Perceptual Makeover

There may be said to be two classes of people in the world:

those who constantly divide the people of the world into two classes

and those who do not.

–Robert Benchley
Although the word “individual” means “undivided,” I not only tend to feel divided within my whole-sum individuality, I correspondingly divide what mathematicians would call “the set of all individuals” into “self” and “others.” I then further set others apart by classifying them either as kindred or alien – i.e., as “like” or “unlike” with reference to myself, and accordingly liked or unliked.

As I deem some of humankind to be more kindred than others, thereby obscuring my perception of what is humankindred to all concerned, my either/or-ing mindset serves to exacerbate my feeling of division in myself, even as this feeling in myself reinforces my divisive view of others. 

My fragmentive either/or-ing is a vicious circle. Yet it is a viscous circle as well, subject to a holistic perceptual makeover, a both/and perspective from which all things are seen to be kindred within a whole-sum inclusiveness of all that is.

Hence the following contrast of outlooks on the world of my experience, between which I oscillate.
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The Whole-sum-ness (or Knot) of My Being
I tend to feel apart from that of which I am a part.

–Many of us much of the time

My either/ordering of self and others tends to tie my perception in knots, as exemplified in a talking blues scenario composed by singer-songwriter Chuck Pyle of Boulder, Colorado, whose lyrics I have slightly modified to accord with my own biographical and geographical experience:

Well I woke up this other morning to this meeting in my head,

My ego had formed a terrorist group and I knew what lay ahead.

There'd be death threats on my confidence and extortions of my heart,

And I'd have to remain in control so as not to fall apart.

So I called my new-age girlfriend, who'd self-helped herself for years,

And I asked her I could overcome all of my inner fears.

She said that force would only drive ‘em deeper, I’d have to love my fears away,

But she sounded so together, that I was ashamed of being afraid.

So I called my local talk show radio therapist of the air,

And she told me to write myself little love notes and paste 'em up everywhere.

She said it was not good to be ashamed, I should get therapy or meditate,

And right then I realized that I felt guilty that I was ashamed of being afraid.

She said "thank you for sharing," and put me on hold.

I got right off the line--I knew she was trying to trace the call.

So I said "I know I'm in there," and I walked over to the mirror to see.

"If I don't come out with my hands up," I said, "I'm coming in after me."

I know my inner child's enraged, but all my outer man can say

Is that now I'm angry that I feel guilty that I'm ashamed of being afraid.

     Well it was right about then that my committee kicked in,

     And there I was on the streets of Marin County, California,

     The self-presuming conscious evolution center of the known universe,

     Not being totally present.

     I could'a been busted!

So I ran right home, turned off the phone, and changed the message:  

"Hi!  It's me! If I should return while I'm gone, please detain me until I get back."

So I called this twelve-step friend of mine who I thought might maybe know

Just why I feel so crazed these days like a psycho-desperado.

He took me to his support group and I shared about my rage.

They said everyone's addicted to anger, it's the rage this day and age. 

So I said, "You mean I'm addicted to being angry for feeling guilty that I'm ashamed of being afraid?"

And they said "Yup!"  

So I asked, "Whatever happened to 'Keep it Simple'?"

And they said, "Easy does it."

And I said, “God, grant me the serenity 

to accept the things I cannot change.”
                  “Keep It Simple,” © Chuck Pyle
Keeping things simple is a function of how I sample the world of my experience, which neurologically is somewhat analogous to the manner in which an electronic keyboard synthesist digitally samples analogic musical sounds. The more inclusively I sample the parts of my experience, the more simply (“Easy does it”) I am able to experience the arrangement of the whole. The more partially I sample, the more I tend to experience a derangement of the whole.

Deranging the world of my experience via either/or-ing duel-mindedness inevitably produces compound fractures of my outlook like the one described by Chuck Pyle. The alternative, perceiving myself and the world together rather than perceiving all concerned to pieces, requires a recalibration of the perceptive apparatus with which I sample the world of my experience, a recalibration that calls to mind St. Paul’s notation of shifted perspective: Where formerly I saw in part, I interface the whole. (See p. xx)

During one of my own hellacious compound fractures of my experience, whose personal extremis of inner duel-mindedness (sometimes called “being beside myself”) I detail elsewhere in this report, I beheld a whole-sum outlook with which I have been re-shaping my mindset ever since. Unlike Archimedes’ famous “Eureka” experience, which reportedly buoyed him into an immediate nirvana stripped of the garb of a preceding mindset, my intuition of holistic perception was not an instant “conversion” to a revealed truth. Paradigm-shifting in overdrive seems to be confined to folks like himself, St. Paul, Joan of Arc, Max Planck and Albert Einstein (to name just a few), whose perceptual gear-boxes are at least momentarily less encumbered by the friction of former perceptions.

I instead beheld a holistic outlook from my presently fragmented one, somewhat as if I were looking at an alternative lens of perception rather than through it, leaving me to imagine my way into its more whole-sum perspective. For some time I pointed to the outlook as if by merely beholding it I had accomplished something momentous. Yet only to the extent that I behold with it do I fulfill its ultimate purpose.

Had my perceptual makeover been instantaneously complete, rather than a work-in-progress that is ongrowing to this day, it would be of little practical (i.e., pratice-able) value to those who likewise imagine themselves being shiftless on the low road to the promised land of whole-sum realization. Accordingly, and would likewise be unworthy of this extensive report.
My beholdment of (rather than with) holistic vision occurred as I was seeking solace from an unfinished symphony of circumstances that I shall later describe. I was walking along a creek that alternately tumbles and meanders down a small mountain’s slope into the Roaring Fork River south of Aspen, Colorado. I was struck by the stark contrast between the creek’s turbulent and calm passages, which seemed to emulate both the stream of my consciousness and the uneven rhythm of my life’s alternately tumultuous and timorous course. Honoring an urge to tune in to what this correspondence might be telling me, I sat down with pen and paper in hand as if to take dictation and solicited the creek’s advice: "If you were literate, what message would you have for me?" 

