I am never off the course I have set, only that I correct diversions from my intention as I become aware of them.  There are times when I am so frequently diverted from fulfilling an intention that the course of my life becomes tacky. 

Where there is no persistent inclination to course correction, there is no committed intention, and without committed intention I am incapable of forgiving those persons, situations and circumstances that I feel helpless to forgive.  Persistence is the heartbeat of heart-felt intention.  In the fullness of time the universe rewards all mindful engagements of persistent heart-felt intention.

My perceived helplessness to forgive is the consequence of giving all of my help to the state of non-forgiveness in which I have pitched my tent.  Yet a non-divertible heart-felt intention to be forgiving eventually summons the ability to forgive that seemingly eludes me.  When forgiveness is not immediately possible for me, it emerges in due course when my non-divertible heart-felt intention is that it do so.  All such intentions (in contrast to merely “good” intentions) are self-productive of their own realization in the fullness of time, so long as my choices honor the convergence of my intent with opportunities for its realization.  All that is required of me is to be faithful to my intentions while also being aware of the corresponding opportunities and acting on them.

Since forgiveness is an allowed and emergent rather than automatic quality of my being, my incidences of forgiving have their own season of fulfillment.  For instance, instant forgiveness of a deep betrayal invariably eludes me.  Yet even when my mental-emotional tent is pitched in unforgiveness and I am presently unable to pull up the stakes, I can forgive myself for being in unforgiveness.  It is when I choose to forgive my unforgivingness, rather than endeavor to justify it, that my release of unforgiveness begins.

My gateway to heaven opens as I choose to forgive myself in hell.

Raising My Allowance

It is our own power to have no opinion about a thing, and not to be disturbed in our soul;

for things themselves have no natural power to form our judgments.

-Marcus Aurelius

The only forgiveness available to me is the forgiveness I find presently within.  All forgiveness, whether of me or by me, not only begins at home in my own being, it likewise ends there, for my forgiveness of others is the extended consequence of my homework on myself.  There is no thing in me that is unforgivable in another when it has been fully forgiven in myself.  Nor, until I am fully self-forgiven, can I embrace another’s forgiveness of me without reservation or victorious sentiment.

My unforgiveness of another is evidence of something that I am holding against myself.  Yet what requires my self-forgiveness may not be identical to what I perceive as unforgivable in another.  For instance, when I am unforgiving of another for an act unlike any that I myself have committed, it may be only my condemnation of the actor that requires my self-forgiveness.  

Neither is my unforgiveness of another necessarily for something that the other has done.  Unforgiveness of others can be a way of diverting my attention from something unforgiven in myself, of which their presence painfully reminds me.  It was from this perspective that Benjamin Franklin once inquired of a man who hated another, “What did you do to him that makes you detest him so?”  It was likewise from this perspective that Franklin also advised, “Love your enemies, for they tell you your faults.”
My condemnation eclipses only the integrity of the one who is condemning.  In the meantime, that integrity forever abides until I choose to re-engage it.

Most of us know people that we don’t like. Will Rogers’ “I never met a man I didn’t like” is the only reported exception I know of.  Yet I do not have to give free rent in my mind to others by disliking those whom I find unlikable.  Rather than dislike them, I can forgive them for not meeting my standards of likeability, standards for which it is I who am responsible in any event, not they.  The impartiality of not disliking someone who I perceive to be unlikeable aligns me with the most mighty state of consciousness available to me: my self-originating consciousness, the ruler within myself, the author of my choices, the governor of my self-dominion, which is totally impartial.

Respecting All That Is 

When I cannot see integrity in another,

it is because I have lost sight of my own.

-Doug Yeaman
Like the rain that falls on the just and the unjust alike, I need not slight anyone.  The perception that such impartiality and equity of respect is beyond human attainment is a disempowering, self-diminishing belief that I have tended to buy into.  Yet the falsity of this belief is quite apparent when I recognize that my abiding consciousness neither likes nor dislikes almost everything that goes on around me.  Only a millionth of the external stimuli that impinge on my body and sensory system are consciously noticed by me, while much that I do attend to goes unnoticed by others even as what attracts and occupies their attention may be largely ignored by me.  All noticing is arbitrary, and the opportunity for an equitable change of notice is forever at hand.

Although some people equate impartiality with indifference, they are not the same.  As Elie Wiesel has said, “The opposite of love is not hate, it’s indifference. The opposite of art is not ugliness, it’s indifference. The opposite of faith is not heresy, it’s indifference. And the opposite of life is not death, it’s indifference.”

Indifference reflects lack of caring, while impartiality reflects equity of caring.  Indifference is ignorant of consequences, while impartiality is impersonal with reference to consequences.  For instance, so long as the consequence of jumping off a building is falling, that consequence follows no matter who does the jumping.  Impartiality is universally and uniformly respectful, allowing no special relationships in regard to consequences.

Omni-respectful impartiality is the original and originating nature of the cosmos.  It is essential to the integrity that sustains wholeness, within individuals and communities as well as within the universe at large.  Impartiality is the nature of all physical laws, which no more make exceptions than does the law of gravity.  Such impartiality is likewise the original nature of my pristine, untroubled conscious state.  All disturbances of this state are secondary and transient.  No matter how forceful and prolonged my experience of disturbance may be, the disturbance at most eclipses rather than diminishes my undisturbable original nature.

The capacity of my original omni-respectful nature remains intact, whether or not I exercise my ability to draw on it.  I forever have the option of realigning with my original nature by releasing the distractions that eclipse my awareness of/from my might.  In light of this option, everything that I have not forgiven is like the honking horn that I allowed to distract me from exercising my capacity for mindfully conscious attention until I disallowing my indulgence in forceful thoughts and feelings directed toward it.

My Cloud of Unforgiveness

We who lived in concentration camps can remember the men who walked through the huts comforting others, giving away their last piece of bread.  They may have been few in number, but they offer sufficient proof that everything may be taken from a man but one thing:  the last of the human freedoms – to choose one's attitude in any given set of circumstances, to choose one's own way.  -Viktor E. Frankl
The innermost truth of my yearning to “have powers” is that I already do have powers which far exceed prevailing estimates of what human beings may accommodate and accomplish, and that these powers only seem to be absent as I eclipse my awareness of them.   This truth first dawned on me as I was reading Viktor Frankl’s account of his own and others’ choices to survive in the concentration camps (see his book, Man’s Search for Meaning).

Another deep truth of my being is that insofar as my innate powers are unavailable to me, it is often because I have clouded them over with unforgiveness.  There is a direct correlation between safe passage of persons in my mind and the safe passage of mightiness in my deeds, and my mightiness lend itself only to safe passage.

Forgiveness is an outward, expansive relationship established with others, not something that I do to them or for them.  Unforgiveness is an inward, contractive relationship established with myself that does do harmful things to me and nothing that is beneficial.  Releasing my self-unforgiveness liberates the mental and emotional energies that I have misguidedly turned against myself while thinking that their vengeance is turned outward.  Releasing my unforgiveness of others reclaims the energy that I so freely rent to those who are unforgiven.  

Not only does my unforgiveness disempower me, it empowers others to abuse me.  I am never more subject to manipulation by another than when that other is someone for whom I have unforgiveness.

My unforgiveness is totally self-serving, though negatively so, as a means of hiding from me the sacrifice of my own well being that accompanies my choice to be resentful.  Again my unforgiveness is counterproductive of its presumed disempowerment of those who are not forgiven.  For while it seems to me that my unforgiveness gives me power over those who are unforgiven, it actually prohibits the realization of self-dominion that a mighty, forgiving relationship with them would draw forth.

The counterproductivity of my unforgiveness is outrageous.  The force with which I express and act it out is a neurotic endeavor to compensate myself for the state of powerlessness in which it is only my unforgiveness that imprisons me.  The endeavor is utterly fruitless, since the force of my unforgiveness is far more effective in limiting myself than it is in limiting others.

