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Witnessing to Forgiveness in a Non-forgiving World

Many commentators have observed that the terrorist attacks of September 11, 2001, were a defining moment for our generation. I consider that the term “generation,” in the present instance, refers to every human being on the planet. 

In my own defining moment, I recall what a psychologist once said: “There is a potential Hitler and a potential Mother Teresa in each one of us.” Given this range of human potential, my present defining moment is a moment of choice: which of my potentials am I here to represent? 

Each of us has to find his/her own answer to that question, in accordance with the context of his/her own circumstances. I am finding my own answer in the context of witnessing to forgiveness in a non-forgiving world, which I experience as follows.

I am challenged to be a forgiving person in a non-forgiving country and a non-forgiving world: in a country that presumes others’ vengeance to be evil and unholy, while our own vengeance is presumed to evidence Godly good; and in a world where unforgiveness is treasured as a virtue, while forgiveness is deemed to be a vice.

I grieve for all persons who are now living with the consequences of the absolutist mentality of non-forgiveness, a mentality that currently seems to prevail in Afghanistan and in much of the United States as well, and whose outcome is what General Douglas McArthur once called a “no-win” policy.

Non-forgiveness is the mother of all winless courses of action. In a terrorized non-forgiving world, forgiveness is considered to be evil. Yet evil and loss abound only where people are non-forgivingly committed to acting at cross-purposes with one another.

If the world were merely unforgiving, the movement from conflict to co-operation – the essence of all forgiveness – would be considered both feasible and reasonable, and goodness and plenty would instead abound. True justice prevails only where there is commitment to co-operation – to working together – in preservation of the common ground that sustains the mutual interests of all concerned.

The time is at hand for the world to honor the only valuable purpose that terrorism and terrorists may serve: calling us to clarify and define both the what and the how of who we truly are. As I do this for myself, I trust that others are doing likewise. 

I am choosing to define myself as follows:

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

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

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a further extension of humankind’s inhumanities to other human kindred.

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

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

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a mere witness to self-defeating teachings, preachments and ideologies, to outworn trends and fashions, to conventional wisdoms handed down, to yesterday’s reasons handed over, and to momentary meanings that last only for a season.

Although I sometimes witness to many of the things that I know myself to be more than, I will feel rightly defined when I have forgiven and released myself from whatever obscures the truth, which is: 

I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned.
And just how may I assert my beneficial presence? By consistently living in that question, rather than by anyone else’s answers.

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.  They have the strength, the courage, the generosity and the grace to forgive. And through their journey of forgiveness, they have transformed the home within their hearts, a home that is warm, secure, loving, gentle and peaceful.  –Emmie Tse
It would be wonderful indeed if a group of people should arrive on Earth who were for something and against nothing. -Ernest Holmes
It is commonly believed impossible to be for something without being against something(s) or someone(s) else. Thus, for instance, do those who are for peace array themselves against disturbers of their peace. Yet as someone has observed (more inelegantly than I), “fighting for peace is like copulating for virginity.”

Of all the things that I have ever been for, forgiveness is the least resistant of its opposite. This is because forgiveness moves me from a state of inner conflict toward a state of inner harmony in which I am no longer compelled to fix what I can’t have or don’t want. 

Forgiveness raises the most obvious question: if there is something that I can’t have or don’t want, why invest my energy in it?

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
Hopes and 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.

-The Wizard of Is
 A Preface to What Is Growing On Here

Today’s unique challenge is to lead an examined life in an unexamining age.

–Os Guinness
The report presented in this book is not just about forgiveness, it is also about what forgiveness itself is about: self-accountability and authenticity of being. It is therefore a personal statement, concerning a life that I have intimately examined from a self-forgiving perspective, namely, the life that I am living.

Though my statement is individual, its context is global. I consider forgiveness to be as pertinent to humankind’s destiny overall as it is to my own. More than ever in a world now haunted by terrorism, the global context for forgiveness is described in a sentence from H.G. Wells’ Outline of History: “Human history becomes more and more a race between education and catastrophe.” 

Evolutionary biologist Richard Dawkins has characterized this race as one between enlightened “memes” and aggressively competitive genes. In Dawkins’ view, human beings are programmed by their “selfish” genes to be aggressively competitive to the point of violence. Antagonistic behavior is self-perpetuated as genes reproduce themselves from body to body. Dawkins coined the term “memes” to designate contagious ideas that function similarly, reproducing themselves from mind to mind and affecting human behavior in accordance with their meaning. “Terrorism,” for instance, is a meme that has now saturated humankind’s consciousness, one that tends to incite vengeful thoughts and behavior in everyone who is influenced by the meme regardless of whether they advocate and practice terrorism or are against it.

In terms of Dawkins’ meme/gene frame of reference, memes of human co-operation – “working together,” not merely “getting along” – are the only effective antidote to our genetically programmed tendency to behave conflictually. In the race between memes and genes, given our enormous genetic “head start” program, memes are analogous to the tortoise, while genes represent the potential for the worst of all bad hare days.

In Dawkins’ view, nature’s battle for “survival of the fittest” (one of biology’s most notorious memes) is fought at the genetic level, and enlightened memes are our most powerful defense against the violent tendencies that genetically auto-pilot human behavior. In a nutshell: catastrophe is our auto-pilot’s naturally endowed course, and education is our best hope for diverting us from our biologically pre-ordained trajectory.

Many disagree with Dawkins’ genetic determinism because they consider aggression to be culturally transmitted as a learned behavior, via precept and example, rather than biologically relayed as the genetically hardwired behavioral core of human nature. On the other hand, Dawkins’ concept of “memes” has been reproduced in so many minds that the term “meme” has itself become a respectable meme, worthy of the so-called science of “memetics,” which is also sometimes called the science of “thought contagion.”

To put my own global perspective in a less deterministic nutshell than Dawkins’: History is a race between mindful thought and narrow self-interest that is ignorant of the overall ecology of whole being which sustains us. The ecology of whole being embodies holistic tendencies of the cosmos overall, as well as those of human societies and individuals, all of which promote harmonious integration rather than mutually destructive conflict. When we mindfully respect the ecology of whole being, in practice as well as in thought, we participate consciously and constructively in the planet’s further evolution. When we ignore the ecology of whole being, as we do with our Pacman-like gulping down of the planet’s physical resources and sustaining environment, we decimate our life-support system in technological simulation of an internal disease that was also once called “consumption.”

