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FOREWORD

Re-searching My Own Experience
(The Medium – in this case me - Is the Message)
What we fear most is truly seeing others and being truly seen.
-from the movie, Sunshine
I have written this book almost entirely in the first person, which accords with the source of its authority and with my preferred mode and strategy of discourse. 
Forgiving Myself is based on the authority of my own experience with forgiving self and others, as corroborated by the first-person experiential reports of many who have come to me for individual and group forgiveness coaching. What I have noticed to be most common to all experiences of forgiveness is that none of them takes place “out there” in the consciousness of someone other than the one who is having the experience. As Ronald Laing testified in The Politics of Experience, one’s own experience is the ultimate court of first and last resort:

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. 

All of my experience and the evidence thereof is authored from within. This is not to say, however, that I create my own reality, for I do not single-handedly fabricate all of my life’s events. What I do fabricate – and with ultimate authority! – is my individual experience of and relationship to reality. My conviction of this is as certain, albeit far less hard-won, as was Viktor Frankl’s: 
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.

My own approach to “the last of the human freedoms” fills Rudolph Steiner’s prescription for self-dominion:
If it depends on something other than myself whether I should get angry or not, I am not master of myself . . . I have not yet found the ruler within myself.  I must develop the faculty of letting the impressions of the outer world approach me only in the way in which I myself determine.

In light of my own experiential confirmation of Laing’s, Frankl’s, and Steiner’s testimonials, I conclude that the most effective way to undertake self-transformation is to continually re-search the inner sanctum of my own experience. Mine is the only self that I have the ultimate authority and ability to transform. Everywhere I go, here I am. No one else is ever present herein. Hence the primal value of re-searching the experience of the only “I” that is subject to my ultimate jurisdiction.  
It is because all awareness of experience is inward to the one who is experiencing that I convey my own experientially-grounded perspectives in the first person. Yet I endeavor to refrain from portraying the I-candy of my ego, and instead discourse from the perspective of the greater I-dentity that my ongoing self-re-searching exploration unveils to me.
********************

Writing in first person also reflects my preferred mode of discourse, which reflects a long-cultivated strategy of avoiding fruitless disputation. Some 40 years ago I recognized that so long as I speak from my own experience, others are disinclined to dispute me by saying that my experience didn’t happen. Though they may question me, they seldom assert that the experience I report is wrong or is not so. Their responses are more inquisitive than disapproving – a tendency that I encourage when others make statements that I perceive as erroneous by saying to them “that doesn’t match my own experience.” Folks are far more inclined to respond to this statement by addressing the variety of our respective experiences rather than by disputing mine.
I came to fully appreciate the value of my first-person mode of discourse when I was invited by a philosophy professor to address one of his classes and share my philosophy of life. The invitation followed my presentation to several university professors of my perspectives on what I then (1977) called “Gestalt Ecology”. I assumed that he had found my philosophy of life to be noteworthy of his students’ attention, and only later learned of his real motive for inviting me, which was to discern why my philosophy of life seemed so unusual. His success at this discernment was painfully revealing to us both. 
After introducing me, the professor took a seat at the back of the classroom, to survey (I presumed) his students’ 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 my detection of an egoic jangle, I was in error about the occasion thereof. The self-transparency of my presentation was unmasking his inner persona non grata.
He eventually blurted out, “You are the most dangerous man I’ve ever known!”

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

His response was an extended confession, the essence of which I condense from my vivid (though not literal) recollection of his testimony:

You have rendered me self-vulnerable while leaving me self-defenseless. As I sit here listening to you describe how you feel your way through life, rather than tell us the story of what you’ve done with it, and I hear you speaking mostly in the first person and present tense, I have become painfully aware of some things about myself that until now I have managed to avoid recognizing. At the same time, you are providing me with none of the usual distractions that enable such avoidance. You make no generalizations about others to which I can react, such as presenting your case in terms of ‘you’ or ‘we’ or ‘they,’ as if others’ experience must be identical with your own. Nor do you open yourself to ready refutation by objectifying your experience as an ‘it’ that you falsely 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.

Taking a deep breath, he concluded: “By presenting yourself so transparently, you are rendering me naked to myself as well.”

Since we were in a philosophy class I further inquired, “So I’m dangerous like Socrates was dangerous?”

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

When the professor and I were later alone, he confided in me the nature of the “some things” that pained him, which awakened me to “some things” that ailed me also. (Suffice it so say that both of our “some things” concerned our heretofore disowned responsibilities for the recent failures of our respective marriages.)