My Past Is Not What It Used To Be

Nothing changes more consistently than the past.

The past that influences our lives is not what actually happened,

rather what we believe to have happened.

–Gerald W. Johnson
The arbitrariness of my unforgiveness is equally outrageous.  My unforgiveness is based entirely on my perceptions, and every one of my perceptions is equivocal – one of several I could have for a given person, event, or situation. The same is also true of my perception of other people’s actions.  This means that any unforgiveness harbored by me is based on a set of arbitrary perceptions.  For instance, the same things done by both a stranger and a friend are not likely to be perceived identically by me.  Nor are the same things done by the same person likely to be perceived identically by me under all circumstances and changes of my mood.  Furthermore, once the occasion of my unforgiveness has passed, it is based solely on my memory of the occasion, and memories are just as arbitrary as perceptions.

Given all of its relativity, my unforgiveness has little to do with who the unforgiven person is today.  It is held in place by my arbitrary memory of an arbitrary perception of that person at one moment in the past.  In the meantime, virtually everything in the universe other than my perception has changed.

When I sincerely ask myself, “How may I perceive differently today what I am still seeing through yesterday’s perspective?” I initiate the thawing of my unforgiveness.

Debugging My Original Nature

Better keep yourself clear and bright.

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

–George Bernard Shaw
My consciousness is much less wanting for reprogramming than it is wanting for my debugging of what I have errantly engaged its programming to accomplish.   Where forgiveness is concerned, what most immediately requires my debugging is the resentment that I have projected on others in presumption of not forgiving them.  In the broadest sense, forgiveness requires my debugging of all harmful thinking and other forms of negative perception, feeling, purpose and intention.

All of my experience of negative mental and emotional charge, regardless of what occasions it, is a consequence of unforgiveness.  Debugging myself of such charge is accomplished by allowing it to dissipate through lack of reinforcement.  The discharging of my unforgiveness frees the physical, mental and emotional energies that are bound up in dis-ease (negative emotional, mental and physical health) and accordingly frees me to engage my no longer eclipsed might in the accomplishment of life-affirming purposes.

Dis-ease is the consequence of blocked energy, energy that is constricted or obstructed in its flow.  Because unforgiveness obstructs the flow of my emotional energy, it is an emotional dis-ease that results in mental and physical dis-ease.  [Medical evidence of this claim is documented in the full version of the forthcoming volume from which this booklet is excerpted.]  

Fortunately, there can be no obstruction of or within me without my collaboration.  My unforgiveness is self-distracting and self-obstructing, not imposed by others, and the undoing of my self-distraction and obstruction is entirely within my own jurisdiction.  

Other people present only obstacles, over or around which there is always a way for me to proceed.  Perceiving these obstacles as obstructive barriers is the ultimate form of my self-distraction.  Obstruction exists only as I choose to perceive obstacles as insurmountable.
Thus it is always my own obstructions that require my forgiveness, including all distractions by the perceived obstructiveness of others’ honking horns, etc.  However real or deliberate may be another’s intended obstruction of my purpose, it is I and not the other who determines my perspective on and relationship to the obstacle at hand.  It is likewise I and not they who merit forgiveness for my choice to distract myself with anger and resentment, instead of finding the gift in our exchange.

Every obstacle that I encounter bears a gift, which I may or may not receive according to my perspective.  A classic story of finding the gift when presented with an obstacle is that of an insufferably optimistic child who was to be cured of his presumed naiveté by being locked up for an entire day in a room where he we was up to his neck in horse manure.  When the door to the room was opened at the end of the day, he was sorting through the manure with a broad smile on his face.  “Mom, Dad, give me a hand!” he shouted.  “With all this horseshit there’s gotta be a pony in here somewhere.”

A classic discipline for finding the gift in any obstacle is Aikido, the only martial art whose perspective precludes offensive action.  Aikido is predicated on the principle that all incoming energy is a gift, so that no matter what is the motivating intention or appearance of anything that negatively impinges on me, be it a mental, emotional or physical attack, the impingement bears a gift for me.  Aikido is the art of engaging my mightiness to accept the gift, which is often no more than the opportunity to neutralize others’ forcefulness by refusing to match it with forceful reaction on my part by responding instead from full centeredness in my being.  Aikido acknowledges that all discernment of such gifts is in my own perceptual court, and trains me to cease courting distractions of my might, lest I fail to perceive and accept the gift in someone else’s forcefulness and thereby suffer damage instead.

So What

Learning "how to become what you are" [in Nietzsche's phrase] takes a lifetime,

but it still seems the best game in town.

–Robert Anton Wilson
Most simply stated, the ultimate thing to be forgiven and thus released by me is my refusal to forgive.  Forgiveness just is, of its own accord, as my unforgiveness is released.

As I cease obstructing life’s flow around and within me, and cease being distracted by the perceived obstructions of others, the authentic expression of my centered original nature is allowed to have its day.  And on that day when there is no more self-obstruction and self-distraction of my attention, there also will be nothing perceived in myself or others that calls for my forgiveness.

In exercising the power of forgiveness, there is far less for me to do on behalf of realizing my might than there is for me to undo.  Forgiveness is less an outcome of reprogramming my consciousness than of debugging the distortions of perspective and perception with which I have clouded the pristine state of existential consciousness from which my operational consciousness flows.  Accordingly, while other books on the subject of forgiveness tend to tell what may be done by me, I am more concerned with what may be undone by me.

On behalf of my self-emancipation from unforgiveness – myself being the only emancipator equal to the task – what is most immediately present for debugging from my consciousness is all pretension to be other than who and how I truly am.

XXXXXXXXXX

NOTE:  Four more sections follow, all of them presently briefer than these, though they will be expanded in the larger book from which this is excerpted.  The additional sections are entitled:

· Being Who I Am

· Forgiving Who I Am Not (Being How I Am)

· For Giving Who I Am

· How I Be Forgiving

Being Who I Am

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

-American folk song

When I was a child being asked by adults what I wanted to be when I grew up, I replied, “unusual.”

Though my response was calculated to amuse my inquisitors, it accurately represented my feelings nonetheless.  From earliest memory I have felt unusual, like someone who does not fit in this world because I am ill fit for it.  I have learned, however, that I am far from unusual in feeling this way.  It seems that at one time or another, probably everyone has felt thus.  The condition is sufficiently common to qualify as usual.

During the first three decades of my life I felt unusual by default: that’s just the way it was. I was mindlessly resigned to the feeling until a moment of insight dawned in my mid-thirties as I was pondering a Biblical passage – my first positive perspective on my experience of being unusual.  

Nothing new under the sun?

I am proof this is not so.

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

I am the one who is doing and thinking

right here and 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.

Each of us is an original, meaning that each of us is different.   While the fact that I am different makes me no different than anyone else, the fact of my difference makes me quite unlike any other.  Given the respective uniquenesses of over six billion human beings, there is nothing at all uncommon about being unusual.  Unusualness is one of humanity’s most usual conditions.  Only were I to feel that I am just like everybody else would I be uncommonly unusual.

The word “original” could just as well have been my response to the adults who asked what I wanted to be when I grew up, and at first it was.   My alternative choice was conditioned by adult reactions to the word “original.”  While “unusual” evoked responses ranging from laughter to surprise, “original” provoked uneasiness, defensiveness (“You’ll see!”) and skepticism (“You’ll get over it!”).  

On a few occasions I responded to the growing-up question with the word “different.”   This response was even less appreciated than “original,” as if I were committing a personal affront.

I concluded that adults are threatened by originality.   I can now see that they were perhaps put off only by what they perceived as cockiness or sassiness on my part.  In any event, to avoid giving them offense, I curbed my originality of self-expression.  By thus allowing my self-dominion to be adult-erated, I became something that is not at all unusual in this world: a recovering adult.

I no longer feel unusual by default because I now thoroughly own my uniqueness.  Though I continue to feel like I don’t really fit in this world, I now do so by informed consent.  I have made peace with the feeling by fully acknowledging and accepting it and allowing it to be O.K.  