Encouraging the contagion of holistic thought forms has been my life purpose from the time I learned, at the age of five, that my first name, “Noel,” means “good news.” I concluded from this that I am myself good news, and that I was born to bear and disseminate good news. Even as I sometimes question my first conclusion, I continue to honor the second one by facilitating the contagion of “good news” memes. Among these, in the approximate order of my initial championing thereof, are “love,” “peace,” “freedom,” “democracy,” “humankind,” “gestalt ecology,” “environmental education,” “the whole earth,” “the balance of lifekind,” “synergy,” “synchronicity,” “flow,” “the end of hunger,” “beneficial presence,” “the mind/body connection,” “stay in the grace,” “the power of commitment,” “self-dominion,” “common ground,” “conflict resolution,” “vocations of destiny,” “soul union,” “the heroine’s journey,” “forgiveness,” “equanomics,” “reconciliation,” and “the ecology of whole being.” Of these memes, “love,” “peace,” “freedom” and “democracy” have most thoroughly saturated humanity’s thinking thus far, however short they fall in the saturation of humanity’s doings. Terms like “lifekind” and “self-dominion,” which were conceived by myself in 1973 and 1986 respectively and quite possibly by others as well, have yet to qualify as viable memes by becoming susceptible to notable thought contagion. The phrase “ecology of whole being” was conceived by me quite recently – and again quite possibly by others as an idea whose time has come – to more precisely communicate what I meant nearly 40 years ago when I coined the term “gestalt ecology.”

Though the memes that saturate humankind’s thinking have great influence on human thought and behavior, they are often honored in word more than in deed. For instance, “democracy” and “freedom” are memes that have been reproduced in billions of minds worldwide. Yet truly democratic practice has been adopted only by a few relatively isolated indigenous cultural systems that are destined for probable extinction (i.e., the systems are so destined, not necessarily the tribal populations who have cultivated these systems). Democracy is more widely perceived as a “good” idea than as a practical one. Accordingly, what is potentially the most inclusively egalitarian (and thus democratic) institution in all of history, the Internet, is subject to constant political attempts to limit or prevent its democratizing tendencies in the name of making democracy “safe.”

The “freedom” meme is subject to similar compromise. In the contest between education and catastrophe, as seen by democracy’s and freedom’s political “safe-keepers,” education is the means by which the democratically sophisticated few control and limit the freedoms of the less sophisticated many, and catastrophe is perceived as the loss of this control. Yet regardless of such “safe-keeping,” insofar as technologies shape human behavior in the form that follows from their function (i.e., insofar as “the medium is the message”), the long-run tendency of worldwide democratic advocacy in an Internet-mediated global information environment is to accelerate equalizing tendencies.

In light of this present global context, of all the enlightened memes that may serve to avert what Wells and Dawkins have foreseen as the possible (if not probable) triumph of human aggression over human civility, I consider the “forgiveness” meme to be most qualified, and the “self-forgiveness” meme as the most potent variation thereof. Since forgiveness, like democracy and freedom, is globally recognized in word far more than in deed, it is now perhaps less a matter of further proliferating the forgiveness meme than of proliferating its practice. 

Encouraging and empowering the universal practice of forgiveness, as a means of moving from conflict to co-operation, is the purpose to which this report is dedicated.

Choosing Self-Dominion

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

Forgiving Myself is an experiential account of the self-forgiveness necessitated when, in the summer of 1965, I assumed mindful direction of my personal destiny and ceased to adapt myself to the deforming mirror of others’ expectations.  I deliberately chose to exercise the self-dominion of being my own person, rather than continue to please others in order to have their approval and admiration. Liberating the who and how of my own being from such subordination – being who I am – has required my forgiveness of everyone and everything, myself included, that has ever aided me in my attempts to be who I am not. 

Only after three decades of choosing self-dominion did I realize that whatever I do to enhance my autonomy emancipates me from unforgiving emotional and mental states of mind. For 30 years I was liberating the generically forgiving nature of my whole being, without even recognizing that I was doing so until I became involved with the International Forgiveness Day project in 1995.

In the past few years I have accelerated my self-emancipation from unforgiving emotional and mental states, and have assisted others in doing the same, most recently as minister of the Church of Forgiveness in San Carlos, California. In light of this experience, I am now convinced that all human beings are “good news” because we are endowed with the natural tendency of our whole being to be forgiving, in spite of any contrary tendencies of genetic or other components of our being. Global terrorism notwithstanding, the lyrics Oscar Hammerstein (in the musical, South Pacific) tell what I consider to be the true story:

You’ve got to be taught before it’s too late, 

before you are six, or seven, or eight,

to hate all the people your relatives hate.  

You’ve got to be carefully taught to hate.

Forgiveness is a quality of life’s whole being that asserts itself as I release unforgiving thoughts and feelings. Unforgiveness is a resentful state of my body/mind that I allow to take precedence to wholeness of being. The nature of whole being is intuited in Mark Twain’s definition of forgiveness as “the fragrance the violet sheds on the heel that has crushed it.” Though I have yet so instantly to forgive (let alone fragrance) someone who crushes me, I know that forgiveness is as innate to my being as is fragrance innate to many species of flowers.

Forgiveness is an invariant quality of my state of whole being, while unforgiveness is no more than a variable phase of my body/mind’s feeling and thinking states. I have only one state of whole being, and when I am aware from and as my whole being state I am a beneficial presence. My unforgiveness does not represent an alternate state of being. It is rather a state of my body/mind that precludes my awareness and expression of beneficial presence.

In light of this understanding of the relationship between forgiveness and unforgiveness, I experience forgiveness less as a choice specific to particular relationships, times and places than as a quality of my whole being that transforms all of my relationships in all times and places. Forgiveness is an inner quality of whole being that empowers me to be universally forgiving overall, and consequently forgiving of specific persons, incidents, etc.

When I release the grip of unforgiveness on myself, all else is likewise freed from its grip. As I forego unforgiveness “in here,” my forgiveness of people and circumstances “out there” naturally follows. Accordingly, my approach to forgiveness is one of general amnesty, not merely a case-by-case procedure. I have adopted a wholesale “batch-processing” strategy of self-forgiveness that releases me from unforgiving emotional and mental body/mind states, and which thereby allows the forgiving beneficial presence of my whole being to flourish for the greater good of all concerned.

Most simply stated, I experience forgiveness as the release of everything that is unlike my forgiving nature. Whenever I allow my emotional and mental body/mind states to become transparent to the beneficial presence of my whole being, my undiminishable forgiving nature prevails.
Pause for Concern

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

-D. H. Lawrence

This report is not among the many things at which I do my best in the time available for doing it.  In this instance I have done my best in the time that it has taken me to do so –36 years thus far. Dozens of times since 1965 I have commenced to write the story of my self-emancipation, only to become dissatisfied with the manuscript and abandon its completion. In the meantime, I have been an editor for persons whose perspectives on self-dominion and whole being were resonant with my own (see “About The Author” on the back cover). Each time I finished an editorial stint, I felt a little closer to getting my own project right. And wouldn’t you know, I was always correct.  Each time I was, indeed, a little closer.  Right I am, as I feel I am!

I eventually came too close for comfort while attending the October, 1999 Global Forgiveness Conference at the Findhorn Community in Scotland. Much that I experienced during that conference would dramatically change my life. Two incidents especially contributed to my consummation of the 36-year project that culminates in this report and others to follow.