I also shared with him 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 culturally politicized establishment.  

Our dialog cued me to a previously unrecognized potential of discourse that successfully avoids engagement in disputation. While it courts my yearning to be truly seen and heard, it likewise courts my trepidation at becoming aware of painful “some things” that I would rather keep hidden from myself.

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

Writing in the first person serves yet another purpose of my doing so, in honor of Galileo’s observation that “You cannot teach a man anything; you can only help him to find it within himself.” I seek accordingly to make the most of the author-reader relationship that inspired the expository style of Marcel Proust:

In reality, every reader is, while he is reading, the reader of his own self. The writer’s work is merely a kind of optical instrument which he offers to the reader to enable him to discern what, without this book, he would perhaps never have experienced in himself. And the recognition by the reader in his own self of what the book says is the proof of its veracity.
In keeping with Proust’s insight, even when I quote others I cite only those witnesses whose words mirror the findings of my inner re-search by reflecting what I have experienced as the self-revealing truth of my own knowing. As I herein bare the inner dynamics of my psyche, any comparable experience of my readers may be recognized by that part of their own I-dentity that likewise knows itself as “we.” 
It is therefore from my own self-knowing toward the self-knowing of others that I persistently endeavor to proceed. To the extent that my self-disclosure evokes unwanted self-revelation in others, this book presents a clear and present danger to folks who would like to feel better about themselves without encountering and resolving whatever keeps them from doing so. Yet no more effective stimulus to self-revelatory enlightenment is known to me.  Hence my response to a drop-out from one of my courses who confessed, “I am looking for a gentle and easy path of transformation.” I told this student, “If you ever find one, please let me be the second person on the planet to know that it exists.”
In any event, above and beyond all other reasoning, my own experience is the only frame of reference from which I know how to discourse with confidence on the subject of self-forgiveness. I therefore leave it to my readers to know if and when I likewise speak for them, while knowing that any perception of clear and present danger to themselves in what they read relates primarily to their experience, and only incidentally to mine.

PART 1:
Putting Self-Forgiveness First
The first and the only person to be healed by forgiveness

is the person who does the forgiving.

-Lewis Smedes

Forgiving is something I do within myself, by myself, to myself, and for myself. I am always both the first cause and first beneficiary of my own forgiving thoughts and feelings, and their benefit to others is secondary to their primary beneficence within and unto me. 

CHAPTER 1:

Granting Myself Safe Passage in My Own Mind

How I know I have forgiven someone is that he or she has harmless passage in my mind.

-Karyl Huntley
Of all the definitions of forgiveness that I have heard or read, I find the above to be most useful, because it provides an experiential litmus test that is absent from definitions such as “letting go of judgment,” “giving up your attachment to what went before,” and “the release of all hope for a better past.”  The litmus test is this: whenever I experience myself having a blameful or otherwise hurtful perception of another, or hard feelings of any other kind, that person clearly lacks safe harbor in my consciousness.

While all definitions of forgiveness prescribe “letting go,” the criterion of harmless passage addresses a question that all other definitions tend to beg: “How do I know when I have really let go, and am not just fooling myself?”
Having safe passage in my mind is a litmus test not only for knowing whether or not I have succeeded in forgiving someone or something, it likewise assists my knowing how much I have (or have not) forgiven. To the extent that a person, event, circumstance, or situation is associated with hurtful thoughts and feelings in my mind, to that same extent unforgiveness prevails. Truly harmless passage in my mind exists only for those persons and situations that I associate entirely with neutral or congenial thoughts and feelings.
Even as I apply this litmus test I may nonetheless still choose to convince myself that I have forgiven someone who does not actually have harmless passage in my mind. What I can no longer believe, however, is that such conviction is true.
On Being My Own Target
The game of life is a game of boomerangs. Our thoughts, deeds and words return to us sooner or later, with astounding accuracy.
–Florence Scoval Shinn
If only one person lacks safe passage in my mind, I am myself at similar risk, for as Herman Hesse acknowledged, “If you hate a person, you hate something in him that is part of yourself. What isn't part of ourselves doesn't disturb us.” Consistent evidence of Hesse’s testimony in my own ongoing experience makes me acutely aware that when I cast blame at others I am merely projecting the evidence of my own self-loathing. 
“Casting blame” is the operational definition of unforgiveness, and the sole casting agent of my own blamefulness is me. Though I may blamefully hold others responsible for my hurtful thoughts and feelings, this ultimately has nothing to do with them, for all of my grievances are self-created, self-maintained, and ultimately self-referential.
No one else can create a grievance in my own mind. Being invariably self-referential, my grievances are also self-destructive, for as Dale Carnegie noted well over a half-century ago, “When we hate our enemies, we are giving them power over us: power over our sleep, our appetites, our blood pressure, our health, and our happiness. Our enemies would dance with joy if only they knew how they were worrying us, lacerating us, and getting even with us! Our hate is not hurting them at all, but our hate is turning our own days and nights into a hellish turmoil.”
Nor is Carnegie’s insight exclusively a modern one. As Sir Francis Bacon noted half a millennium before Carnegie, “This is certain, that a man that studieth revenge keeps his wounds green, which otherwise would heal and do well.”  