A Question of Identity

“Who am I?” asked the pilgrim who had come from afar to see the Dalai Lama.

“Who is it that asks?” the Dalai Lama answered. 

–From the Tibetan folklore
The identity question – who am I? – begs itself in every person desiring to be genuinely who s/he is.  Nothing is truly my own until I myself have owned it, and this is especially true of my identity.  Until I have recognized what distinguishes my identity from all others and have then owned that difference, I cannot effectively distinguish my own how-to-be and what-to-do from the how-to-be’s and what-to-do’s that manipulative others would have me adopt on behalf of their purposes at the expense of my own.

The identity question begs itself perpetually because, in the words of St, Augustine, "the thing I am looking for is the thing I am looking with," and the one who does the looking is never quite the same from moment to moment.

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, just me, and that however inconsistent or fragmented the one in here may seem to be, I am always here for me as the most consistent of all my companions.  I can absolutely count on the fact that 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, because all of my experience of “out there” takes place in here.

The obverse of all this is the necessity for mindful self-dominion of the one in here….  (See NTN website on self-dominion)

Being of Consequence 

You must be the difference you wish to see in the world. 

–Gandhi
The originality of my being – the difference that makes me unique among all others – is the greatest gift I have to give to myself and to the world.  And not until I give this gift to myself by being the gift that I am will the world have it. 

It is also the most challenging thing for me to give, because my culture conspires against it.  All cultures tend to disdain originality that is not quickly and comfortably conformed with, so that people are reluctant to distinguish themselves and opt instead for looking, sounding and behaving like those around them.  Therefore, while originality is common to all persons, personal expressions of originality are uncommon.  It is only when, for instance, the Janis Joplin’s, Willie Nelson’s and Bob Dylan’s of this world, who are sufficiently original to defy imitation yet boldly exemplify their originality, that something strikingly new becomes apparent under the sun.  And it is only when the Gandhi’s and Martin Luther King’s of this world do likewise that a shift takes place in the collective human experience, something that promises renewal for everyone.

My originality – the unique quality of my being – is not willed by me.  I did and do not create my originality, my originality creates me, yet does so only as it is supported by my ongoing, mindful willingness that it be expressed.  I must be willing to be different in order to be the difference that I am, because willingness allows me to do what I can’t force (i.e., “make”) myself to do.  For example, I must be willing to be a forgiving person before I can have a non-divertible, heart-felt intention to be so.  I must willingly allow forgiveness to show up in relationships and situations where I feel unable to make it do so.

My own willingness to be my own person is declared in a written manifesto.  The mischievous spirit that moved me to say I wanted to be “unusual,” likewise moved me to write this manifesto at a MacDonald’s restaurant, the world’s most ubiquitous shrine to franchised conformity.

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.

Since thus proclaiming my self-dominion, I feel even more unfitted to this world than ever.  Yet I no longer feel unfit to accommodate the consequences of my not fitting in.

I have also learned the secret of being allowed my unusualness.  Much that is unusual is allowed to those who are quietly so.  I can enjoy my uniqueness by just being in accord with it and seeking no credit from others for thus being.  For the most part, I can either be uncommon, or I can get credit for being uncommon.  It is difficult to succeed at both, because the culture’s pressure to conform increases in direct proportion to its awareness of non-conformity.  Had, for instance, the so-called “counter-culture” of the 1960’s avoided the dominant culture’s Haight crimes of adverse publicity, it may have leavened the positive transformation of our society that was inherent in its potential.

Among the hardest things for me to forgive has been the culture’s resistance to authentic self-expression.  Yet only as I have acknowledged, accepted and allowed that such is the way of life, have I significantly progressed in being my own person.
Taking the Journey of Self-Dominion

It is good to have an end to journey toward.

Yet it is the journey itself that matters in the end.

-Ursula Guinn

Manifesto’s, like all other idealistic declarations of intent, tend to be far more boldly proclaimed than lived by, as evidenced historically by both the Christian and Communist ones.  Ideals, once proclaimed, tend to be profaned.  Accordingly, when he was asked what he thought of western civilization, Gandhi said he thought it would be a good idea.  

In recent history, western civilization has prevailed far more by force of arms, trade, commerce and consumerism than by the power of its ideals of civility.  Such ideals have for the most part been reduced to lip service in support of economic and political ambition.

Nor is my own manifesto as easily lived as lipped up to.  Allowing my originality to emerge from its eclipsed condition is a greater challenge than I anticipated it would be.  Accordingly, I can sincerely proclaim my manifesto only as a description of my journey rather than a declaration of its consummation. Committing to and taking the journey of self-dominion, rather than the fulfillment of its objective, has been my most certain accomplishment.  Just taking the journey of self-dominion has thus far been both the journey’s means and end. 

My intention to be my own consequence, rather than the consequence of others’ intentions for me, is itself of no consequence until it is a non-divertible intention to which I am whole-heartedly committed.  Whole-heartedness of intention is as essential to effective commitment as is non-divertibility.  It is the heart-feltness of my intention to be forgiving that keeps me mindful of my unforgiving divergences.
My non-divertible, heart-felt intentions tend to be as commanding of my psyche as is gravity of the physical world, though not as instantly nor as measurably so.  I suggest this analogy because it is the nature of such intentions to be self-productive of their own fulfillment, drawing me to their prescribed outcome as I allow them to do so by keeping myself out of their way.  To quote W.H. Murray, who was involved in the first successful climb of Mt. Everest:

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

It is thus, as acknowledged earlier, that my non-divertible heart-felt intention to be a forgiving person evokes my ability to be forgiving in the long run when, in the short run, I am stuck in unforgiveness that prevents me from getting out of my own way.  [For more on the subject of commitment, see the larger volume from which this booklet is excerpted.]

Staying out of my own way is among the most effective powers available to me.  The success of my journey of self-dominion depends far more on my ceasing to do what keeps me in bondage to unforgiving patterns of thought, feeling and behavior than on any forceful attempt to make my manifesto happen.

Staying out of my own way is my most effective means of being on my way.

Being On My Way, As My Way

You need to acknowledge how far you've come

to increase how far you'll go. 

-Michael Gerrish

I employ my manifesto to be of consequence as a compass that guides my journey, and never as a measure of how far I have yet to go.  Recognizing how far I have progressed nurtures my joy, while recognizing how far I have to go tends to fuel my frustrations.  The further backward I look, the farther forward I may see on the path of my destiny.  Knowing where I have come from is what tells me the direction I am currently taking, which in turn illumines my alternatives for any change of direction that is mindfully called for.  For all these reasons, I feel best served when, prior to taking my next steps, I assess my current situation and state of whole being in terms of how much further I have come, and in which direction, since the last assessment of my progress.

Knowing where I am going is not of itself sufficient to my getting there.  I must also have the stability of intention to arrive that is essential to keeping myself out of my own way as I am endeavoring to get there.  In addition to my compass, therefore, I also require a stabilizing gyroscope that sustains my equilibrium during the journey.

I found such a gyroscope on July 4, 1977, while walking along a creek that alternately ambles and tumbles toward the Roaring Fork River, south of Aspen, Colorado.  I was contemplating the relationship between independence and interdependence, while observing the contrast of the creeks’ alternating states of serene and white-water flow.   As my contemplations and the flowing water became one, The Wizard of Is (see p. ___) provided me with the most powerful I-opener that I have yet received:

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.*

As noted earlier, it is only when I cease obstructing the flow around and within me, and likewise cease being distracted by the perceived obstructions of others, that the genuine expression of my true, original nature is allowed to have its day.  Authentic self-expression is never realized by attempts of my own or of others to obstruct my inner flow.  Nor is it realized when I go with the outer flow, since “going with the flow” is but to float upon the dominion of my collective circumstances.  