First, I learned that in all of the literature on the subject of forgiveness, very little of it deals with self-forgiveness. Then I overheard a conference participant’s poignant lament that what she most needed to know, and was getting scant help with, was how to forgive herself. Her plea triggered my commitment to make self-forgiveness the focus of my never-ended (and never-ending) story of self-emancipation. Having by this time fully recognized that forgiving myself has been the basis of my emancipation, I sensed that this time I would produce a finished manuscript.
The second incident that contributed to my project’s consummation – and the one that most discomforted me – was my realization that I still had a heap of self-forgiving to do before I could be a credible witness. Everything within me that was unlike self-forgiveness made itself known to me while I was attending the Findhorn conference. I was painfully aware that I had yet to realize (make real in my own experience) much of what I know intellectually about self-forgiveness. 

Knowing about something is not the equivalent of knowing the thing itself, and I was short of experiencing the latter acquaintance with a sizable amount of self-unforgiveness that I had as yet to resolve. If I was going to profess what I know about self-forgiveness from its realization rather than as mere rationale-ization, I had considerable remaining homework to do.

In the midst of this awful pause, that felt indeed as “empty and dead as death itself,” I recalled three gems of insight that have consistently aided me in moving through the roughest stretches of my life journey:

In the midst of my deepest winter I discovered an invincible summer.

-Albert Camus
“Come to the edge,” he said.

“We are afraid,” they said.

“Come to the edge,” he said.

They came.

He pushed them.

And they flew.

-Guilliam Apollinaire

The human heart may go the length of God.

Dark and cold we may be.

This is no winter now.

The frozen misery of centuries cracks,

  breaks, begins to move.

The thunder is the thunder of the floes,

  the thaw, the flood, the upstart spring.

Thank God our time is now,

  when wrong comes up to meet us everywhere,

  never to leave us 'til we take

  the greatest stride of soul folk ever took.

Affairs are now soul-size.

The enterprise is exploration into God.

But what are you waiting for?

It takes so many thousand years to wake.

But will you wake, for pity's sake?

-Christopher Frye, The Prisoner
Thus insighted, I told myself, “Oh, well, another chance to grow.” This report represents the outcome of my willingness to take that chance. 

A Long Story Foreshortened

If you be pungent, be brief; for it is with words as with sunbeams–

the more they are condensed the deeper they burn.

-Robert Southey

My patience with the 35-year work-in-progress reported herein was reinforced by my reading of an article about Paul Harvey, who was then (around 1990) approaching his fourth decade as a pungent social commentator. The article’s author had observed one of Harvey’s radio broadcasts, in preparation for which Harvey had selected a pile of material far larger than he could cover in the available time. Harvey continually shuffled through the material during the broadcast, making his next choice only as he had concluded with his previous one. The reporter remarked afterward that it took but a moment for Harvey to make his final choices. Harvey begged to differ: “It takes 30 years of practice to make those choices.”

To make my own long story of self-emancipation short, it has taken me over 30 years to choose not to tell my long story after all. My story never served me as well as I wanted it to, which was part of the unforgiveness to be resolved by me when I returned from Findhorn. As I succeeded in freeing the account of my self-emancipation from its confinement to my story, I realized that many of my experiences have served me far better than I thought they had. I now share only those snippets of my story whose difference from all of the other snippets has made the greatest difference of all.

This report is an accounting from my experience of forgiving, not a narrative of my experience. This perspective renders my report both more personal and impersonal than most autobiographical accounts. Instead of recapitulating my worldly doings, I account for how I experience forgiveness in my life. I present what I know about forgiving as an experienced actuality, rather than what I presume to know about forgiveness conceptually. In doing the former, I honor my perspective on the nature of experience itself, which is that sharing about my experience tends to say less with more, while sharing from my experience has the potential to tell far more with less.

In place of the lived scenario that once constituted my “story,” this report concerns itself with the nature of my own experience in the context of the general nature of experience overall. I begin with a forthright summary of my understanding of forgiveness (“The View from My Experience”). The remainder of my report unpacks this summary in the context of a self-transforming event that brought me face to face for the first time with what Rudolph Steiner called “the ruler within myself,” my faculty of choice. I describe the occasion of this encounter, and then detail the insights that continue to proceed from my contemplations of that and subsequent similar encounters.

Of Things That Bare, Repeating

Let me listen to me and not to them.

-Gertrude Stein
Although my report is intended to be original, its readers are likely to find it sometimes redundant of what they have already heard. This cannot be avoided, because everyone’s experience of the world is redundant of much that others have experienced as well. Worthwhile insights tend to self-replicate in many minds, as memes are wont to do. Yet insofar as each of us uniquely redounds the world of our common experience, I trust that I am providing a fresh perspective on whatever is already familiar.

In support of my intention to be originally redundant rather than merely reproductive of others’ insights, I have deliberately avoided consulting what I am told is some remarkable recent literature on the subject of self-forgiveness. There could be nothing remarkable in what I say if I were to be redundant of others’ experience rather than from my own.

I have been cautioned that many folks will not understand my report, because my thesis presumes a level of comprehension, self-accountability and authenticity that they will consider unfathomable, undesirable, impractical or not even credible. Being non-understood has also been the story of my life, long since forgiven in gratitude that neither can I be misunderstood by those who experience me as unfathomable or irrelevant to themselves. Some of these folks have in the past been charitably up front with me: “I don’t understand what you’re talking about, Noel, but it does sound good to me.”

The non-resistance of those who don’t “get” me is a welcome contrast to the reactions of those who get only their own version of whatever I say. I myself prefer to get what another says in terms of his or her own frame of reference, before I begin to think about it in terms of mine. The understanding that results is far more accurate than what I would assume about them had I begun thinking sooner.  Furthermore, there is no way that I can fully know my meaning of what they say until I have fully heard their meaning.

Two disclaimers are in order as I conclude this preface. First, to the extent that self-made persons are examples of unskilled labor, I make no claim to be such a person. I’ve had much assistance from others in learning to be true to my authentic self. Yet neither do I claim to be an instance of that even more prevalent example of unskilled labor, a person whose parents and other people have made me what I am. Of the many who are called to choose themselves rather than let others do their choosing, I count myself among the fewer who have made the former choice. In the process of choosing me, I have discovered myself to be a naturally forgiving person, so long as I release my charades and masquerades of who I am not and allow the free expression of the authentic who and how of my whole being.

Secondly, if my report tends to suggest that I think I have myself figured out, the suggestion is erroneous. The assumption that someone, somewhere, has figured things out is one of humankind’s most illusory notions. Aside from what I may temporarily think in my moments of self-congratulation, I know that I am far from having figured out the mystery of whole being. There are at least two reasons why this will forever be the case. The first is that the ground of my whole being is unfigurable. The second is that I follow the philosophical prescription of the 18th century German playright, Gotthold Ephriam Lessing: “If the Lord God held out to me in his right hand the whole of truth, and in his left hand only the urge to seek truth, I would reach for his left hand.” In the words of a little songlet I’ve composed:

I don’t want to figure myself out,

I don’t want to figure myself out,

I don’t want to figure myself out,

‘cause there’s no doubt that instead of out,

it’s a whole lot more fun to be in.