As I tuned into the creek’s babbling response, I discerned the following perspective:

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.

I immediately recognized that this whole-sum, face-to-face encounter of my being was a prescription for cutting the gore-dian knot of either/or perception – i.e., my focus on whose ox is gored, gores, or de-Gores, in accordance with the election of my perception. Flowing is the algorithm of a different drummer than the one that times my conventional, socially constructed perception, a set of instructions that is far more complex in its simplicity than the over-simplified outlook of either/ordered duel-mindedness. Flowing is the cosmic order of things preceding the advent of my human penchant for perturbing the universe. Flowing is what the cosmos does until I try to control its local course, rather than command its coursing in and through me as me. It is far easier for me to point to the cosmic flow than it is for me to be that flow.

The whole-sum perspective of contemporary cosmology reveals that the self-organizing flow of cosmic order preserves its simplicity by complexifying (easy-does-it-ing) itself. My either/ordering thereof tends to disrupt this simplicity as I complicate myself and the world about me. Rather than holistically accept and flow with my own complexity, I still tend to choose instead to be had by the over-simplified doings-in of my complicated, self-fragmenting complexes.

I am nonetheless progressing with my ongrowing perceptual makeover. So far I have learned to imagine three ways of perceiving the world: partially (either/or), holistically (both/and), and impartially (i.e., both partially and holistically, thus including all things concerned in all ways concerned). The implications of the third way of imagining the world – the “impartial” way – were first brought to my attention by a former student in my college course (1965-1972) on the introduction to holistic perspectives. He claimed that as a consequence of his learning to perceive holistically, I had ruined him for medical school. 

“How so?” I inquired.

“Before I took your class it was easy for me to memorize details, which is what medical students are required to do full time. Now I find it maddening.”

“Nothing was taken from you,” I replied. “Something was added.”

“What do you mean?”

“In addition to seeing things in part, you have learned to value seeing them as a whole. In other words, you are now bi-perceptual, and thus capable of seeing your patients whole. So why not make the most of both perceptions.”

“Ohhhhh . . .”

I have learned to be at ease with opposing perceptions, even with those that conflict in my own mind. My model for this is a rabbi who reportedly mediated a dispute between two members if his congregation as follows

In Donovan’s song, “Happiness Runs,” he proclaimed, “life is like a little boat upon the sea.” In keeping with water’s metaphoric relationship to consciousness, I herein report as impartially as I am able on my de-complication of the complexes that attend the over-simplification of either/or-ing my way on the stream of consciousness.

Minding (and Un-minding) My Own Busyness

A human being is a single being – unique and unrepeatable.
–Pope John Paul II

Always be a first-rate version of yourself

instead of a second-rate version of somebody else.

-Judy Garland
I am the ultimate author of my own experience, and as such I am also the ultimate authority on my experience. No one else is authorized to be or do my best, nor can they be. Neither am I authorized to be or do someone else’s best, nor can I be. No one is authorized to be in control of anyone else’s best. Instead, each of us is authorized to be in command of his/her own experience.

Accepting these self-evident truths, and minding my own busyness accordingly by expecting no one (myself included) to be or do someone else’s best, or to be controlling thereof, is quintessential to my being a forgiving person.

The Way I See Is What I Get
We become what we behold.

–William Blake

My name is Noel McInnis, and I’m a recovering adult.

I am recovering from my adulteration of the human kindness that is inherent in my humankindness, which I suppressed in reaction to my either/ordered social conditioning as I was growing presumably “up.” I am in recovery of the whole-sum-ness of my being, which I fragmented while casting myself in a multiplicity of either/ordered social roles. 

Having beheld myself to pieces, as it were, I am now in the process of beholding myself together again. In support of my recovery, I am reframing my outlook on the world and my living in it. Since one’s outlook always depends on the one who is looking out, I am becoming what I newly behold as a function of becoming as I thus behold. It is the way that I see the world and my experience in and of it that determines what I see and how I see it. As Gurdjieff noted, what one believes is what one sees.

In order to communicate from the outlook of my reframed beholdment (i.e., the frame of mind with which I believe), rather than merely write about my consequent change of perspective (i.e., that which I see differently), I employ language in a way that best represents my perceptual-makeover-in progress. To the extent that language is a vehicle of my beholding, the vehicle requires a corresponding makeover. I therefore find it necessary to alter conventional forms of literary expression, to convey my holistic experience of looking through the lens of my altered perceptivity, rather than my separative experience of looking at it as something “other.”

Also in accord with my perceptual-makeover-in progress, I am commencing this report quite abruptly by immediately addressing my readers from my altered linguistic perspective. At the risk of having some readers perceive that I am leaving them behind, I am starting with the subjective point of my discourse rather than objectively getting to it. Up front is, I have learned, the best place to be up front. 

To those who do feel somewhat left behind, I assure you that my alternate language bares, repeating, to persons who are willing to be in the process of their perception rather than merely in the beholdment of its content. They may also benefit from Section Two of this report, which rather objectively footnotes Section One’s subjectivity with commentary on rather than from my perceptual re-minding.

Readers of this report are required to accommodate my permutations of conventional reportorial style – some old, some new, some borrowed and, to some, perhaps, blew. Their willingness to be thus accommodating will assist them in more quickly ascertaining an altered perspective that for me has been several decades in the making. As they see that another mode of perception is possible, they may also accommodate (adapt, not adopt) my perceptual-makeover-in-progress to whatever extent they are so moved by their own sense of the sense that my altered outlook makes to me.