Forgiveness Is Not About Other People
Hatred is a banquet until you recognize that you are the main course. ​

–Herbert Benson
I began nurturing harmless passage in my mind for myself and others three decades ago, when I first awakened to the realization that my blamefulness is not about other people. This awakening came to me on a sweltering summer day in 1976 while I was contemplating my upset over what I perceived to be another’s wrongdoing. My moment of realization occurred as I sat on a shaded bench on the campus of the University of Montevalo, Alabama, with paper and pencil in hand and the determination to write a prescription for the surcease of my sorrow. I was committed to sitting there until I had an I-opener that would release me from the unwanted pain of a grievance whose persistence I no longer cared to nurture. 
My intention was productive of the following advice:
Please do not believe me

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

I sometimes 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 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 should ever say that you've upset me,

please forgive my attempt to disinherit 

my own self's creation of my pain.
It was only as I recognized my grievance as my own creation that I further recognized myself as the one who most required my forgiveness for thus disowning myself. Hence the concluding statement of my I-opening prescription:
And please do not ignore my deeper message:

I care enough about you

to include you in my hopes and expectations.

The more clearly I recognize the care-fullness inherent in my hopes and expectations, the more clearly I also recognize that I no more have safe harbor in my own mind than do those for whom I therein nurture hurtful thoughts and feelings. Such equity is unavoidable, because my consciousness of both self and others is anchored in the same place – i.e., solely in the state of my own mind. My state of mind is an equal opportunity employer of my thoughts and feelings. It is also an equal opportunity deplorer, as my outward deprecation of others proceeds from my inner self-deprecation. Thus has someone wisely said, “To forgive is to set the prisoner free, and thereby discover that the prisoner was you.”

The key to the lock that frees me from self-imprisonment in my own blameful grievances is the understanding that all forgiveness by me is likewise resident within me:

Forgiving is something I do within myself, by myself, to myself, and for myself. I am always both the first cause and first beneficiary of my own forgiving thoughts and feelings, and their benefit to others is secondary to their primary beneficence within and unto me. 

And so it is with my unforgiving sentiments as well, which are also solely resident in my own consciousness and of which I am likewise the primary (and in this case quite dubious) beneficiary. 

Having repeatedly confirmed Hesse’s, Carnegie’s, and Bacon’s testimonies with the clinical evidence of my own self-examined experience, I draw the obvious conclusion: I need not seek for whom my unforgivness tolls – it takes its toll on me. I cannot doubt this assessment, for I am my own best expert witness that this is so. 

The clinical evidence of medical practice confirms the testimony of my own inner experience. This corroborating information attests to the fact that my unforgiveness is a grievous inner self-transgression that diminishes my own well-being far more than it subtracts from the well-being of those for whom my unforgiveness is intended. The toxic effects of unforgiveness on my own body/mind have been shown to be quite likely
· distressing of my central nervous system;

· stressful of my circulatory system;

· stressful of my muscular-skeletal system;

· stressful of my glandular systems;