This brings me to the ultimate reason for this autobiographical report’s lack of conventional biographical detail. As someone has said, “God is in the details.” I am far more intrigued with what is resident in the details of my experience than with the details themselves. Whether this resident be called “God,” “intuition,” “sixth sense,” the “life force,” “whole being,” or “whatever,” we all give harbor to something transcendent that graces our experience. So on behalf of universalizing the practice of forgiveness . . .

Stay in the grace!

Noel Frederick McInnis

International Forgiveness Day, August 5, 2001
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

Straight Foreword: The View from My Experience

Men’s natures are alike;

it is their habits that separate them.

–Confucius
Rather than getting to my point, or drowning it in my “story,” this report comes from my point, which is as follows:

Forgiveness is a quality of the wholeness of my being, and is therefore an aspect of who I am.  In stark contrast, unforgiveness is my self-betrayal of the wholeness of my being, and accordingly is an attribute of who I am not. The qualities of my whole being, which include forgiveness, serenity, love and joy, are forthcoming as pristine expressions of who I am. Yet these expressions manifest only when I allow them to do so by releasing contrary and self-denying expressions of who I am not, such as unforgiveness, deception, arrogance and malice.

In saying that my self-denying expressions are not who I am, I cannot disown them. Every feeling not owned by me is thereby permitted to takes its ownership of me. Until I allow myself to have my feelings, it is they that instead have me, and render me unable to release myself from their enthrallment to express instead my qualities of whole being.

There is only one species of unforgiveness, and that is self-unforgiveness. Unforgiveness of others is my way of denying that I am my own unforgiveness’s primary target. I am inevitably its primary target because my unforgiveness is a form of self-condemnation that I tend to deflect onto secondary targets in my unwillingness to recognize it as censure of myself.

I need never look beyond myself for whom my unforgiveness tolls, it takes its toll on me.

I am likewise the primary source of all of my unforgiveness, being the one who chooses it and the one who is in charge of it. Accordingly, I am 100% accountable for the release of my unforgiveness, because I am the only person thus capable of closing its tollgate.

As the primary target of my own unforgiveness, I do not forgive for the sake of those whom I have made its secondary targets. That is a story I stopped telling myself long ago. I instead forgive in order to liberate the wholeness of my own being, which my unforgiveness has forsaken. 

My unforgiveness begins as the self-condemnation that fuels it. Deflecting it onto others is an attempt at fuel disposal, which serves instead to further ignite my self-condemnation’s intensity, making it even more difficult for me to reduce its toll. Only as my self-condemnation is resolved in me (i.e., forgiven) does it cease to be compounded by its deflection toward others.

There is only one self to be forgiven by me, and that self is my own. Realizing that this is so, and owning this realization without reservation or equivocation, is the antidote for my unforgiveness. My self-condemnation cannot be sustained when I know myself to be both the sole source of my own(ed) unforgiveness as well as the soul source if its resolution.

All unforgiveness is evidenced by my attachment to negative emotional and mental charges on whatever is unforgiven. It is my attachment to these charges that makes me unforgiving, not the charges themselves. Any attachment to negative charge is a form of unforgiveness. 

Forgiving myself is therefore a matter of releasing my attachment to negative charges. When I am free of all such attachment, there is nothing in me that is unforgiven and no perceived need to forgive another.

One of my most valued mentors states that “Self-forgiveness is an ultimate statement of epistemology.” He thereby acknowledges that the knowing of its possibility, as well as its realization, is always and only generated from within, not from any other source.

And so it is with forgiveness of others. For example, when I overheard someone being asked how he knew that forgiving a business associate who had betrayed him was the right thing to do, he replied with another question.

“Do you love your wife?”

“Of course I love my wife.”

“Who told you that you love your wife.”

“Don’t be silly. Nobody had to tell me that. I know it all by myself.”

 “That’s how I know that I am right in forgiving my former business associate.”

And that, as well, is how I know that I am right in forgiving myself.

Role Call

It's not how others respond to us that matters, it's how we respond to ourselves.

Others just reflect what we're doing to ourselves, and for that we can be grateful.

-Roland Jarka
Unforgiveness takes many forms that go by other names. One of those forms is called “hubris,” which is a pridefully arrogant sense of holiness that I assume to compensate for an inner sense of hole-y-ness.  Yet hubris, like all other expressions of unforgiveness, merely compounds the sense of inner emptiness that it perpetuates.

Concerning the forgiveness of hubris, Thaddeus Golas writes in The Lazy Man’s Guide to Enlightenment:

Every person who allows others to treat him as a spiritual leader has the responsibility to ask himself: Out of all the perceptions available to me in the universe, why am I emphasizing the ignorance of my brothers?  What am I doing in a role where this is real? What kind of standards am I conceiving, in which so many people are seen to be in suffering, while I am the enlightened one?

All sense of superiority in me issues from feelings of its opposite, a sense of inferiority sustained by negatively charged mental and emotional states. These states obscure my awareness of the mighty qualities of whole being that make all comparison of myself to others irrelevant. Sincerely questioning my presumed superiority, as Golas prescribes, initiates the undoing – and thus the forgiveness – of my more deeply underlying presumption of inferiority.

The question, “What am I doing in a role where this is real?” may be asked of myself in any role. To the extent that I allow others to relate to me as a role rather than as the person who is in the role, all concerned are caught up in a charade. This is all the more so when I am among those who equate me with my role. Such is the company I keep when I am masquerading as the role I am in instead of sincerely being the person who is in the role.

My awareness of role playing as charade and masquerade first dawned on me quite painfully, when a woman who had fallen in love with me while reading my poetry quickly fell out of love when she got to know me because the person who had written the poetry did not match her imagination of the poet. What made this especially painful is that I had in turn fallen in love with her for admiring my poetry. As I picked myself up from the fall, I recognized the occasion of my stumble. We both had reasons to love, and enduring love is unreasonable.

In the beginning

reasons to love are numerous.

Such love is shortlived, 

for in time 

reasons not to love 

become more numerous.

So long as I have reasons for loving,

I love until it hurts.

When my loving exists for no reason at all,

I love until it stops hurting.

Only love that has no reason 

has no season.

Love for one’s own or another’s expressions is at best a transient approximation of enduring love for the one expressing. Being admired for my poetry is ultimately no different than being admired for the car I drive, the clothing I wear, the shape of my body, my sense of humor or any other personal possession or attribute. The same goes for my reciprocation of such regard, which likewise esteems only an appearance, rather than the one appearing. As with all other forms of self-deception, my recognition of the charade that merely passes for love – and thereby sets me up to have love pass – moved me to cease cultivating such a fertile seed-bed of unforgiveness.

I have also succumbed to the opposite of hubris, the presumption of superiority in others as if the grail of my salvation, completion, enlightenment, empowerment or enjoyment is in their hands. When I recognized the error in this presumption, I composed my forgiveness thereof in a song:

When you have no place to sleep that isn't empty,

and you've got no place to stay that feels like home,

when there is no one to meet your need for filling,

or to write back to from places that you roam,

when you know with all of your being that you've not yet really been,

you start looking for someone to take you in.

When people see you're somewhat out of focus,

and sense you don't know who you're looking for,

some will take unfair advantage of your confusion,

and make you feel that they're your open door.