Just as creeks and rivers are created as water flows in accordance with the law of gravity, my self-dominion is realized as I flow in accordance with the law of whole being.  This accordance – the “accord dance” of all being – graces my experience at the convergence point of my inner and surrounding flows.   Being the flow, going as my flow rather than against or with any other flow – being the life that flows as me – is what liberates my authentic personhood.

Self-dominion is a matter of willingness, not willfulness.  No more than I can push a river can I force the expression of my original nature.  My being emerges only as I allow its flow, not according to any of the ways I try to make it happen.

Liberating my original nature has been largely a matter of my willingness to forgive who I am not.

*The origin and consequences of this I-opener are discussed on its website at www.being_as_water_is.com.

Forgiving Who I Am Not

(Being How I Am)

Be loving of your empty moments, as well as of your full ones.

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

-The Wizard of Is
Only as I am emptied of everything that is unlike my genuine self may my genuine self be expressed.  To the extent that I grant others remote access to my self-dominion, I am not genuinely myself.  When I direct myself according to others’ how-to-be’s rather than according to my own way of whole being, I experience discord in my own being.  How-to-be’s determine what-to-do’s, and discord is inevitable when my what-to-do’s are directed by others’ how-to-be’s.

I once tended to be quite full of myself, until I realized that the self I was full of was a concocted self in search of others’ approval, and that competing for others’ approval of a concocted self is an endlessly losing endeavor.

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

At being how I am I have no rival.

Yet at being other than how I am,

I am no one else's equal.

Only when how I am is all I try to be

is my life no contest.

Forgiving who I am not is fundamentally a matter of ceasing to make any other person’s how-to-be the object of my envy or emulation.  How I am is the only how-to-be that I am destined to master.  Though the authentic expression of how I am may be contested, no one can contest me in being the person who is that way.  Each way of whole being is the way of the one thus being, and of no other.  No one else can possibly be and do my best at being the way I am, just as I cannot possibly be and do anyone else’s best at being the way they are.  The only best I can be and do is my own best. 

Yet I cannot authentically be and express my own best until I have forgiven all the ways of being best that I am not.  Forgiving them one at a time is not possible on a planet with more than six billion other ways of being in addition to my own.  Fortunately, I can batch process the entire lot.  My first step in doing this is to acknowledge that one-of-a-kindness is the nature of all being and beings, and to accept and allow its being thus.  My second step is to acknowledge, accept and allow the uniquely authentic kind-ness of my best to emerge in the absence of envy, blame and imitation of what I perceive as best in others.

Acknowledge, Accept, Allow

Your ability to alter the universe is in direct proportion to your ability to be with what is so.

-The Forum

Proceeding from the way things are rather than from the way I would like them to be.

My Happiness is All That I Can See. 

I am no less aware than formerly of potentials for my unhappiness . . . and they remain potential only, so long as I do not entertain them.

No Comparison

Who I am not includes all of the persons to whom I unfavorably compare myself.  I must likewise forgive myself for not being like them.  Again, I may forgive these persons one by one, or batch process them by forgoing such comparisons altogether.  The key to this batch processing is my recognition that all comparisons are self-diminishing.

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 comparing is optional, even when the contrasts being compared are not.  No contrast, no clarity.  Clarity of choice promotes clarity of consequence.

Contrasts exist for the purpose of discerning, understanding and appreciating life’s variety.  However one the cosmos may be in the integrity of its wholeness, each of us expresses that wholeness differently.  Every comparison I make concerning its contrasting wholenesses tends to be unforgiving of at least one of the wholenesses compared.  Where people are concerned, I am assuming that some of us are more whole than others, and that I am wholly prepared to judge accordingly.

This aspect of self-forgiveness is especially challenging, since I am incessantly bombarded with other people’s comparisons via personal discourse and the mass media.  Though I find it impossible to avoid making comparisons altogether, I do have the power to treat my comparisons as I finally did the honking horn, and cease allowing them to distract me from some experience that I would rather be having.  

Furthermore, to the extent that I am undistracted by others’ comparisons, I tend correspondingly to neutralize my own.  Thus for all the billions of people in this world that I am not, it serves me well to forgive myself for not so being.  Once again, when this is done no further forgiveness by me, either of others or myself, will be called for.

Hopes and Expectations

[How my own presence in the world becomes the primary object of my unforgiveness.]  [Eliminate “makes me” language.]

The reciprocal of forgiving myself for not being and doing other’s best is forgiving others for not being and doing mine.  In my case, this process began with my parents.  In terms of what I have chosen to be when I grew up – there have actually been several choices and I’m not sure that the current one is any more final than the previous ones – I did not, in any event, meet my parent’s expectations.

In addition to distracting myself with ways of being best that are not my own, and perceiving my problems as barriers, I tend to court numerous additional impediments to the expression of my authentic self’s dominion.  Principal among these are my hopes and expectations, by means of which I may also abdicate personal responsibility.

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.

It is not my hopes and expectations themselves that I must forego, because I am more or less stuck with them. What I can forego is being stuck in my hopes and expectations by releasing my attachment to their outcome.  Such detachment is often difficult.  For instance, I know a woman who for many years related to her spouse in terms of what she thought and wanted him to be, and was interminably disappointed as he continued not to show up that way. One day she realized that what she was looking for in her husband wasn't actually there, and that it never would show up. At that point, she was sufficiently detached from her expectations to exchange the ongoing chronic pain of sustaining the relationship for the temporarily acute pain of detaching herself from it.

I know of only three ways to resolve my unmet hopes and expectations: to release them; to release those who do not meet them; or to release all attachment to the outcome of my hopes and expectations.  My only other alternative is chronic conflict and the corresponding chronic pain of ongoing dissatisfaction (at best) and hatred of others (at worst).

Insofar as I am a creature of habit, I tend to habituate myself to deadening chronic pain as a means of avoiding liberation at the price of momentary acute pain.   The most prevalent chronic pain sustained by human beings is the deadening pain of unforgiveness, especially in places like northern Ireland, southern Central Europe and the Middle East, where it is passed down endlessly from generation to generation for many centuries or millenia, and tends to become holocaustic in proportion.  

The increasing possibility for local rage to ignite a planetary inferno makes unforgiveness a negative luxury in which we can no longer afford to indulge.  Accordingly, the more people in whom forgiveness begins, the more places there will be where unforgiveness ends.

 For Giving Who I Am

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 purpose of forgiving myself is to give myself.  It is not the world but myself that is compromised when I do not give of myself. 

Many things evoke in me an experience of pleasure and happiness.  Yet my only occasion of joy is the experience of making a contribution, especially when that contribution is one that I alone can make.  My pleasure and happiness resonate with externals.  My joy reverberates from within, and at most can only be modulated by externalities.  Though pleasure and happiness add to my joy they do not increase it.  This fortunate, because it also means that the absence of happiness and pleasure do not decrease my joy.  In their absence, however, I am vulnerable to replacing them with feelings that may eclipse the expression my joy.

My pleasure and happiness are associated with things that have a season, and are accordingly transient.   My joy is related to something that endures all the seasons of my being, including my most wintry experiences.

Pleasure and happiness are more noun-like than my joy, like things that come and go.  My joy is an eternal verb, of which I am the channel.  Insofar as I have anything worth communicating to others, the medium that brings me joy – my authentic self-expression – is my most distinctive message.

Who I authentically am is not a thing.  Nor is who I am a process.  I am always in process, which is what makes who I am a verb rather than a noun.  Yet I am no more the processes that I am in than am I a thing.  I am an opening.   I am an inlet for creative energy that seeks an outlet.  

That which seeks its outlet via the inlet of who I am is called by various names.  In the English language, some call it the “life force,” while others call it “spirit.”  I am content to call it my joy.  And I am intent upon keeping open the channel for my joy.

Keeping the Channel Open

Yesterday upon the stair

I saw a man who wasn’t there.

I saw that man again today.

I wish that he would go away.