· depressing of my immune system.
Unforgiveness distresses my central nervous system by nurturing a wide range of hurtful feelings, such as irritability, nervousness, anxiety, hostility, anger, resentment, and depression. Nervous stressfulness constricts my heartbeat, which is a crucial barometer of my nervous system’s overall health, and reduces the overall flexibility of my cardiovascular system by increasing blood and arterial wall pressure. It also tends to disrupt the harmony of my brain waves, making me less able to think clearly and make good decisions.
Unforgiveness distresses my muscular-skeletal system by increasing forehead muscle tension, thereby producing headaches, even as it induces other tensions: stomach aches, muscle and joint aches, dizziness, and tiredness.
Unforgiving feelings tend to provoke a glandular rush of adrenaline, an energy boost in support of fight or flight reflexes. When neither of these responses occurs, the hormonal discharge dissipates by agitating my other body systems.
As my unforgiveness invokes some or all of the foregoing mental, emotional, and physiological strain, it correspondingly tends to depress my immune system’s ability to ward off both acute and chronic disease. 
      The foregoing summary of medical testimony is compiled from the writings of 
      Dr. Fred Luskin, author of Forgive for Good (HarperSanFrancisco, 2002).
The Truth About Consequences
One’s outlook depends on the one looking out.
–from The Gospel of Yet to Be Common Sense
Forgiveness and unforgiveness are alternate modes of perception governed solely by my own determination. If my sentiments were generated by the objects of my perception, rather than by the way that I perceive them, they would be identical to the sentiments of everyone else who perceives them. This can never be, for my perceptivity is a particularly individualized and self-generated process of recording and interpreting the inner and outer worlds of my unique experience. Accordingly, both my blameful and forgiving sentiments are outcomes of an inside job. 
Blameful unforgiveness was non-existent in me at birth, and may be accounted for by the biblical proclamation that “God hath made man upright; but they have sought out many inventions.” (Ecclesiastes 7:9) Blamefulness is a virulently contagious human invention whose chronic punitive intent was non-existent in the known cosmos until human beings concocted it.
The need for forgiveness is equally a human invention, a reward likewise uncalled for prior to the advent of humankind. As secular philosopher Robert Ingersoll observed, “In nature there are neither rewards nor punishments – there are consequences.” 
So-called “sin” is also an invention of human consciousness, for as spiritual philosopher Ernest Holmes attested, “There is no sin but a mistake, and no punishment but its consequence. . . . We are not punished for our sins, but by them. Sin is its own punishment and righteousness its own reward.”

By the very nature of life itself, therefore, not only am I the principal author of my own consequences, I am inseparable from every consequence I author. To invoke once again the testimony of Florence Scovel Shinn: “The game of life is a game of boomerangs. Our thoughts, deeds and words return to us sooner or later, with astounding accuracy." 
The karmic boomerang of unforgiveness is instantaneous, for no matter how vigorous may be my endeavors to cast blame, the hard feelings thus presumably dispatched never depart my psyche. Thus is casting blame sometimes likened to throwing a red-hot coal at another while never letting go of it. 
The consequences of my thoughts and feelings are exempt from the common wisdom that “you can’t take it with you.” I can’t avoid taking these consequences with me, wherever I may go. I do not therefore await my death to “go to my reward,” because all consequence of whatever I think and feel is always already immediately at hand, continuing to stay around even when it goes around.
I Was Born to Be a Beneficial Presence
When you come we welcome, when you go we do not pursue.

–Zen saying
As proof that unforgiveness is a human contrivance, no such sentiment innately dwelled in me when I was born. Unforgiveness is non-existent in pre-egoic (i.e., pre-rationalized and pre-personalized) infant consciousness. Like all other newborn babies I was a beneficial presence to all concerned, albeit not self-cognizantly so. Devoid of unforgiveness, I unconditionally welcomed all. Safe harbor in my consciousness was my instinctive rule, in accordance wherewith when someone’s finger was put in either of my hands – regardless of the person’s color, race, creed, gender, ethnic origin, size, appearance – I gently clasped it with my own fingers. I didn’t grab for it, nor did I obsessively clutch, cling, or otherwise persist in possessively holding on. I exerted no control over the proffered finger, nor any impedance of its subsequent departure. 
Such are the innate “rules of engagement” of pre-egoic consciousness, whose beneficial presence – though unknown to me self-mindfully – I instinctively embodied at birth:
· welcome all who come; 
· pursue none who leave. 
Thus did I initially be-hold every person’s presence, with no inclination to “have” them by holding on. Nor did I fear being “had” by them. No matter who gave me their finger or which fingers they gave me, I was unconditionally accepting thereof, and I just as unconditionally yielded to its passage in synchrony with its withdrawal.
This instinctively built-in finger reflex – an instinctive prototype of the human handshake – is exemplary of harmless passage in my mind. Its welcoming and non-pursuing rules of engagement are the default setting for my relationships with others. Every other newborn baby is likewise a pre-egoic beneficial presence who, in utter non-cognizance of its surrounding world of commodities and commotion, harmlessly accommodates the presence of all others by allowing them harmless passage that is free of prejudicial distinction or controlling imposition.
Our First Perceptual Makeover:

The Adult-eration of Our Childlike Nature 
You’ll learn what life is really like when you grow up!