You'll discover you've been found, only to find

so many different ways to be taken in.

When you want to find someone to fill your empty,

and share some place that feels like common ground,

you may fall for another lonely seeker

who needs to fill an empty of his/her own.

But two empties don't make a full, and when you fall,

it will only be yourself that took you in.

When you've learned just which folks' glitters are not golden,

and you're not about to fool yourself again,

'cause you've found that filling empty isn't easy,

in a world of beings that also haven't been,

you'll find what you're without somewhere within,

before you let another take you in.

It was in retrospect of writing this song that I first recognized how knowing about something does not equate to knowing the thing itself. Recognizing the truth is no guarantee of its realization. Thus even after being forewarned by no less an authority than my own recognized experience, I was painfully taken in several more times after this song was written. Numerous repetitions of its lesson would occur until I finally honored my own message with its realization by plugging my feeling of hole-y-ness from within.

Undoing My Unforgiveness (1)

The biggest mountain that my faith has to move

is to get myself out of the way.

-Joe Obregon
As I do look inward for the resolution of my hole-y-ness, I am able to discern the contrasting bases of forgiveness and unforgiveness:

Forgiveness is inherent in my ground state of whole being. Unforgiveness is acquired, as an expression of negatively charged emotional and mental states of body and mind. While my state of whole being is forever singular, my states of body/mind are multiple. Though I experience many body/mind states, I have only one state of whole being, which many of my body/mind states tend to obscure. Such obscuration notwithstanding, my singular state of whole being is mightier than all of my states of body/mind, because my whole being is abiding, while my body/mind states are transient. 

I can rely on the wholeness of my being far more dependably than on any combination of body/mind states. Being multiple, my acquired body/mind states are interchangeable. Being singular, my inherent ground state of whole being is unchangeable. Accordingly, when and as I allow my unchangeably forgiving, serene, loving and joyful whole being state to prevail, it transforms my interchangeably unforgiving, turbulent, unloving and sorrowful states of body and mind.

My negatively-charged emotional and mental states can at most obscure and eclipse my whole being’s beneficial presence, much as clouds may obscure sunlight and the moon occasionally eclipse it. Yet just as the sun is undiminished by clouds or solar eclipse, so is my whole being undiminished by body/mind states that are clouded with resentfulness, anger and unforgiveness. 

In other words, I don’t “do” forgiveness. Forgiveness does itself when I cease to choose unforgiveness.  

While forgiveness exists of its own accord, I do do unforgiveness (pun intended). I first do unforgiveness to myself, and then I hide my act of self-condemnation by assigning the condemnation to others. My unforgiveness of others is always embedded in some unforgiveness of myself, of which I tend to be painfully aware in their presence (or the contemplation thereof) unless I continue to deflect it on them. 

As I became aware of my own practice of deflecting self-condemnation upon others, I endeavored to characterize it in another song. My initial attempt was entitled, “I Love a Charade!” My second attempt was “I Don’t Know Why I Hate You Like I Do . . . Maybe I’ll Improve With Practice.” I was unsatisfied until my third attempt, which exposed my self-condemnation to the light of mindful consciousness by accurately portraying its masquerade. My song was entitled, simply, “Misery”:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Decided I'd forget my misery by distracting myself with activity;

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

(It came out orange!)

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

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

and somehow have to stand up on my own.

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

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

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

Just then I lost my sense of tragedy at finding misery loves comedy.

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

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

nothing left to do but stand up on my own.

My charade of deflected self-condemnation ceases as I forgive myself for being unforgiving. Neither I nor any other person remains unforgiven once I have forgiven my unforgiveness itself, thus deflecting it back into the nothingness from which it arises.

What aids me most in forgiving the fallacies, follies and misery of my unforgiveness is a sense of humor, as anyone may testify who is adept at the parlor game of charades without taking it too seriously.  A sense of humor is an excellent solvent in the undoing of my unforgiveness. Hence the solvent with which an acquaintance of mine greets every call for the release of his own unforgiveness: “Oh hell, another damned growth opportunity.”

Enlightening My Darkness

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

but by making the darkness conscious.

-Carl Jung
In my experience, forgiving is a lot like gardening. Just as I cultivate the plants in my garden by pulling weeds, so I cultivate the forgiveness planted in my whole being by undoing the emotional and mental states that sustain my self-condemnation.

Forgiving my unforgiveness uproots an insidious weed of consciousness, the practice of should-ing on myself. Since I never actually do what I “should” do (for if I did, no “should” would be conceived of), my should-ing on myself is an exercise in deceptive self-justification. It is my way of acknowledging that I actually know better than I do, which thereby makes O.K. my continued refusal to do the better thus known. Should-ing on myself is mere “sleight of mind,” a self-deceiving feat of brain-parlor magic.

Nothing clouds the authentic expression of my beneficial presence more densely than the masquerade of self-justification. And nothing disperses the cloud of should-ing on myself more effectively than giving myself permission to do what I presumably should not. The moment I give myself permission to be unforgiving – i.e., to freely feel my unforgiveness while neither resisting nor acting on it – I enlighten my darkness and initiate its undoing.  

Because all of my feelings are inherently transient, every feeling that I allow myself to experience stays with me only for the duration of its own season. Feelings that I allow to come, without indulging them, are thereby allowed to pass. It is only those feelings that I do not sincerely allow myself to have (because I presumably “shouldn’t”) that continue to have me for as long as I resist or otherwise entertain and nurture them.

How long it takes to release my unforgiveness is ultimately up to me. The process of undoing my states of unforgiveness can take as long as I have formerly spent indulging them, or can proceed more rapidly. The harder it is for me to forgive, the more advantageous it is for my own well being to do so promptly, for my self-condemnation stakes out a killing field in my heart.

However long I may take to release my unforgiveness, the forgiveness that occurs when my self-condemnation has been undone takes only an instant. Forgiveness is forever ready to manifest as a quality of my whole being. Therefore, though getting to forgiveness via the undoing of my unforgiveness is a process that takes place over time, the forgiveness that results is instantaneous. Forgiveness is forever complete and intact within me, awaiting its realization in the very instant that the process of undoing my unforgiveness also is complete.

Forgiveness chooses me when I un-choose non-forgiveness. The abiding beneficial presence of my whole being is thereby instantly manifested, and is ready to do so in each and every instant that I allow it to be so. It is only with my allowance that the beneficial qualities of my whole being are actualized. 

The reason I experience babies and toddlers to be so adorable is because they have not yet been adult-erated into disallowing the natural whole being of their beneficial presence. I have yet to meet anyone who is more naturally forgiving than a small child, and I allow myself to return to my own pristinely forgiving nature by releasing the unforgiveness that eclipses it. 

The allowance of my pristine nature’s expression is an act of surrender that, far from giving up, opens me to what (in the words of Winston Churchill’s briefest public address) will “never, never, never give up”: the wholeness of being that is mightier than all of the negatively charged emotional and mental body/mind states with which I eclipse its beneficial presence.

Forgiving myself – and therefore others as well – is simply a matter of raising my allowance.
My Ultimate Problem

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.