Author Unknown
As a child, I was intrigued by the above verse.  As an adult I am aware that the man upon the stair who isn’t there is my perception of what I am not from the perspective of my non-acceptance of what I am not.  My wish that he would disappear represents my desire to cease being aware of what I am not.
I have yearned since early childhood to be the unique person that I am, rather than to pretend to be like someone(s) else and thereby be a man who is not there.  The invisible man on the staircase, though seen by many yet ultimately appreciated by none, is a projection of my distorted self-image.  I have met my effigy, and it is me.

Self-forgiveness begins with my acceptance of all that I am not, since no matter how hard I try, I am unable to give what I do not have.  When I pretend to do so, I succeed only in giving my pretense of having rather than that which I pretend to have.  Pretense obscures my joy from all concerned.  To keep the channel of my joy free and clear of the mental and emotional static that tends to obscure it, and thus preclude the giving of myself, I forgive my pretenses whenever I become aware of them, and am mindful of my intention to drop all pretense.
I often feel alone in this challenge, for I live in a world where people commonly pretend to convey feelings they “ought” to have as a means of obscuring the feelings that they do have. Yet by definition, giving “ought” means giving nothing.  I never succeed in doing what I ought to do, nor in being the way I ought to be, so long as it remains an ought (i.e., non-existent) in my perception.  By definition, as long as I am not doing what I ought to do and not being what I ought to be, my consequent self-negation is all that I have to give.

My pretention to give what I ought to have – because I have it not – is founded on unforgiveness.  I have nothing of me for giving to others so long as I am unforgiving.  Unforgiveness holds in place my perception of what ought to be, yet isn’t.  By anchoring my perception of oughtness, my unforgiveness renders me impotent to give what I am most able to give, because the oughtness I perceive within negates the forthcoming of what is truly me.  No one can know the real me – myself included – so long as there is no way for me to be giving of the real me, and I cannot give the real me so long as the real me is unforgiven by myself.   I have no opportunity for giving of myself until I am forgiving of myself, because until I have forgiven myself I have only unforgiveness to give. To the extent that I am unforgiving, I am not for giving because I cannot give that which I am unforgiving.

 Unforgiveness is the offering of my absence.

I Cannot Give What I Do Not Have

As my unforgiveness anchors within me my sense of being absent, it likewise anchors my pretense.  To the extent that I am unforgiving of myself, what I have to present to others is an unforgiving (because unforgiven) self.  The man that others see upon the stair is an unforgiving man that they wish would go away.  When my authentic self is thus obscured from all concerned - me included - my authenticity remains in the realm of what ought to be rather than what is.  True to the numerical definition of the word “ought,” the expression of my authenticity is zero.

So long as I substitute an ought-to-be for my authenticity, I can only pretend that I am here for giving myself – a channel for my joy.   As one who is unforgiving of my self, I can only present an unforgiving being to the world.  There is no way for me to be giving of myself while at the same time being unforgiving of my self.

[Regrets – real]

To those who experience no inclination, desire or intention to keep the channel open for the joy of giving who they are, who are content with the pretense of who they are not rather than self-fidelity, I have nothing to offer in these pages.  Only those with a willingness to give of themselves without pretense, and a willingness to receive from those who are likewise without pretense, may benefit from what I am telling myself herein.

Matriculating at M.S.U.

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 perspective 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 perspective on 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 have had no interaction 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 accredit 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 perspective.

· My relationship with reality, in other words, is a participatory one. I construct my reality according to my choice of perspective(s).

· 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 different perspective.

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 perspective on reality contributes something to its creation.
This is a strong incentive for me to choose my perspectives wisely.

To Be For Giving

Xxxx

-Xxxx
Whenever some one asks me how to forgive, I am reminded of Louis Armstrong’s answer to the question, “What is jazz?”: “If you have to ask the question, you won’t understand the answer.”

Since my forgiving nature is self-evident to me, I have only the evidence of my own experience with which to address the question of how forgiveness is accomplished.  Therefore, my only valid response to others’ questions about how they can forgive, is to describe how I do so.

I am both the primary object of my unforgiveness and the primary subject of my forgiveness.

My greatest breakthrough as a forgiving person followed my realization that it is not persons (myself included), acts, situations, etc. that I forgive, rather my unforgiveness of same that I forgive.  From one at a time to batch processing.

How do I do it? I feel my way.

Though my own practice of forgiveness is eclectic (non-linear?), there is a system to my eclecticism.

I begin by creating a non-divertible, heart-felt intention to release my unforgiveness. (see pp. xx and xx).  There is no greater tool for forgiveness than the intention to forgive.  All of my forgiveness begins with my intention to be forgiving.  No forgiveness is forthcoming from me in the absence of an intention to forgive (incidentally) or forgiving (generally).

Since intentionality is fulfilling of its own objective, remaining mindfully conscious of my intention to forgive is the second phase of my forgiving process.  There is no greater tool of mindful consciousness than a question.

On what persons, memories, thoughts, feelings, events, situations, circumstances, etc., to I have a negative emotional and mental charge.  (These charges always come together, emotional charge being the root.)

Phase three is being aware of any and all unforgiveness in me, knowing that my intention to forgive is mightier than the sum total of my unforgiveness.  

Discharging negative charge.

Sometimes I release my unforgiveness by conscious decision to do so.  More often than not, however, my forgiveness occurs in unanticipated moments.  (I expect moments of forgiveness, but can seldom anticipate the specific moments in which it occurs.)  

In either event, I do not make myself forgive.  I cannot make myself forgive.  Forgiveness happens of its own accord, when and as I allow it to happen.

Self-Forgiveness

FIXATION

WORKING WISE

RELEASE THE DESIRE TO APPEAR UNBLEMISHED IN OTHERS’ PERCEPTION OF ME.

The intention of this report, therefore, is to contribute to its readers’ greater realization of their self-dominion by exercising their faculty for letting the impressions of their outer world approach them only in the way that they themselves mindfully determine. In my own case, this possibility is realized as I forgive all the ways in which I and others have forcefully compromised my mightiness to do so.

There is a level at which we communicate with all of creation. To communicate at that level we must be innocent. To be innocent, we must forgive.  

Wholeness of being is the level of my experience at which I am one with all of creation.  To relate from that level I must be innocent of all self-fragmentation.  And to be thus innocent, I must forgive.

“We are all the same person, trying to shake hands with ourselves.”  -Hugh Romney (Wavy Gravy)  What makes life so complicated is that we all tend to act like the same person trying to get ourselves out of the way.

I wrote in the preface that “we all give harbor to something transcendent that graces our experience.”   Paradoxically, when we let it out of the harbor we harbor even more of it as a result.   

My forgiveness is never about the other person. 

“Being here” for others does not mean being something that I am not in order to have their approval.  It means being who I authentically am without regard to anyone’s approval, my own included.

The true meaning of life is to plant trees, under whose shade you do not expect to sit. -Nelson Henderson

Since the essence of forgiveness is cessation and release, forgiveness calls upon my ruler within to empty my mind of one or more of my habitual perceptions.

Expression is the one fundamental sacrament. It is the outward and visible sign of an inward and spiritual grace.  It follows that, in the process of forming a common expression of direct intuition, there is a first stage of primary expression into some medium of sense-experience which each individual contributes at first hand. No one can do this for another. It is the contribution of each to the knowledge of all. -Alfred North Whitehead
The seed of mystery lies in muddy water.

How can I perceive this mystery?

Water becomes clear through stillness.

How can I become still?

By flowing as the stream does.

Lao-Tzu 

One assumes the form of that which is in one's mind.

This is the eternal secret. 

-Maitri-Upanishad

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

but by making the darkness conscious.
-Carl Jung

Acknowledge the darkness- but do not certify it.

Your vision will become clear only when you look into your heart….

Who looks outside, dreams. Who looks inside, awakens.

-Carl Jung
Anger is a wake up call toward self-remembering.