–Approximately every parent
Upon our arrival as a non-reasoning beneficial presence in and to this world, we begin to undergo a perceptual makeover that is mutually demeaning of all concerned. Our consciousness is generously seasoned with countless reasons to make ourselves and others wrong, bad, and awful. Accordingly, our forgiving pre-egoic default setting is short-circuited by our increasingly rapid accumulation of harm-intending egoic sentiments, as we internalize the unforgiving ways of those who precede us: our parents, siblings, relatives, neighbors, and the adult world generally. It takes only a few years for this process of so-called cultural sophistication (a.k.a. “acculturation”) to make over our initial disposition. We are, as the song in South Pacific notes, “carefully taught” to hate.
Poet Christopher Morley poignantly portrayed the perceptual makeover of our inherent beneficial presence as follows:

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.
In our transition from non-self-cognizant infancy to “reasonable” adulthood, we presume to grow “up” by putting ourselves down in foresakement of our native beneficial presence. We acquire an acculturated selfhood whose unforgiving sentiments we attribute to “human nature.”  Not until the mid-twentieth century advent of the so-called “psychology of being” did we begin to acknowledge this self-fabricated origin of our uglier dispositions, and to recognize them as projected egoic distortions of our pre-egoic beneficial presence. As noted by the well-known pioneer of that psychology, 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.
In short: as we (presumably) mature, our childlike nature becomes adulterated.

Reclaiming Our Beneficial Presence
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

My greatest adult undertaking is to further refine my maturity by mindfully recovering my joyous childlike nature, now branded by acculturation, while at the same time releasing any lingering vestiges of childish ignorance. This requires a new, self-redeeming perceptual makeover that redirects my destiny by neutralizing my prior self-adulterating makeover and mindfully upgrading my “truly basic and instinct-like needs and impulses.” 
This new perceptual makeover is not a path of regression to, reunion with, and recapture of the ignorance of my pre-egoic bliss. It is rather one of progression toward mindful, trans-egoic soul-fulfillment in which, to paraphrase poet T.S. Eliot, I return to that place within my consciousness where my beneficial presence ever dwells and recognize for the first time its ego-transcending potential. Such trans-egoic perception is inclusive of egoic perspectives, yet is no longer limited to nor unduly constrained by them.
By trans-egoically forgiving myself for having learned to masquerade as someone I am not, I may thereby become who I have always already been, though now by mindfully deliberate intent rather than by the automatic pilot of pre-egoic instinct. And although, in so doing, I may seemingly become a different person, I rather am resuming the eternal sameness of the no-longer-forsaken beneficence of my being, whose instinctive pre-personal rules of engagement may now inform my transpersonalized encounters. 

Prerequisite to my thus being a forgiving person is the requirement that I cease taking life personally, choosing instead to engage it from a transpersonal purview. Transpersonality of outlook is not attained by blissfully forgetting all that troubles me, rather by mindfully neutralizing the egoic remembrances of things past that disserve all concerned and most of all myself.

As a being who was instinctively forgiving at my birth, only to adopt the carefully taught unforgiving rationales of those who presumed to “raise” me, my path from unforgiving to forgiving personhood is a process of undoing the egoic suffocation of my beneficial presence. This redemption is forthcoming as I mindfully shed my acquired overlays of unforgiving perception, via insights and exercises like those presented in Part 2 of this book. 
As I thus transpersonally redeem my inborn forgiving nature and its welcoming, non-pursuing rules of engagement, I give thanks that my unforgiveness is an acquired perception. Since I am the ultimate author of its acquisition, I am comparably empowered to effect its de-authorization. My appropriated sentiments of unforgiveness can be just as effectively dis-appropriated. Such is the power of forgiveness to liberate my original beneficent disposition via my intentional release of the acquired blameful mindset that has indisposed my native rules of engagement. 

As my transcendence of deprecating consciousness is fully accomplished, no perceived requirement of forgiveness remains. And therein lies a paradox. As I realize in hindsight that the unforgiveness thus relinquished had its existence solely in my perception, I undo the earlier perceptual makeover that induced my blamefulness. Only then may I fully understand that such undoing is the ultimate objective of forgiveness, rather than merely forgiving the outer objects of my blame.
The paradox is, in other words, that what most requires my forgiveness is my perception that forgiveness is required.
Putting the Forgiver First
Only my condemnation injures me.