-The Wizard of Is

No Comparison

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,

-The Wizard of Is
What’s So: Getting Personal

The beginning is the most important part of the work.

-Plato
The key to beginning the allowance of forgiveness, both of myself and of others, may be found in a statement by Rudolph Steiner:

If it depends on something other than myself whether I should get angry or not, I am not master of myself . . . I have not yet found the ruler within myself. I must develop the faculty of letting the impressions of the outer world approach me only in the way in which I myself determine.
For the first two-thirds of my life I did not know that such a “faculty” existed. I was so tardy in taking self-dominion of my own being that not until my 43rd year did I experience my first fully mindful engagement of “the ruler within myself.” This encounter initiated my genuine commitment to self-emancipation, after more than a decade of flirting with the prospect of taking such command.

In those days my wife and I meditated each morning before I went to work. During each daily meditation a pick-up truck stopped in front of the house next door as its driver honked the horn to alert our neighbor that his ride to work had arrived.

I became increasingly irritated with the driver of the truck for disturbing my meditation. One morning I angrily exclaimed, "If I had powers, I’d give that guy four flat tires!" To which my wife gently replied, "That's why you don't have powers."

Illuminated by the profundity of her response, I instantly saw her point. Like the sorcerer’s apprentice, I am not capable of reliably wielding my inner “powers” – which do exist! – until I am sufficiently centered to effectively command them. I replied, “You’re right. If I actually did have powers, all I'd really do is bust his horn." Again ever so gently, she said, "That's a bit better." And again, I saw her point: I was still in forceful reaction to my awareness of the horn.

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

Though I had clearly seen my wife’s point from the beginning, I obviously wasn’t “getting” it. I thought that selectively silencing the horn was the ultimate solution. So now what?

I eventually recognized the real issue, as my wife had from the start: I was looking for the forceful resolution of my distress "out there," as if the honking horn were my problem rather than my choice of relationship to it.

With this alteration of perspective, I also recognized that changing the time of our meditation to an hour when the neighborhood would be even noisier (during the day) or when we would be tired (after our evening ministerial classes) would also be a reactionary solution. Such capitulation is no less reactionary than the flattening of tires, even when it is I who am the target of my reaction rather than someone else. The only satisfactory resolution of my inner turbulence was a non-forceful response to the honking. 

In due course, such resolution was forthcoming. "If I had powers,” I announced to my wife one morning, “I wouldn't be distracted by that horn."

“Yes,” she smiled.

I had finally recognized that my upset and distraction did not come from the horn. If they did, then everyone would be comparably upset and distracted whenever and wherever the horn was being blown. No, my serenity of whole being is forsaken in the same place that it is otherwise realized, within myself rather than in my outer world. The honking horn itself was neither upset nor distracted. All upset and distraction originates and sustains its existence in me, not in any stimulus that may evoke it.

None of the incidents in my life is causal of my response to it. My reactions and responses are caused by me, albeit often unconsciously according to established patterns of habit, rather than by the effects to which I attribute them. This is indeed fortunate, for if the state of my own being were dependent on the state of the world around me . . . well, as they say, “There goes the neighborhood.” 

Having Powers

Intention organizes its own fulfillment.
.-Deepak Chopra
The “powers” that I long for will continue to elude me so long as I mistake effects for cause. I sometimes illustrate how commonly this mistake is made by asking participants in my workshops to watch my hand as I wave it back and forth above my head.  After waving it I ask, “What caused you to watch my hand?” Some say that the waving hand itself caused them to watch. Others say that my invitation was the cause. Yet if either of these were the case, wouldn’t everyone caused to watch my waving hand? What about the few who do not watch it, because neither my invitation nor my waving hand itself succeeded in distracted them?

The waving of my hand is watched only by those who, in response to my invitation to do so, make an intention to watch when it is waved. Intentionality governs choice. My intentions are what cause me to make corresponding choices.

It is sometimes suggested that those who do not watch my waving hand were not caused to do so because they were not paying attention when I gave the invitation. This suggestion rests my case. Having formed no intention – no matter what the reason – these inattentive people can have no corresponding result, because there is no corresponding choice to be made. Furthermore, people who were unaware of my invitation would still tend to watch my waving hand, because of their subconscious autonomic nervous system’s intention to take notice of unusual movements in their visual field. I finally rest my case, however, on the admission of one whom I questioned: she chose not to watch my waving hand because she thought that, like a magician, I was going to pull some trick on them while everyone’s intention was diverted.

Intentionality governs my choices, by selecting for choices that are fulfilling of my intentions. Accordingly, therefore, once I made the intention to be distracted by the honking horn no longer, it soon ceased to do so. When I accepted it as a natural component of the soundscape of my morning meditations, it was no more disruptive of my meditation than are passing overhead clouds disruptive of my experience of daylight.

And so it is with forgiveness. My intention to be forgiving is the cause of my forgiving behavior, so long as I am committed to the intention. Commitment is distinguished by non-divertibility. Non-divertibility of intention does not mean that I am never off the course that my intention has set, only that I correct my diversions from my intended course as I become aware of them.  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 otherwise feel powerless to forgive. Persistent course correction is the lifeblood of all commitment.
I am off course in my intention to be a forgiving person whenever I entertain violent or otherwise outwardly forceful feelings and thoughts. Even when I do not act upon such forceful impulses, my inner powers are nevertheless forsaken. Only as I release the distracting body/mind states that preclude my exercise of inner powers do I become mighty to manage the outer world’s impingements from the very centeredness of whole being that my meditations are intended to empower.

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

The desire to have powers over one’s circumstances and other people seems to be universal to the human experience. Yet having power over some person, thing or circumstance means – as the term suggests – that I must overpower him, her or it. And overpowerment requires the use of force.

The desire to have power over one’s externalities accounts for much of the unforgiveness that likewise seems to be universal in extent. Unforgiveness represents a self-deceiving use of outer force in reaction against some person, thing or circumstance that I feel myself to be lacking power over. Yet unforgiveness is a mere simulation of having power over that which is unforgiven, a simulation that I must perpetuate lest my feelings of powerlessness return.

The alternative to having forceful power over my external impingements is to be inwardly powerful with them. “Having powers” consists of mindfully determining the influence that external impingements are allowed to have upon me, rather than concerning myself with the influence that I have on them. When having (i.e., exercising) powers is my objective, my unforgiveness is clearly seen to be a liability, because my unforgiveness has far less influence on others than it allows those unforgiven others to have on me. Those to whom I relate in unforgiveness are thereby allowed, whether deliberately or merely by virtue of their existence, to have enormous manipulative influence on my feelings, thoughts and behavior. As Della Reese has remarked:

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

My unforgiveness not only gives others a lease on my mind, it provides them with a corresponding leash on my well being. Forgiveness cancels such negative occupancy of my mind by all concerned, myself included. How I know that I have forgiven someone is that he or she has harmless residence in my mind, which means that my thoughts and feelings about him/her are without any negative association or charge. And only as I myself enjoy harmless residence in my own mind are others likewise safe therein.