In making their independent assessment of my perceptual makeover, I suggest that readers not allow their questioning of this report to obscure what they might otherwise perceive while reading it. Open rather than skeptical inquiry is recommended. By auditing the operation of their own perceptual filters as they audition mine, they will become more mindful of how they take others in and, reciprocally, how they are taken in by others. Thus will they develop what Ernest Hemingway called a built-in “crap detector,” which serves as a complement of Shakespeare’s “To thine own self be true, and thou canst not then be false to any man.” For as Anthony De Mello also observed of those who are able to detect their own crap, “If you are not yourself deceitful, you will not be deceived.”
Readers need not fear the consequences of opening themselves to perceptual osmosis, since no one can be falsely taken in by something that one – now mindfully – is free to subsequently filter out. Just as I can consciously internalize only what I have first externalized, only that to which I have given harmless passage in my mind may be consciously assessed as worthy of passage onward. 

In other words, only what has been reasonably considered may be reasonably rejected, and this report is written for those who have the reasonability to assess it accordingly.

Prepositions and Propositions: Thinking Myself to Pieces and Together
Real freedom is freedom from the opinions of others.

Above all, freedom from your opinions about yourself.

–Colonel Kurtz in Apocalypse Now

President George W. Bush has been quoted as saying, “I have opinions of my own – strong opinions – but I don’t always agree with them.” Forgiveness, in this instance, consists of not condemning him for the ones he does agree with. 

Among the most forgiving statements I have ever heard was Marshall McLuhan’s claim, “I neither believe nor disbelieve anything I say.” My immediate (though unspoken) reaction to this claim was “Nonsense!” Yet my considered response over time has been to realize the deeper non-sense-ability of his claim. My sensitivity to what is actually so, in and as itself, (a.k.a. “reality”) transcends the sense-activity of my beliefs.

In McLuhan’s own sensitive transcendence of his sense activity, he perceived that every medium – and especially language – has a Procrustean edge within which are embedded the reports of our perceptions, with correspondingly distorted mediations of the politics of our individual and collective experience. Such embedment of the media’s message has been assiduously practiced in the agenda of the latest regime change in the United States.

McLuhan’s insight, “the medium is the message,” enjoys enormous precedent in earlier observations whose content is also germane to the message of this report. I have already cited William Blake’s observation of the medium of observation itself: “We become what we behold.” Ralph Waldo Emerson also personalized the medium-as-message insight: “What you are speaks so loud, I cannot hear what you say.” Max Planck’s version of this insight proclaimed, “Science cannot solve the ultimate mystery of nature. And that is because, in the last analysis, we ourselves are part of the mystery that we are trying to solve.” (The further implications of this mystery had already been observed by Hegel, as if in anticipation of the uncertainty principle that was to grow out of Planck’s own science: “Man, insofar as he acts on nature to change it, changes his own nature.”) And there was Winston Churchill’s typically conservative insistence in 1945 that the war-torn House of Commons be restored to its pre-war state, lest British tradition be unduly compromised, his conservative principle being, “We shape our dwellings, and then our dwellings shape us.”

All these observations embed the conserving tendency of the evolutionary process, which reconciles Heraclites’ pronouncement, “the only thing permanent is change” with that of the French proverb, “the more things change, the more they stay the same.” As already noted, the message of evolution is its preservation of simplicity via the latter’s complexification.
In my endeavor to free myself from my own opinions (which I can never be free of) …

While reframing my outlook on life, in light of the Procrustean tendency of the language that shapes my thinking, I have become acutely aware of how my prepositional phrases inform my propositional phases. I have become aware (for instance) of how my opinions are conditioned by the way I think about my feelings, in contrast to the quite different perspectives that attend thinking with, through and from my feelings. When I think about my feelings as if they were separate from my thinking, I tend to un-whole-sum-ly fragment myself as if I were a living split infinitive. Alternately, when I think with, through and from my feelings, I perceive everything, myself included, far more holistically. 

While thinking either/or-ly about my feeling nature, I tend to think myself to pieces. While thinking both/and-ly from my feeling nature, I tend to think myself together. Since prepositions denote relationship, my use of prepositions reflects how I relate to the world of my experience. As this report shall demonstrate throughout, my change of prepositional perspective is shifting me from a reactive to a proactive outlook on all that I perceive. And this is but one of the ways that language is available for my alternative usage, via which my thinking embedded within it may reframe its Procrustean edge.

As a consequence of my perceptual-makeover-in progress, I am ceasing to surrender my freedom to the collectivity of others, as I become less willing to thus presumably free myself from and of the challenges of individuality that attend my being a first-rate version of myself. By accepting myself as the individual I authentically am, I am foregoing my former tendency to want others to accept me in some way that I am not. By choosing to love myself as who I authentically am, I free myself from all who would rather love me for being who I am not.

I am the only one of me the universe shall ever be – 

at being who I uniquely am I have no rival.

Yet at being other than who I uniquely am, I am no one else's equal.

Only when my uniqueness-of-self is all I endeavor to be is my life no contest.

I was only four or five years old when I first heard the story of the tortoise and the hare. Although I would soon thereafter opt for a rascally plotted, harried life, I have since come to appreciate the outlook of the tortoise, who ultimately won by contesting no one while plodding its finesse.
The Duality Miss-take
I prefer to be hated for who I am 

than loved for who I am not.

 –Colin Farrell

Perhaps my greatest learning thus far has been that others do not exist for the purpose of approving or serving me, and that I correspondingly do not exist for the purpose of approving and serving others. Some will deem such learning to be heresy, in deference to conventional hearsay to the contrary. Yet one’s greatest service to self and others (in that order) is to be wholly loved by the self in question.

Once again, a prepositional phrase governs our propositional phase: love thy neighbor as thyself.

In accordance with my greatest learning, the progression of my perceptual makeover is one of recovering from two self-contaminating ways of being in the world, each of which subverts my inner authority of command and self-dominion: my habit of subtly (and sometimes overtly) minding other people’s busyness in order to have control over their approval of and service to my ends, and my more or less unconscious corresponding habit of allowing other people to control me by their comparably intended subtle and sometimes overt minding of my busyness. Though the objective of minding others’ busyness is to manage their behavior, it ultimately manages little more than the duel-minded engagement of all concerned in sustained mutual conflict and competition.