Only my own forgiveness sets me free.

-A Course in Miracles

So long as I harbor blamefulness, I am accordingly “forgiveness challenged,” for I can release my unforgiveness only on a case-by-case basis. Meanwhile my unforgiveness caseload accumulates far more rapidly than my discharge thereof. Only as I become a forgiving person does this caseload become reasonably free of backlogs. Accordingly, forgiving personhood is far more than a course of action and/or a set of attitudes. Like all other qualities of matured personhood, it is a cultivated state of being. 

My granting of forgiveness is the mere effect of which my forgivingness is the cause, so that merely knowing about forgiveness is only marginally effective in self-redemption of my unforgiving mindset. And while there is no dearth of books on how to grant forgiveness, what is far less available is insight on how to cultivate forgivingness as a way of being, via the trans-egoic resurrection of one’s pre-egoic beneficial presence. Only as I perceive from a mindfully forgiving state am I causal of the ultimate healing: a self-securing reclamation of the forgiving rules of engagement with which I originally greeted all concerned.
Only as I be forgiving do expressions of forgivingness flow from me. Outward forgiveness proceeds from inner dynamics whose “give” is analogous to the fluidity of water:

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.

Such are my trans-egoic rules of engagement as I empower myself to once again grant harmless passage in my mind to all concerned.

PART 2:
Self-Forgiveness by Subtraction

Releasing the Seven Habits of Highly Ineffective Persons
God is not found in the soul by adding anything,

but by a process of subtraction.

-Meister Eckhart
Forgiveness is not something that I add to an unforgiving mindset Although my unforgiveness is itself an addition to my instinctively forgiving pre-egoic consciousness, the trans-egoic resurrection of my original beneficial presence is not a matter of introducing further additives thereto. It is rather a matter of subtracting the various elements of my egoically acquired unforgiveness:  self-distraction, absence-mindedness, blamefulness, grievances, learned helplessness, insufficiency, and disagreeability. When these unforgiving additives are subtracted from my consciousness, the beneficial presence of my forgiving nature is free to flow at will.
I have included a portion of the Foreword and the gloss of Part 2 in order to convey the overall gestalt that contextualizes the book’s many assessments.

Forgiving consciousness may also be understood from the biblical perspective that “things which are seen are not made of things which do appear” (Hebrews 11:3) In Alfred North Whitehead’s similar quantum physical understanding of causality, he observed that “substance is occasionally secreted in the interstices of process.” I take this to mean that the manifest forms of my expression are occasioned by what invisibly emerges from the gaps of my consciousness (known individually as “synapses” and collectively intuited as “the void”). Accordingly, my release of unforgiveness is a visible outward projection of a non-visible inward dynamic that frees me from the thrall of blamefulness. 

Many of us spend our whole lives running from feeling with the mistaken belief that you cannot bear the pain. But you have already borne the pain. What you have not done is feel all you are beyond that pain. -Batholomew

If you never condemned, you would never need to forgive.  -Anthony de Mello (1931-1987)
Forgiveness is the act of admitting we are like other people. -Christina Baldwin

Since nothing we intend is ever faultless, and nothing we attempt ever without error, and nothing we achieve without some measure of finitude and fallibility we call humanness, we are saved by forgiveness. –David Augsburger

[T}he inability or refusal to forgive can be a sentence of psychic imprisonment that locks the person for ever into the remembrance of the original trespass. –Richard Holloway
Your world is yourself pushed out. -Neville  [Your unforgiveness is yourself pushed over.]

The alternative to forgiveness, but by no means its opposite, is punishment, and they both have in common that they attempt to put an end to something that, without interference, would go on endlessly. It is therefore quite significant, a structural element in the realm of human affairs, that men are unable to forgive what they cannot punish and they are unable to punish what has turned out to be unforgivable. This is the true hallmark of those offenses which, since Kant, we call "radical evil" and about whose nature so little is known…. –Hannah Arendt
When we forgive anything we give something for that thing. –Edna Ballard
He who is devoid of the power to forgive is devoid of the power to love. -Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr.
All forgiveness is self-forgiveness. Your [experience of] the world is the result of your combined state of thought and feeling - [your arena] of consciousness.  [Since your experience of the] world is a result of your state of consciousness, then if you hate anyone, you are disliking a part of yourself. -Raymond Charles Barker
if you have made mistakes... there is always another chance for you... you may have a fresh start any moment you choose, for this thing we call 'failure' is not the falling down, but the staying down. -- Mary Pickford