-Helen Palmer

Each of us inhabits two equally mysterious universes,

ane outside the mind and the other within it.
-Timothy Ferris

To gain that which is worth having,

it may be necessary to lose everything else.  

-Bernadette Devlin 
The art of life lies in a constant readjustment to our surroundings.

Okarura Kakuzo

Unless you live consistent with your deepest (end) values, you’ll achieve but still lack the ultimate fulfillment you truly deserve. -Tony Robbins

The real voyage of discovery consists / not in seeking new landscapes / but in having new eyes. –Marcel Proust
Forgiveness is non-contingent.  It is not a deal.

Who I am is that which some call God, re-creating its divine nature as me.  I am a local accounting and playing out of that recreation.

Only as I satisfy the hunger of my own soul do I have anything with which to assuage the hunger of others.

Me and my shadow.

My intention to be forgiving inevitably produces its own fruition.  I cultivate my intention the same way that I cultivate a garden, by pulling weeds.

Debugging my self-originating powers.  Engaging positive power of self-origination.  There is no negative power, only the option of negating the positive ones.

If forcefulness is the calling card of my unforgiveness, negative charge is its heartbeat.
From the loneliness of onlyness to the all-one-ness of aloneness.

The closest I can come to changing another’s view is to make the clearest possible expression of my own view.  What the other does with that expression is none of my business.

True dialog is a sharing of seeing-from’s.

Quick answers are old ones.  Learning happens following questions that pause me.

Consciousness as being: awareness with content

Consciousness of being: awareness of awareness

Consciousness of transience: awareness of contrast

Consciousness of boundaries: awareness of exchange

Consciousness of influence: awareness of causality

In its broadest sense, the word “environment” refers to anything that shapes the flow of energy around and through it.  Thus anything that influences energy flow may be considered an environment.

Changing Sponsors

Metaphysics is too serious to be taken seriously.

Target thoughts (aimed at) and sponsor thoughts (aimed from).  Zen and archery.

Chapter 11

Fifth race

Country music – sponsor thought is loss.
Insofar as anything gives direction and form to the energy within it and around it, it is an environment.

My self-examination of this tendency over the past four and a half decades, aided by the insights of those I have acknowledged (and many more) has been guided by a a single, persistent question: “What is growing on here?” (“here” being within me). 

I experience within me – actually from within me – an innate tendency to be my own person. The best way I can account for this experience is that I am programmed to express my being as no one else does – because no one else can.

I also experience being surrounded by challenges to the unique expression of whole being for which I am programmed.  My responses to these challenges determine how well or poorly I “run” the program by my own (perception?).  When it feels like am prevented from being my own person, I tend to resort to external force.  Yet my program calls for the exercise of the inner power that I call “might,” from which I become disconnected by my resorts to external force.  Force does not assist me in being my own person, it merely impedes or avenges what I perceive to be thwarting me in my endeavor to be my own person.  

Avenging myself with forceful acts does no harm to my innate whole being, only to my experience of whole being.  So long as I am engaged in forceful acts, I postpone the exercise of my greatest of all powers: my might to be who I innately am.

It simply comes to this:  I cannot be the way I am while endeavoring to be some way that I am not.  The way I am is the way of my inner powers.  I do have powers!  The way I am not is the way of outer forcefulness.  Making the world more likeable to me distracts me from becoming more like-I-am-able to be when I am being my own person.

Being more like who I am as my own person has required me to forgive myself  for all of the ways I have postponed this endeavor by projecting myself “out there” – where I don’t even exist – while forsaking the power of being my own person from “in here.”

Enlightenment is utterly simple:

· When I point to the light, I do so from the experience of it’s being brighter than I am.

· When I am shining a light, I experience everything around me being brighter than it was before I shined it.

Similarly, when I point to an experience, I do so from the perspective of something other than – and often better/more or worse/less than that experience.  When I point from my experience, I see everyone around me as more enlightened than they were before I did so.

Whatever I point to remains “out there” and “other” with reference to my experience.  I can never have an experience I am pointing to, because I am pointing to the past.   Thus by pointing to a past experience I preclude my having it again (until, that is, I stop pointing to it).   When I point from my experience I am being who I am, not pointing to what I was.
The full manuscript from which this book is excerpted will be complete no later than December 1, 2001, and some months sooner if there are no major unanticipated delays.  (Minor delays are assumed and calculated in my planning.)

The full manuscript (at least four times the length of this booklet) features additional material in the portions here excerpted, and addresses the relationship of forgiveness to the four broad areas of personal concern: health, relationships, prosperity and vocation.

Immediately upon its completion, the full pre-publication manuscript (8 ½ # 11) will be sent to all those who are willing to pay $30 for the opportunity to read it many months prior to its formal publication, which will provide me with at most a modest surplus once the cost of printing, of packaging and handling time (to be done by others in return for compensation), and of mailing are recovered.

I have self-published this preliminary edition of the full book to facilitate recognition and support of the International Forgiveness Day project and other forgiveness-related programs of the Worldwide Forgiveness Alliance (see the inside back cover of this booklet).  More information about these programs is at [websites].

Additional information related to this book is at [websites].

The enclosed book represents my endeavor to repeat what has worked for me in the past.

In 1965 I committed myself vocationally to what became known in the 1970’s as “environmental education” (abbreviated as “EE”).  After seven years I summarized my perspective on EE in a small, self-published book entitled You Are an Environment, a copy of which I sent to every environmental educator I knew or knew about.  As a consequence of the feedback I received from that mailing, I became a principal networker of the EE movement, conducting federally funded EE workshops throughout the U.S. in which I assembled environmental educators from public and private schools (pre-school to graduates school), as well as educators from U.S. and state land management and conversation agencies, educators from the timber, oil and other industries that were eager to create an environmentally correct corporate image, and educators from non-profit environmental organizations.  I was also a founding board member of what is now the NAEE, and was a principal organizer and chairperson of the Association’s first national convention in St. Louis in 1974.

I recently read a report of a public opinion poll, in which 85% of those polled said that health of the environment takes precedence to economic profits that may be gained at the expense of that health.  I conclude from this, given that environmental integrity was nonexistent as a public issue prior to the 1960’s, that the EE movement has been enormously successful.  In my experience, nothing contributed more to this success than the almost instantaneous worldwide adoption in 1969 of what has become humankind’s first global spiritual icon, the whole-earth image that was release to the public domain by the NASA space program.  Fred Hoyle…  The whole-earth image inspires subliminal allegiance to a relationship which transcends all racial, ethnic, national, gender and other boundaries that tend to divide the human species, and that allegiance represents the world’s most powerful potential for the realization of human co-operation on a global scale.

However, there can ultimately be no such co-operation so long as human individuals and cultures cling to their grievances against one another.  Unforgiveness precludes co-operation.  Accordingly, I am now committed vocationally to educating the world about forgiveness.  As I did with environmental education, I have summarized my own views on forgiveness, and I am sharing them with everyone in the nascent forgiveness education movement that is known to me.  In my role as Vice President of the Worldwide Forgiveness Alliance, I have begun to network with those who are pioneering forgiveness education on behalf of establishing a global holiday of forgiveness, to be celebrated annually in all of the world’s 300 nations, countries and territories.  This annual day of global attention to the power of forgiveness is our endeavor to provide a catalyst for the consciousness of forgiveness that the whole earth image provided for consciousness of the environment.