In other words: Our cross-minding of one another’s busyness succeeds mostly in making us behave crossly with one another. Though we presume to have one another’s welfare in mind, by minding each others’ busyness we tend to promote instead our mutual illfare, for in perceiving what is good for another to be other than what he/she presently is, has and does, I see myself as a comparably deficient being. Thus do I succumb to the duel-mindedness of the duality miss-take.

Duality and dual unity.
My Original Miss-take
If peace of mind is your goal, look for errors in your expectations;

seek to change them, not the world. And always be prepared to be wrong.

-Peter Russell

During my own engagement in the adversarial mismanagement of one another’s busyness, I have forsaken my unique way of being in the world while attempting as well to deny the right of others to be, to have and do things in accordance with their authentic way of being in the world. I have self-defeatingly held others accountable for my own perceptions.

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.

To restate my greatest learning from the perspective of my perceptual re-minding, it consists of including others in my hopes and expectations without also holding them accountable for the fulfillment thereof. No one can fulfill my hopes and expectations of their best. Thus am I recovering from the unforgiving duel-mindedness that keeps me at cross-purposes with others, in recovery of the wholesome single-mindfulness of my whole-sum being. I am regaining what I covered up while growing up: my own expression of the kindred way of being that most distinguishes humankind’s potential from that of all other lifekind: humankind’s potential to be kind.

As matured human beings, we have the potential, both individually and collectively, to be a beneficial presence in the world as no other species can. Yet as adulterated human beings, we develop instead our potential to be Earth’s most globally destructive species, by extinguishing vital links in the web of the greater lifekind of which we are a part, rather than from which we are apart, and by fatally altering the climatic conditions that sustain our own well-being.

Showing up as a beneficial presence in the world continues to be our species’ mode less taken. Even as I myself was growing presumably “up,” I forsook maturing my own potential to be the unique beneficial presence of wholesomeness in the world that only I at my individual best can be. I instead nurtured potentials that measured up to others’ standards of what is best both for and from me. In so doing, I adulterated the whole-sum-ness of my being for the sake of having control over others’ acceptance, approval and support. I was far more concerned to behave in accordance with what the realm of otherdom could do for me than to be in accordance with what is uniquely mine to do for the benefit of all concerned.

By controlling my behavior for the sake of having worldly assent and service, I forfeited my self-dominion to others’ comparably intended controlling behaviors. That which I control for becomes that which I am controlled by, in accordance with the beholden rule: the way I see is what I get. Because I see the world not as it is, rather as I am, so it is that the way I endeavor to have the world is the way I am in turn had by the world.
According to all great spiritual teachers of whole-sum realization throughout history, as well the great humanistic teachers thereof, compromising the whole-sum-ness of my being for the sake of being partially “in control” rather than impartially in command is my originating miss-take. Though many people deem the compromise of self-command and self-dominion to be the “original sin,” I do not consider a miss-take that is made by virtually everyone to be at all original. I instead consider my compromise of self-integrity for the sake of “being in control,” as the initial miss-take that originated so many of my other ones.

Yet I do not deem myself to be a sin-full person for having made the widely shared originating miss-take. In and of themselves, my miss-takes are my only “sin” and their consequences are my only “punishment.” I am punished by my miss-takes, not for them – except as I give credence to unforgiveness of my miss-taken busyness. 

Staying in the Grace
This is Grace: the way whereby we keep the balance to everything in the universe,

but correct our mistakes harmoniously instead of through suffering.

–Edna Ballard

As Robert Louis Stevenson observed of our miss-takes, “Sooner or later, we all sit down to a banquet of consequences." Among the manifold consequences of the either/or-ing, duel-minded miss-takes born of our endeavoring to control one another, the main feast is a deep-running tide of unforgiveness in humankind’s collective stream of consciousness. The occasion of our feast of unforgiveness was also observed by Stevenson: “To know what you prefer, instead of humbly saying ‘Amen’ to what the world tells you you ought to prefer, is to have kept your soul alive.” Humankind festers in the paradigm of unforgiveness because most of us miss-takenly say “Amen” to all manner of things that compromise the aliveness of our soul proprietorship, for the sake of exercising mere role proprietorship.
I cannot experience being forgiven for my originating miss-take until I first experience my own forgiveness of its consequent travesty against the graceful well-being of all concerned. Travesty to integrity of self and others is invariably consequent to my choice of second-rate (if not third-rate) self-dominion by lending my psyche to the willful control of those whom I endeavor to please, which I have readily done in subordinating who I authentically am to one or more role-played, self-and-others-controlling versions of who I am not. As the originator of my own errors – for no one else has committed my miss-takes – any forgiveness of them must likewise be experienced by and within their originator. 

By virtue of no merit of my own devising, I am inherently and irrevocably in harmonious relationship with the wholeness of all being, whether or not I choose to honor that harmonious relationship by relating accordingly. I cannot undo the wholeness of my being, I can only undo my experience of its grace, which is everywhere present, regardless of one’s failure to present it, and remains eminently recoverable within those who turn from having forsaken its representation. My own forsaken experience of unearned wholeness of being is forever recoverable, though only in the place where I have covered it up: within. 

The universal balancing act is as precisely reciprocal as it is grace-fully present, both physically and metaphysically. Accordingly, the way I experience myself is the way that I experience everything, as well as the way that I experience others responding to me. My experience of others mirrors my experience of myself, as their relationship to me is a perceived reflection of my own relationship to me. Accordingly, until I release all unforgiveness of myself, I experience others as being unforgiving also, as well as unforgivable.

Forgiveness of myself is essential to my experience of the human kindness that potentially inheres (and thus in-here’s) my humankind-ness. Self-forgiveness is imperative to my experience of well-being, for I can experience others being no more well-intentioned, and thus kind to me, than I am to myself. If unforgiveness prevails in my life, it does so because the balancing quality of universal grace continues to prevail even when it does so, as me, ungraciously.