As I came to recognize what “powers” are about in the aftermath of my honking horn conniption, I commenced the ongrowing realization of my ability to relinquish self-distracting, reactionary states of body/mind. My flirtation with self-emancipation had ended, and my serious courtship thereof had begun. I had discovered the foundation of all forgiveness.
The Powerlessness of Force 

Action and non-action [both] require great energy. Non-action requires far more energy than so-called [overt action. Overt] action is to control, to support, to escape. Non-action is the total attention of observation.  In this observation, that which is observed undergoes a transformation. This silent observation demands not only physical energy but also a deep psychological energy. We are used to the former experience and this conditioning limits our energy. In a complete, silent observation, which is non-action, there is no expenditure of energy and so energy is limitless. –J. Krishnamurti
The honking horn scenario represents everything that has been and still is unforgiven in my life. All of my unforgiveness relies on forcefulness at the expense of my access to inner powers, the command of which is mightier than strength of force. Forcefulness is my misguided endeavor to disable someone or something “out there” as a means of bringing closure to situations that disturb me “in here.” Yet all attempts at forceful closure are ultimately self-defeating because the endeavor to be powerful merely by diminishing the power of another only precludes my exercise of the very powerfulness that I seek to have.

In actual practice, I have rarely been inclined to disabling acts – and all the more so since my enlightening encounter with the honking horn. The “four flat tires” conniption represents only my tendency to indulge forceful thoughts when I feel powerless to manage irritating or threatening circumstances. The more powerless I feel, the more forceful my thoughts tend to be. Yet even though I seldom act on such impulses, my entertainment of forceful thoughts and feelings constrains the powers of my whole being.

The use of outer force alone is powerless to make me powerful. 
Powers of whole being – forgiveness, serenity, love, joy – are already resident within me as my potential default being state. Yet until they are exercised, these potenytials are only latent, like the unreleased energy of water behind a dam. Forcefulness dams my inner powers, keeping their mighty energy in check.  It tends also to “damn” these powers as well, for unlike dams whose purpose is to manage water’s flow, reactionary forcefulness blocks the flow of my inner powers, and their consequent stagnation further dis-eases my body and mind.

The might of undammed (i.e., exercised) whole being can be sensed by those in the company of the person who undams it. For example, a man who is adept at the martial art of Aikido once had the misfortune of stalling his luxury automobile late at night in a notoriously violent neighborhood. As he was tinkering with the engine, a gang of men carrying bats and chains approached him menacingly. He chose not to react in any forceful manner, and responded instead by standing perfectly still and centering himself in the full power of his whole being. (In some of the martial arts of self-mastery this is called “grounding” or “rooting.”) 

“Whoa!” said one of the approaching men,  “It looks like we’ve got the wrong dude!” They quickly walked away. 

No amount of outer forcefulness on the man’s part would have had a comparably mighty effect. Yet he was not without temptations to use such force.  When he told me of the incident I asked, “Weren’t you afraid of the gang?”  

“Of course I was afraid,” he said.  

“How did you deal with your fear?” I asked.

“I didn’t let it distract me.”

“And weren’t you angry at those men?”

“Yes”

“How did you deal with your anger?”

“I didn’t let it distract me.”

His responses brought to mind a scene in the movie, Lawrence of Arabia, when Lawrence extinguishes a match with his fingertips, with no apparent hurtful consequence. A soldier who observes this does likewise, and cries out in pain as his fingers get burned.  

“How do you do that?” the soldier asks Lawrence.

“I don’t let it bother me,” Lawrence replies.

None of us begins the art of non-distraction at the level of mastery evidenced in these examples, nor do I consider Lawrence’s match-snuffing ability to be among the more useful applications of such mastery. In any event, neither do I master this or any other art without sustained practice. Though I am not as masterful of non-distraction as the men in these examples, my experience with forgiveness thus far has revealed just where such masterfulness lies: in the forgiving of myself.

Undoing My Unforgiveness (2)

The wise man in the storm prays to God, not for safety from danger, but for deliverance from fear. 

 It is the storm within that endangers him, not the storm without.  -Ralph Waldo Emerson
Unforgiveness is the consequence of my allowing something that distresses me to distract me from the exercise of my innate and mighty inclination to be forgiving. My unforgiveness sustains a forceful relationship to whatever I have not forgiven, which impedes the flow of my powers of whole being as effectively as a dam stems the mighty flow of the water pressing against it. Thus does unforgiveness simultaneously employ my forcefulness two fronts, constraining my inner energies while I am attacking outer ones.

This is not to say that force is never employed in the exercise of might. Quite the contrary, it was the Aikido adept’s command of force from his inner might that was sensed by members of the armed gang, who were armed only with the less formidable power of outer forcefulness alone. The nature of such command was revealed in his answer to yet another question: “If they had attacked you, would you have avoided harm?”

“In all probability,” he answered matter-of-factly, “yes.”

“And would the gang members have been harmed?”

“Only by each other, if at all.” 

[Those who tend to consider such testimony non-credible are invited to inform themselves about the nature of Aikido, which is the fine art and practice of redirecting all force of attack back upon the one(s) attacking so that they themselves receive the brunt of their attempt to overpower others.]

Mere forcefulness – force uncommanded by might – increases rather than decreases my vulnerability, just as a merely forceful reaction from the unarmed man would have increased his vulnerability, by reinforcing rather than discouraging the reactionary inclinations of the armed gang, who calculated their own force only in terms of numbers rather than mightiness of inner command. The forcefulness that accompanies unforgiving feelings likewise increases my vulnerability. Both medical and psychological research indicate that indulging in unforgiveness stagnates my life-energy in various forms of physical, mental and emotional dis-ease, when I could instead be engaging this energy’s flow by exercising my inner might. [The conclusions of this research are reported in the full text of Forgiving Myself.]

Like all innate capacities, forgiveness is ever latently present within me, like water behind a dam, whether my ability to tap its capacity is developed or not. My developed capacity for forgiveness – my actual ability to forgive – is as mighty or as weak as I choose for it to be. Forceful reactions to other’s impingements on me are evidence of an immaturely developed capacity to forgive. Mindfully conscious responses that are awake to my moment-to-moment situation and appropriate thereto, are evidence of a matured capacity to forgive.

I am gifted with such capacity by my original nature of whole being, the maturing of which is my return gift to my original nature, which I give as I actually do re-turn (turn again) to my original nature. Maturing any quality of whole being, be it forgiveness, serenity, love or joy, begins with my release of reactionary emotional and mental states of my body/mind. Ceasing to entertain unforgiving thoughts and feelings, regardless of what or who occasioned them, opens me for the mighty expression of all my inner qualities and powers of whole being.

As my unforgiveness decreases, my abiding expression of whole being proportionally increases. The qualities of whole being are not acquired, they are liberated as I cease to dam their flow. Forgiveness, serenity, love and joy naturally “happen” as I cease to preclude their natural exercise by forceful, unforgiving reactions to myself and others. In other words, forgiveness prevails as I undo my unforgiveness.