Glossary

acquired self: the accumulated ways of being that I have borrowed from others.  (See also: “inherent self”.)

attention: directed awareness. (See also: “source of attention”.)

awareness: discernment, whether conscious or unconscious, of my experience.

causal reality: my power to choose which impressions of the world to attend to, and how they impact me.

conditional reality: the world as it is.

conditioned reality: the world as I perceive it.  (See also “received experience”.)

conditioning reality: a synonym for causal reality, reflecting the latter’s power to shape (condition) my perception.

expectancy: the anticipatory aspect of my beliefs and my desires.

expectations: the specific forms that I give to my anticipations.

force: the manipulation and coercion of persons and circumstances.

forgiveness: releasing my attachment to my pictures of how people, events, situations, circumstances, conditions and outcomes are supposed – and not supposed – to look and feel.

inherent self: my innate, as opposed to borrowed, way of being. (See also: “acquired self”.)

original perception: expectancy of goodness, grounded in the intuition of my original inclusion in and of that goodness.

perception: formal awareness; the aspect of my awareness that gives form to my experience, by giving shape to the impressions of the outer world on my sensibilities, and thus governing my anticipations and interpretations thereof.

power: the ability (trained capacity) to create a desired effect, or to change my relationship to an undesired one.

preferred experience: experience that is congruent with my preferences.

received experience: the world as it seems to be to me.  (See also “conditioned reality”.)

reconditioning: altering the way that something is experienced.

self-dominion: the capacity to create experiences that are congruent with the integrity of my being. 

self-negation: the denial of my powers of self-dominion.

source of attention: my power of choice.  (See also: “attention”.)

The Worldwide Forgiveness Alliance

Mission Statement

Forgiveness is THE idea whose time has come. The mission of the Worldwide Forgiveness Alliance is to celebrate the healing power of forgiveness worldwide through the establishment of the first global holiday, International Forgiveness Day, to be celebrated annually in every country on Sunday, August 6, 2000 and annually thereafter on the first Sunday of August.

The Alliance's goals also include:

Employing the Internet and other media across the world to promote universal awareness that practicing forgiveness contributes to 

better health, 

stronger, more lasting and more loving relationships, 

greater abundance, prosperity and financial resourcefulness, 

a more real and lasting sense of self worth and purpose, 

a deeper sense of connection and security in the world, 

a more heightened feeling of freedom, joy and laughter on a daily basis. 

Supporting all peoples of the world to include the attitude, practice and healing process of forgiveness into every aspect of their daily lives; 

Portraying forgiveness as a process that requires the support of others as individuals move through any shock, grief, anger and fear that is related to the hurt they are forgiving; encouraging and assisting in that process; and being compassionate to those who are reluctant or refusing to forgive; 

Implementing specialized forgiveness trainings to assist counselors already in the work of healing; employing the use and distribution of specialized materials in forgiveness; developing a forgiveness curriculum which will lead to certification of students as "forgiveness counselors"; 

Collaborating and assisting in the development and publication of careful scientific studies on the value and healing power of forgiveness; 

Assisting in the networking of "Dial 311" Hotlines specializing in forgiveness to prevent violence, abuse, molestation and other harm. 

Facilitating the training and employment of forgiveness counselors in the process of conflict resolution. 

Worldwide Forgiveness Alliance

20 Sunnyside Ave., Suite A268, 

Mill Valley, CA 94941, 415/927-3218

Website: 

 HYPERLINK http://www.forgivenessday.org 

www.forgivenessday.org

E-mail: 

Founder and Executive Director: Robert Plath

Founding Associates: Arline Cottrell, Aba Gayle, Beau Girard, Sharon Hart, Stephen Headley, David Keller, Terry Larimore, Noel McInnis, Christopher Scantland

Board of Directors: Aba Gayle, Rev. Karyl Huntley, Rev. Noel McInnis, Da Vid, M.D.

Advisory Board: Suzanne Cardinal, Nance Cheifitz, Arline Cottrell, Nancy Dew, James Freeman, Mirchell Grashin, Sharon Hart, Darren Ferguson, David Keller, Terry Larimore, Rudi Leonardi, Ian Loveseth, James Plath, Lee Poplar, Charlotte Prozan, Joel Reich, Carol Roghair, Christopher Scantland, Paula Selig, Patricia Valencia, Barry Wingham, Susan Zitron 

Honorary Advisory Board & Supporters: Willie Brown, Jr., Mayor of San Francisco; Edwin Train Caldwell; Bonnie Gray; John Gray; Gerald Jampolsky, M.D.; John Vasconcellos, California State Senator; Marianne Williamson; Burt Worrell

InterNetworker: Noel McInnis, 

 HYPERLINK mailto:life@mediamessage.com 

life@mediamessage.com

.

Webwizard: Heywood “Woody” Klebanov, 

International Forgiveness Day

A Project of the Worldwide Forgiveness Alliance

It has been thirty years since the global village adopted its first spiritual icon, an image that transcends all of the religious, ethnic, political, social, economic and other organizations, structures and boundaries that divide humankind: the image of the Whole Earth as viewed from space.

[T]hat first human view of the Earthrise was a worldwide unifying moment.  Looking back at our planet from the moon was the ultimate paradigm shift for humanity.  Looking from afar made us look within.  The geographical borders became invisible, and we could see with our own eyes that we were one ecosystem hurtling through space on our precious host – the blue planet. –Robert Petroff

It is now time for humankind to adopt an annual planetary holiday that is likewise transcendent of all divisions, International Forgiveness Day.

The Worldwide Forgiveness Alliance is committed to having International Forgiveness Day 

celebrated in every country on Earth on Sunday, August 6, 2000, and on the first Sunday in August every year thereafter;

declared an official national holiday in every country by the year 2005.

We envision this global holiday as one that its celebrants design for themselves, via participation in a variety of Internetworking activities.  The 

 HYPERLINK http://www.forgivenessday.org 

www.forgivenessday.org

 website, when fully developed, will serve as a networking center, idea exchange and gateway to thousands of international, national, regional, provincial, state, county, local, personal and organizational forgiveness-related websites.  Most of these other websites will be created by individuals, groups and organizations who take responsibility for the creation of Forgiveness Day celebrations in their respective areas.

For information on how you may support this objective, please contact:

Worldwide Forgiveness Alliance

20 Sunnyside Ave., Suite A268, 

Mill Valley, CA 94941, 415/927-3218

Website: 

 HYPERLINK http://www.forgivenessday.org 

www.forgivenessday.org

E-mail: 

(See also the description of the Worldwide Forgiveness Alliance on the inside back cover.)

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.

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:
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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 was noted the stark contrast between its turbulent and calm passages – so characteristic of my own life’s path. Honoring an urge to sit down and put pencil 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 feature it on its own website at 

 HYPERLINK http://www.flowpoem.com 

www.flowpoem.com

. 

For more than two decades I have heard from hundreds of persons whose encounter of the poem brought solace from fear, agony, grief, etc. as they were in the extremis of their own or a loved one’s 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 came to my attention when he recited the poem at the eulogy for those who died in the Oakland Fire.  Ray, who has recited “Flow” at public events worldwide since he received a copy in 1985, was introduced to the poem while making films in Peru as a Kellogg National Fellow.  There he learned of a former Los Angeles account executive who had left that life behind to create, deep in the jungle, a home for abandoned children that she gathered from the streets of Iquitos.  Ray and others in his group made the trip to 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 limited, she communicated easily with the children.  Ray asked her how she could abandon modern civilization 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 license its use for commercial purposes in numerous artistic formats (see the above website for further information).

[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

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.

[ Original Perception | The Loss of Original Perception | Recovering Original Perception ]

For Goodness Sake: Co-operative response.

Proposed WFA Publication

TO:         WFA Board Members

FROM:    Noel McInnis

RE:         Publication of my book on self-forgiveness.

I am about to self-publish the attached manuscript, as the preliminary edition of a larger book for which I will seek a major publishing house.  This edition will be 48-60 pages in length (with type of the size featured in this paragraph, not the small type in most of this print-out, which I use to save paper as I print dozens of drafts.)

I am willing to publish the book in the name of the Worldwide Forgiveness Alliance and International Forgiveness Day, and jointly sharing the income.  I would retain the copyright and all rights with reference to subsequent re-printings.

Please read the manuscript, which is about 80% of the total that will comprise this preliminary edition. If you think it is suitable for publication by the Worldwide Forgiveness Alliance we can enter into a contract.  