My Initial Holding Pattern
The highest wisdom is loving kindness. 

-The Talmud
Our capacity for human kindness is evidenced in the non-controlling beneficial presence that graces the being of each one of us at birth, the initial expression of which so endears us to the newborn of our species. For instance, like all other infants during the first few weeks of my life, no matter who put his/her finger in my hand – regardless of the person’s color, race, creed, gender, ethnic origin, size, appearance – I gently enfolded it with my own fingers. I wasn’t compulsively grabby of the offered finger, nor did I obsessively clutch, cling or otherwise persist in possessively holding on to it. I exerted no control over the offered finger, nor did I become crabby in reaction to its departure. 

I gently beheld all whose fingers were offered to my beneficial presence, with no urge to “have” them by keeping them there. Nor did I fear being “had” by them. Instead, I tenderly and unconditionally enfolded every finger that came to rest in my hand, for however long my acceptance was invited, and I just as unconditionally allowed its passage at the instant it was removed. It could have been George Bush’s finger, or Saddam Hussein’s finger. No matter whose finger, which finger, or how the finger was given, I unconditionally accepted it and willingly honored its passage by gently letting it go. Such intercourse is our primal sign exchanging, semiotic gesture, a code – when mindfully taught well – that we can live by.
Thus did each of us begin this life, enfolding the presence of all persons and allowing them harmless passage without prejudicial distinction or other controlling imposition. For so it is with every newly born human baby on this planet – which is an awesomely forgiving gesture from a creature that has been laboriously evicted from a cuddly-dozy, cozy, warm-soft womb without a view into a cold, garish, and noisy panoramic world, where it arrives as a tiny, helpless creature, cold and alone, to be dangled upside down and smacked on its butt, and (in my sector of our planet) becomes an immediate per capita share-holder of its multi-million dollar portion of the national debt. Only recently (except for the national debt) is this official welcoming of our newborns into this world being somewhat more humanized, on behalf of providing them a softer landing. In time, we may hope, those who have arrived thus will be less hard on themselves and the world to which they awaken.

Psychologist Abraham Maslow accounted for humankind’s adulteration and its discontents as follows:

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.

The banquet of consequences that now attends the globalization of our adulterated humankind-ness is rapidly becoming a bad situation that our species can at best ill digest. Taming and transforming one another with our weapons of crass self-destruction is becoming no less tolerable than our wholesale methods of massive co-destruction. Sooner or later, our species’ quest for control leads to its being woefully out of control.

My Immediate Molding Pattern
If there were two forces in the universe,

“force of habit” would be the second strongest.

–Robin Goodfellow
Had the graceful, inherently giving/receiving qualities of my beneficial presence been mindfully nurtured and realized (made real) as I matured, I would not now tend to obsessively-compulsively indulge the possessively grasping and controlling behaviors that characterize adulterated children everywhere – as if it were written that my reach must exceed my clasp, else what’s my craving for?

My initial, instinctively-at-hand, inborn realization that I am by birthright a beneficial presence was forgotten as I habituated myself to the self-fragmenting “taming and transforming” of societal conditioning. Born to be humankindly, I adjusted to a world that I was taught to perceive as an adversarial marketplace at its best, as a theater of deadly conflict at its worst, and in any event as a super-marketed, checkout-bored arena in which I am a pawn to others’ assessments of what counts in life, especially as measured in monetary terms. I thereby learned to subordinate the authentic whole-play of my integral being to the imitative role-play of “getting my act together,” of “growing up” to act like others in order to be liked by them.

As I matured the roles that I learned to play, rather than nurtured the wholeness of my being, I became a semi-conscious, automatically-piloted actor in the socio-culturally prefabricated, duel-minded (and thus adversarial), controlling life-scenario that characterizes being of this world while being in it. I acquired habits of forcefulness to be my forces of habit. In so doing, I forsook becoming the mindfully conscious producer-director of my own inner-self-realization, which I was and still am potentialized to be.
By acquiring the habits of “socialized” adulthood (i.e., the habits of children who have been duly tamed and transformed into being the minders of one another’s busyness), I de-humanized my innate capacity for humankind-ness instead of nurturing my potentially self-realizable ability to be kind. I altered the holding pattern of my beneficial presence by adjusting to the grabby-crabby-have-y habits of worldly control. Thus has my species adjusted itself collectively as well, to the point of calling into question the third syllable of our presumed designation as human“kind”. We have adulterated the wholeness of our being so effectively that re-humanizing ourselves is now our only means of drawing forth the authentically grown-up (i.e., authentically matured) expression of our kindred inner nature.

The bad news for me personally is that, as a consequence of the adulteration inherent in my worldly up(?)bringing, there is now a yawing discrepancy between the way I tend to be and who I authentically am. The good news is that, nevertheless, I am still innately empowered to regain my balance by recovering my authenticity, so long as I am willing to be fully and wholly mindful of my own busyness. Fortunately, I have been given a prescription for this recovery.

My Immanent Enfolding Pattern
May what I do flow from me like a river,

no forcing and no holding back,

the way it is with children.

-Ranier Maria Rilke
Lest this report’s initial account of the adulteration of our humankind-ness seem oppressive, before continuing further therewith I feel urged to acknowledge a prescription for its antidote, the re-accommodation of our initial holding pattern. For the whole-sum-ness of our beneficial presence is never lost, merely obscured. Our recovery is, after all, our removal of a cover-up.

The words of this prescription came to me under circumstances of personal extremis described later in this report. They point to the recovery of my initial handiness at being a beneficial presence.

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.

Thousands of copies of this prescription have been distributed worldwide. It has aided many in recovering our original holding pattern of being in the world as a beneficial presence. [For the history of this prescription and availability of copies in varied formats, see www.choosingforgiveness.org/flow(1).htm] 

My own experience of self-recovery in heeding this prescription is the subject of Part 2 of this report (pp xx-xx), for which all of this preceding material sets the context.