When I undo my unforgiveness, two minuses yield a plus, as in mathematics. Sometimes the most powerful course of action available to me is that of refraining from any action that is counter-productive of my intended result. Such restraint is an aspect of what is termed “non-action” in some Eastern spiritual traditions.

The cessation of my unforgiveness begins as I recognize that it is fueled by self-condemnation, and that instead of admitting to myself that I am the one unforgiven by me, I attribute to others the pain of my self-unforgiveness by forcefully deflecting it onto them. For example, it was never the honking horn itself that upset me. I was upset with myself because I felt powerless to be undistracted by the horn. The upset was my creation, which I disowned by attributing its origin to “that guy” whose tires I would flatten.

The fact that I have almost never acted on such impulses reflects neither the weakness nor the cowardice that some might say it does. It evidences instead something that I have always known, albeit not as mindfully as I know it now: that outer force alone is powerless to put an end to powerlessness.  

It is with this understanding of the relationship of forcefulness and power that the undoing of my unforgiveness is empowered.

The Power of Forgiveness

Where there is consciousness, ignorance and hatred also arise naturally….  All of these are part of our mind.  However, the negative emotions actually are based on ignorance, which has no foundation.  None of the negative emotions, no matter how powerful, have a solid foundation.  On the other hand, the positive emotions, such as compassion and wisdom, have a solid basis: there is a kind of grounding and rootedness in reason and understanding, which is not the case with afflictive emotions like anger and hatred.  –The Dalai Lama
Forgiveness embodies a far greater power than that embraced by any resort to outer force, as evidenced by Aikido adept as he stood in the mightiness of his whole being and faced down the armed gang. Though he was feeling fearful and angry, he released himself from the effects of fear and anger. In releasing himself from the grip of these incentives to react forcefully, he undammed the mighty energy of his whole being, in whose presence his approaching assailants felt their mere forcefulness to be quite feeble.

In other words, he forgave his fearfulness and anger, by choosing not to be at the effect of their charge.  The essence of all forgiveness is the release of attachment to negative emotional and mental charges by whatever name I may label them: fear, powerlessness, anger, resentment, vengeance, etc.
Though I am unable to avoid the experience of negative charges, detachment from their controlling tendencies is possible as I consistently practice being undistracted by them, be they my own or others’ negative charges. While I may never free myself of such charges, I can nevertheless free myself from their controlling tendencies.

For those who seek ultimate mastery of non-distraction, such is the purpose of body/mind disciplines like Aikido. This report is for those who aspire to more modest attainments of non-distraction amidst the circumstances of ordinary living, attainments that I now enjoy in many types of situational and personal encounters that formerly distressed me.

The mighty power of my intention to be a forgiving person is fulfilling my once-chronic yearning to enjoy a better life. Nothing stands more directly in the way of having the life I long for than does unforgiveness. This is because my life tends to be filled with whatever I hold on to. Since unforgiveness is a forceful way of holding on, rather than having the life I long for it tends to be filled instead with my unforgiveness.
As I undo my unforgiveness by releasing it, I employ nature’s abhorrence of a vacuum. My unforgiveness is naturally replaced with the experience and expression of my powers of whole being on behalf of “getting a life,” a life that is more suited to my longings for success, prosperity, positive relationships and greater well-being overall.
NOTE: The preceding material is from the opening pages of Forgiving Myself. The following excerpts, taken from elsewhere in the complete manuscript, are also representative of what the full report is about.

The Wizard of Is

One’s continued willingness to seek is the finding.

-Taoist proverb

My moments of greatest enlightenment are the ones in which something that is self-evidently so (as, for example, how I know that I love my wife) actually becomes self-evident to my awareness and permanently enhances my life experience. These exceptionally lucid moments have an eternal quality that enlightens all subsequent moments. They also occasionally prompt what I call an “I-opener,” a gem of insight in poetic or lyrical form that moves me to a deeper exercise of mindful consciousness on my journey of self-dominion. Several of these I-openers are included in this report.

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

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.
I am aided in comprehending the “what’s so” of whole being by the inner witness that I call “The Wizard of Is.” Though I initially assumed that this witness was the author of my experience, I eventually recognized that this was analogous to mistaking Merlin for King Arthur.  The Wizard of Is represents that aspect of whole being that is comprehending of what is self-evidently so. Yet the “what’s so” of whole being is ultimately beyond even the Wizard’s comprehension.  Whole being is prehension itself, the cosmic putting-and-holding-together-ness that coheres all that is.

[NOTE: The term “prehension,” as presently associated with the “process philosophy” of Alfred North Whitehead, is conceptualized differently by me. The English language provides no adequate synonym for “prehension” as I conceive it. Closest to being so is the word “synergy,” a concept that enjoys meme-hood among so-called “New Agers.” The word “synergy” was originally defined (16th century) as “Joint working, co-operation,” and was derived from “synergism,” defined as “The doctrine that the human will co-operates with Divine grace in the work of regeneration” (O.E.D). In the 20th century, R. Buckminster Fuller gave synergy the additional definition of “those aspects of a whole that are greater than the sum of its parts.” Yet prehension as I understand it means much more than “synergy,” “co-operation,” “wholeness,” “holism,” or “whole being.” Prehension denotes the cohering process and power that makes possible all of these holistic attributes, as well as others. Thus far, my own best shots at contriving synonyms for “prehension” in more familiar terminology are the admittedly clumsy neologisms, “togethering,” “together-putting,” and “betweening.” Since all of these terms represent holistic process, they are verbs. The verbs “togethering” and “together-putting” represent prehension’s locally imminent aspect.  “Betweening” is its universally transcendent aspect.]  

My experience and expression of whole being is the process of prehension itself, prehending itself as me – the universal way of whole being overall as embodied in the local version of itself that I call “Noel McInnis.” The coherence of my experience is least communicable when I merely attend to and report about my experience. It is when I attend and report with, from and as my coherent whole being that prehension expressing as me most clearly harmonizes with prehension expressing as others. This resonance is 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.

Of the various harmonies of mutual prehension with others, forgiveness is among the most powerful.
Elevator Briefing

You cannot travel the path until you become the path.

-Buddha

In the business world there is a form of definition known as the “elevator briefing,” a concise answer to the question “What do you (or does your company) do?” An effective answer adequately defines your business between the time the question is asked while you and the questioner are stepping onto an elevator and the time that one of you gets off two floors later.  (The one floor version is called the “elevator punt.”)

As my elevator briefing for the question, “What is Forgiving Myself about?” I offer my favorite I-opener from The Wizard of Is:

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 with the Buddha’s statement about walking the path, I have yet to figure out how to punt this one. Although in response to the question, “What is Forgiving Myself about?” I do have an equally concise answer – “It’s about choosing self-dominion” – this answer tends to further beg the question for most of those who ask. 

For a lengthier briefing on the origin and history of the “Be as water is” I-opener, you may consult its website: www.choosingforgiveness.com/flowpoem.
NOTE: The foregoing pages comprise a small fraction of the complete manuscript of Forgiving Myself, which contains practical exercises for the release of unforgiveness, and which may be ordered in advance of publication as described on the back cover.
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