Whether this edition is published by myself or the Worldwide Forgiveness Alliance, I intend to have it available in time for the August 5 celebration, and it could be available for sale at that time.

Proposed WFA Publication

TO:         WFA Board Members

FROM:    Noel McInnis

RE:         Publication of Forgiving Myself by WFA

Though I have decided to defer the printing of Forgiving Myself until September, I still desire to publish the book in the name of the Worldwide Forgiveness Alliance and International Forgiveness Day, so as to maximize global public awareness of our mission.

I will retain the copyright on Forgiving Myself as well as all rights with reference to successive re-printings, which may have to cease once I have a regular publisher for the final, much larger manuscript.  In any event, by that time I intend to have a second book on forgiveness (already in initial production) to be similarly pre-published.

I am open to two ways of contracting with WFA:

· If I pay all the expenses for the production, marketing and shipping of the book, all sales will be made payable to me, and I will tithe 10% of the book’s profits to the Worldwide Forgiveness Alliance.  

· If all such expenses are equally shared, then all sales will be made payable to WFA, and the profits will be equally shared.  In either case, I will handle the accounting for all costs of and income from this and the other books we sell.

The first printing of the book will be in 8½ X 11, bound format (a la Kinko’s).  Income from the first printings of the book may be invested in producing subsequent printings as a regular paperback.

If the WFA decides to be the publisher via either of these arrangements, I will have 1,500 flyers available on August 5 to be given out with the programs.  The flyer will include an order blank with a 20-25% discount (depending on the price charged) for those who order the book prior to publication, thereby providing advance funds for printing it.

Proposed WFA Publication

TO:         WFA Board Members

FROM:    Noel McInnis

RE:         Publication of Forgiving Myself by WFA

I have decided to defer the printing of the entire book, Forgiving Myself, until November, and to release the attached “Preview Edition” right away.  I still desire to publish the book in the name of the Worldwide Forgiveness Alliance and International Forgiveness Day, so as to maximize global public awareness of our mission.

I will pay for all costs of printing, marketing and mailing of the book, trusting that the resulting income will eventually amount to a profit for all concerned.  Until such time as my costs are recovered, all income to the Worldwide Forgiveness Alliance from payments for the book will be periodically forwarded to me.  At the point we begin to show a profit, the Worldwide Forgiveness Alliance will retain 30% of the profits and forward 70% to me.

I will retain the copyright on Forgiving Myself as well as all rights with reference to successive re-printings.

The first printing of the book will be in 8½ X 11, bound format (a la Kinko’s).  Income from the first printings of the book may be invested in producing subsequent printings as a regular paperback.

My True Companion 

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 Wizard of Is
Witnessing to Forgiveness in a Non-forgiving World

I am a forgiving person in a non-forgiving country and world, in a country that deems others’ vengeance to be evil and unholy, while our own vengeance presumably witnesses to our beneficent God’s goodness, and in a world that deems unforgiveness to be a virtue and forgiveness to be a vice. –Anon.
I grieve for all who are now living with the consequences of the absolutist mentality defined in the above statement, a mentality that currently prevails not only in Afghanistan but in the United States as well. Both countries – and most other countries in the world – are presently committed to what General Douglas McArthur once called a “no-win” policy.

Non-forgiveness is the mother of all no-win policies. In a non-forgiving world, forgiveness is considered evil. Yet evil and loss abound only where people are non-forgivingly committed to acting at cross-purposes.

If the world were merely unforgiving, the movement from conflict to co-operation – which is the essence of all forgiveness – would be considered reasonable, and goodness and “winning” would instead abound. True justice prevails only where there is commitment to co-operation (operating/working together) for the preservation of the common ground that sustains the common interests of all concerned.

It is time for the world to honor the only value that terrorism and terrorists can possibly serve: to assist us in the process of defining who we truly are. As I engage in the process of doing this for myself, I invite others to do likewise. 

As for me, I am choosing to define myself as follows:

I am here to be a beneficial presence for all concerned,

to be more than a reactionary impulse

that creates me in the image of those against whom I react.

I am here to be a beneficial presence for all concerned,

to be more than a carbon copy of those whose purpose

is to shape, direct, instruct or otherwise conform me to their will.

I am here to be a beneficial presence for all concerned,

to be more than a continued extension

of humankind’s mutual inhumanity to humankind.

I am here to be a beneficial presence for all concerned,

to be more than an instrument of retaliation

that feeds the cycle of mutual vengeance and revengeance.

I am here to be a beneficial presence for all concerned,

to be more than a mere defender of the things that I possess, 

of the thoughts that I profess, and of the feelings that I express.

I am here to be a beneficial presence for all concerned,

to be more than a witness to outworn trends and fashions,

to self-defeating teachings, preachments and ideologies,

to conventional wisdoms handed down,

to yesterday’s reasons handed over,

and to momentary meanings that last only for a season.
More than by my witnessing to all these other things, 

I will know that I am truly defined

when I have forgiven and released myself from whatever obscures the truth:

I am here to be a beneficial presence for all concerned.

And just how may I be a beneficial presence?

By consistently living in that question, rather than by anyone else’s answer.

-Noel Frederick McInnis

Terrorism’s Antidote: Moving from Conflict to Co-Operation

This is the moment of your ministry. This is the time of teaching. What you teach at this time, through your every word and action right now, will remain as indelible lessons in the hearts and minds of those whose lives you touch, both now, and for years to come.  We will set the course for tomorrow, today. At this hour. In this moment. Let us seek not to pinpoint blame, but to pinpoint cause. Unless we take this time to look at the cause of our experience, we will never remove ourselves from the experiences it creates. –Dalai Lama

Sept 13, 2001– For the third day I watch my TV, beset with a roiling ocean of emotions, as the horror of global terrorism, now come to roost on U.S. soil, is inflicted on the sensibilities of every American as it is incessantly portrayed both in real time and countless replays. Though I am merely observing that horror from the safety of my living room some 3,000 miles west of the two ground zeroes of the terrorists’ attacks, I have been inside each of the targets, and for many years I lived within a few miles of the Pentagon.

I, too, am feeling the hurt, the anger, the hatred, the helplessness and frustration, the vengefulness, the sadness, the compassion – all of the emotions that are evidenced by those whom I see on the TV screen. Yet I am also feeling the resolve evidenced by those who declare their determination not to address the situation from the vengeful state in which the horror was perpetrated. With them, I am likewise resolved not to yield my soul to the devilishness that claimed the perpetrators, thereby lending victory to the terrorists by becoming a carbon copy of my enemy.

As an interfaith minister, the greatest challenge of my ministry at this moment is to detach myself from my reactive emotions and to respond from the wholeness of Spirit within me that knows nothing of hate and vengeance, other than compassion for the tens of millions who are now its direct and indirect victims because the terrorists had already become its primary victims by choosing hatred and vengeance as a way of life.

The second greatest challenge of my ministry is to be a beneficial presence for those who look to me for comfort and support, whether as a pastor, family member, friend or passerby.

I must meet these challenges successfully if I am to be successful in addressing the ultimate challenge faced by all who would represent the spiritual standards and democratic ideals for which America stands. Never has there been a more urgent requirement for Americans to set aside all forms of prejudice, hatred, meanness and pettiness, in order to restore global equity to a world where the prevailing tendency has thus far been for each country and culture to reap its local crop of justice at the expense of fairness toward others. Only as America henceforth leads from such a sense of equity will our political and military actions create solutions rather than escalations of the problem.

It is not only America’s occasion for grieving that must be rectified, it is the grieving of all human beings who experience the consequences of placing concerns that divide and destroy us ahead of allegiance to the principles from which we derive our ultimate survival, dignity, nurture and sustenance.

As is the Earth to those persons who mindfully exercise humankind’s custodianship of our global household, may I likewise ever be a beneficial presence to all concerned.

Bible and Koran – freedom from sin. Absolution.

Confessional environment.

Detachment

Ultimate ministry as an interfaith community: assist our public opinion and political leaders . . .