Of What Good Is a Baby?
For lack of attention,

a thousand forms of loveliness elude us every day.

–Evelyn Underhill

The enduring potential of newborn possibilities is epitomized in Benjamin Franklin’s reply to a skeptic, who was likewise in attendance at the first successful launching of a hot-air balloon by the Montgolfier brothers in France. When the skeptic commented, “Hmmph! What good is a balloon?” Franklin countered, “What good is a baby?”

Each of us is born as a potential solution to the problems that plague the presumably matured population of our species. Every baby represents a fresh opportunity to avoid the originating miss-take to which the “grown up” world has succumbed in froth and bubble. Nonetheless, each of us becomes behaviorally conditioned (the culturally correct term is “socialized”) to become at one with the adult world’s discontents. We are conditioned to subordinate our individual self-likeness and self-liking to the collective competitive consciousness of the duel-minded, selfishly-centered “grown-ups” that pervade and govern our socio-cultural milieux.

Though I was born with the potential to perceive the world as a kindred realm designed to gracefully nurture the harmonious balance of likekind overall, I was taught instead to experience it as an adversarial realm that is rife with conflict among a congeries of contentious us’s and them’s. I was born with the potential to be a giving/receiving person, yet I nurtured instead the finely conned arts of baiting and taking. I learned to role-play who I am not (the bait) for the sake of getting something I don’t have (the take), in the miss-taken assumption that they can give me what they likewise do not have.

The consequence of my playing this baiting (especially when dating) game was described by America’s first world-class, stand-up-and-tell-it-as-it-is comedian, Will Rogers, in his Roaring Twenties account of how our great gaps be: spending money I don’t really have, to buy things I don’t really want, to impress people I don’t really like. Since Will Rogers’ day we have come up with a single word to represent our cheaping with the enemy: consumerism.

I was educated by the mass media – including the mass medium of “schooling” that is yet to be recognized as such – to compulsively consume the world, rather than to assume my birthright to me-upholdingly bloom therein. Such “taming and transforming” was so insidiously entrained into my way of being that I was enrolled not only in having my adulteration happen to me, but likewise in having it happen as me by learning how to do it to myself.

The adulteration of my nature (and of nature overall) has tended to become me – though only by being someone who I am not. As I have jinxed myself, therefore I am – someone other than what my innately beneficial presence empowers me to be, and who is therefore presently in mid-process of recovering his beneficent empowerment.

Growing Panes
It is never too late to begin being who I might have been.

–So what am I waiting for?

Abraham Maslow provided us with a window of opportunity, in whose light we might awaken to the possibility of recovering our holistic birthright by means of what he called (in the title of his most well-known book) “the psychology of being.” His so-called “eupsychian” outlook was comprehensively integrative, a “holistic” psychology into which was blended as well the best elements of the otherwise self-fragmenting, pecking-ordered established psychologies of contending. These be/have-your-all psychologies of adjustment (a.k.a. “coping”) tended either to exclude any premise of holistic humankind-ness or else to make excuses for the presumed necessity of our forsaking the wholeness of our being. The still-prevalent psychology of coping and contending is embodied in what tends to be our most common words of worldly wisdom to our children: “You’ll see how it really is when you grow up.”

Maslow’s eupsychian perspective on “spoiled and flattened,” adulterated children was not new. As the poet, Christopher Morley, noted in 1922:

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.

Forgiving myself is essentially a process of resurrecting the poetry of my being, of recovering the kindred spirit of my inborn giving/receiving nature from the distorted, frustrating forces that support me in subordinating my inner beneficial presence to a controlling quest for the outer benefits of others’ approval and worldly gain. Mindfully re-acquiring the inner command of my experience that was instinctive at my birth, in recovery of my forfeited self-dominion, is fully possible only as I cease to dwell on what I am recovering from – the either/or-ly distorted, duel-minded, adversarial view of life and how to live it – and as I dwell instead on what is to be recovered: the both/and inner wholeness of being whose beneficent grace never ceases to in-here me, despite my self-adulterating compromises thereof.

Seeing, Once Again, Transparently
For we know in part, and we prophesy in part.

But when that which is perfect has come, then that which is in part shall be done away.

When I was a child, I spake as a child, I understood as a child, I thought as a child;

but when I became a man, I put away childish things.

For now we see through a glass, darkly; but then face to face.

Now I know in part; but then shall I know, even as also I am known.

–1 Corinthians 13:9-12 (KJ21)

To my knowledge, no one before or since the apostle Paul has said more with less about the adulteration of our human condition and our recovery of whole-beingness than did he with the above-quoted words. I would nevertheless amend his statement to more closely accord with my own experience of returning to the wholeness of my being. I do this even though I tend thereby to court the unforgiving condemnation of those who perceive such intuition as a desecration of God’s holy wit as it is writ. [None tend to be more controlling than unquestioning believers in their own preferred interpretation of the literality of “God’s word.”]

For we presently know in part, and we prophesy in part.

But when that which is perfect has been recovered, 

then that which is in part shall again reveal its perfect relationship with the whole.

When I was a child, I spake as a child, I understood as a child, I thought as a child;

yet as I become fully human, I put away role-selfish (though not child-like) things.

For now we see through a glass, darkly; but in the beginning face to face.

Now I know in part; but once again shall I know even as also I am forever known.

Human kindness is an endowed, holistic predisposition that requires my mindful nurturing of its whole-istic dispensation – or at present, in my lieu thereof while I was “growing up,” my belated mindful nurturance of its recovery in adulteryhood. Having forsaken my grace-full predisposition of whole-beingness by learning to dispense myself in pieces while seeing the world through the darkened glass of my consciousness unkindly, the restoration of my holistic initial disposition requires me to cultivate my denied yet ever-latent capacity to experience myself as a close encounter of the human kind. Only thus may I recover my inherently forgiving nature from my unforgiving transgressions of its potential.

Forgiving myself is a return to my authentic expression of the beneficial presence of my being that was immediately at hand when I was born, and was instinctively though briefly actualized in the first few weeks of my life. I experience this return as I belatedly reclaim the beneficence of my presence by releasing the unforgiveness that precludes my drawing my human kindness forth. As I elucidate ongoingly throughout this report, and especially in the chapter entitled “Adulteration and its Discontents,” my unforgiveness of others is a projection upon them of my self-unforgiveness for plowing so much of me under during my blunder of undoing myself unto others for the sake of plundering their approval and support, when I might rather have been doing what comes naturally in the wake of my whole-being – i.e., the wakefulness of my whole-being.

The Pac-Maniacal Syndrome
Our enormous productive economy. . . demands that we make consumption our way of life, that we convert the buying and use of goods into rituals, that we seek our spiritual satisfaction, our ego satisfaction, in consumption . . . at an  ever increasing rate. -Victor Lebow
In re-awakening the wholeness of my being, self-forgiveness includes ceasing to gobble the world – myself included – to pieces, which the America’s economic agenda when I was ten years old. At that time, in the mid-1940’s, the massive American industrial complex that was created in support of winning the Second World War either had to be employed to some other end, or else dismantled. The chosen alternative for our super-productive American war machine was to become today’s super-productive busyness machine, designed to keep us busy above all with shopping. 

The recommendation by retail analyst Victor Lebow to the leaders of American busyness, that they make shopping for undurable goodies our all-consuming secular religion, has since become the holy writ of our nation’s busyness-as-usual. The business of America is busyness, namely, busyness with consuming, as evidenced, for example, in our president’s urging in the wake of the nation’s 9/11 call that we continue to spend our money (i.e., consume) as we had before. Thus also has “doing business” in America become the art of economic football, making Enrons around the defenses of American consumers, a.k.a. known as “doing us in.”.

As a consequence of our shop-as-things-are-dropping cultural ethos, even as children we are raised to be above all else consummate gobblers of disposable goodness. Our own children are now presented with prominently mass-mediated examples of how to package themselves as momentary, self-idolizing commodities, Spearing themselves on in hopes of being targeted by the entertainment industry and worshipped at the cash register, box office and ticket counter as (to cite the most blatant example) “The Nation’s Most Talented Kid.”

Industrial manufacture has evolved into humanufacture, the ultimate art of kidding one another by eliminating the authentic kid within ourselves. This trend was already firmly established three decades ago, as cited in a 1971 article entitled “Media and the Senses” by educator William Strong:

. . . life in America has been geared up to a frantic pace, and there’s not much that’s human about it. Everything is machine-stamped, in one way or another. The machine-punched gas bill, the recorded greeting of the grocery-store clerk, the harried teacher in the educational factory – all seem to be saying, “I don’t care who you are; I just need your number so I can be done with you.” Daily living in America is largely a matter of getting processed into this or that category.

The educational point to be made is that the human being is a wonderfully adaptive creature – a creature that tends to mirror his environment. He becomes like the world he inhabits by assimilating the world into himself. He values what the world he lives in values. And if the world does not value feeling, or the relationships between people, he won’t either. He will become machine-like by cutting himself off from his feelings and his imaginative life. He will not care about other people, will not let their lives impinge on his, because he won’t have learned to care for himself. He will regard himself – like everything else in the environment – as a thing, as something to be tinkered and experimented with. He will regard other people as things to be used. He will, in short, become somehow less than human.

Though the wobbly-gobbly nature of consumerist sensibility was epitomized in the Pacman videogame, few perceived its underlying self-voyeuracious message: at some point we become the skeletons at our own mass-consumptive feast. We instead continue to breathe in the atmosphere of consumerism while being no more aware of our doing so than we were of the air that we inhaled before it was made visible by consumerism’s offal. We are indeed (and especially in our more glorious deeds) the most wonderfully adaptive of Earth’s creatures. We are capable of adjusting to any degree of consumption, up to and including the ultimate fouling (and de-fowling) of our own planetary nest – having forgotten that the term “consumption” initially referred to a disease that chokes us to death. 

What began as the con-artistry (“con” being short for “control”) of “winning friends and influencing people” has been trumped up to the wealing-and-dealing practice of minding everyone else’s busyness for fun in profit. As I am thus lured into being of the world, so that I may have, hold onto, hoard and/or control as much as possible of what is in it, I am taught to constrain myself to mere acting at the expense of expressing what I was born to actualize. In the process of role-playing the Pacman style of life, I learn to be efficiently consumed by my reactivity rather than effectively productive of my pro-active potentials.

Forgive Us This Day Our Daily Dread
In matters of style, swim with the current;

in matters of principle, stand like a rock.

–Thomas Jefferson
To be in the world while not being of it is even harder today than it was in the far less mass-mediated (and thereby controlled) culture of the 1940’s, when we were advised to go whole-hog in gobbling up the world. This principle ultimately deprives us of any further styles to swim with other than survival á la wobbegong, the Australian brown shark whose lifestyle is the ultimate antithesis of what we have already woefully begone. 

While stylishly doing in Rome as the Romans do, the essence of being in but not of the world is to continue being in principle who I authentically am rather than become as the Romans are.  For those of us who are now recovering the gobbled-up wholeness of our being, the practice of this principle is remedial.

While I was endeavoring to get my act together – what the adult world calls “growing up” – rather than freely being together in my actions, I failed to mindfully actualize the beneficial presence of human kindness that I have instinctively known how to liberate since birth. The principal trick of such self-adulteration is to place the eternal principle of one’s being on the altar of society’s successively ever more excessive all-consuming lifestyles of the moment. As a consequence, the state of mind that my “taming and transforming” has set in rhyme tends to resemble a self-Pacmaniacal scenario of being consumed by my own reactions, such as the one portrayed by singer-songwriter Chuck Pyle of Boulder, Colorado (whose talking blues narrative entitled “Keep It Simple” I have amended geographically to represent my own experience):
Well I woke up this other morning to this meeting in my head,

My ego had formed a terrorist group and I knew what lay ahead.

There'd be death threats on my confidence and extortions of my heart,

And I'd have to remain in control so as not to fall apart.

So I called my new-age girlfriend, who'd self-helped herself for years,

And I asked her I could overcome all of my inner fears.

She said that force would only drive ‘em deeper, I’d have to love my fears away,

But she sounded so together, that I was ashamed of being afraid.

So I called my local talk show radio therapist of the air.

She told me to write myself little love notes and paste 'em up everywhere.

She said it was not good to be ashamed, I should get therapy or meditate,

And right then I realized that I felt guilty that I was ashamed of being afraid.

She said "thank you for sharing," and put me on hold.

I got right off the line--I knew she was trying to trace the call.

So I said "I know I'm in there," and I walked over to the mirror to see.

"If I don't come out with my hands up," I said, "I'm coming in after me."

I know my inner child's enraged, but all my outer man can say

Is that now I'm angry that I feel guilty that I'm ashamed of being afraid.

     Well it was right about then that my committee kicked in,

     And there I was on the streets of Marin County, California,

     The self-presuming conscious evolution center of the known universe,

     Not being totally present.

     I could'a been busted!

So I ran right home, turned off the phone, and changed the message:  

"Hi!  It's me! If I should return while I'm gone, please detain me until I get back."

So I called this twelve-step friend of mine who I thought might maybe know

Just why I feel so crazed these days like a psycho-desperado.

He took me to his support group and I shared about my rage.

They said everyone's addicted to anger, it's the rage this day and age. 

So I said, "You mean I'm addicted to being angry for feeling guilty that I'm ashamed of being afraid?"

And they said "Yup!"  

So I asked, "Whatever happened to 'Keep it Simple'?"

And they said, "Easy does it."

And I said, “God, grant me the serenity 

to accept the things I cannot change.”
                  “Keep It Simple,” © Chuck Pyle
Chuck Pyle’s song plays dubious tribute to the most insidiously self-organizing, mass-incarnation of compounded human fear to be invented thus far, the self-consumerizing mentality in which even our fears are brazenly commoditized. The principle product now being sold by almost every television commercial is the fear-inducing and angst-sustaining idea that I am a broken being. I am barraged with images of mass self-destruction that portray me as sickly, insufficient, incomplete, or otherwise in need of fixing, and therefore in desperate need of the specified product or service that promises to fix my broken condition or situation. The American economy – like our culture overall – is going for broke for the sake of making all of us feel broken. “Keeping up with the Joneses” is presently portrayed, and packaged for our purchase at a price far greater than we allow ourselves to know, as the art of breaking down with the Joneses.

The thing to be feared most by me today is my consumption of fear itself, especially when fear is the underlying commodity being sold to me in almost all of the advertising, news reportage and media programming that Madison Avenue and the TV networks have designed for the purpose of their corporate minding of my busyness. Is it any wonder, therefore, that I am now a recovering adult? That I am a presumably “grown-up” person who is presently endeavoring to liberate the wholeness of my being – the foundation of my humankind-ness – from the unforgiving grip of my inner terrorism: the anger-guilt-shame-fear-laden hard feelings, grievances, grudges, and resentments with which I in turn so unforgivingly mind the busyness of those whom I have allowed to thwart my holistic inclination to be a beneficial presence?

Insofar as I have progressed in my recovery from the socialized adulteration of my humankind-ness, this was accomplished only during and after many years of “fasting” from all forms of direct exposure to mass media. For nearly 10 years I (almost) saw no mass media, heard no mass media, read no mass media. (Since I did not retreat into the wilderness, the ubiquity of newspaper headlines and magazine covers was unavoidable, as well as the word-of-mouth drippings of others’ daily dosage of mass-mediation.) My consequent self-liberation is proportionate to the extent that I am now able to see through and beyond my ultimately self-imposed, unforgiving adjustments to the ways of the world, from which adjustments I am still proceeding in my recovery. I am continuously forgiving myself for my susceptibility to the world’s mass-mediated invitation to act as yet another role-playing pawn in its duel-minded, have-and-consume-it-all-right-now, adversarial shopping maul.

The greatest test of my recovery occurs as I now pay attention once again to the mass media, the test being not to recast myself in its prevailing image of human brokenness, in absence of equal time – indeed, scarcely any time at all – being given to the portrayal of the human kindness of humankind-ness. To be in the world today while not being of it means to behold the media without being mediated into being brokered accordingly.

The Psycho-logy of Adjustment
It’s hard to fight an enemy who has outposts in your head.
-Sally Kempton

If our ultimate goal is to know ourselves and to live out that knowledge so as to benefit ourselves and others,
then we can not have, as an automatic first goal, to live in ways that please others.
-Marsha Sinetar
As a college student in the mid-1950’s, I took a course entitled “The Psychology of Adjustment.” By masterfully regurgitating the course’s contents at examination time, I earned an “A” for my effort. Nonetheless, in my mind the “A” stood for my “A”ccommodation of the course’s requirements rather than an “A”djustment to its controlling paradigm. 

I was, of course, fooling myself at least in part, having long since adjusted to the “taming and transforming” influence of the adult world’s discontents. Yet in my mind at the time, having become privy to the insidious underside of the psychology of adjustment in the course of direct exposure to and study of its paradigm, I “A”ced the subject in mindful respect for the sentiments of an American folk hymn:

In this world of pain and sorrow,

I’m sometimes up, sometimes down.

Yet there’s a better world I’m going to,

where all my sorrows will be drowned.

I don’t want to get adjusted

to this world, to this world – 

I’ve got a home that’s so much better

I’m gonna go to sooner or later,

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

The best of all possible good news is that the “better world I’m going to’” is already and always here, that it is in here as the humankindly wholeness of my being, the innately endowed beneficial presence that I holistically-soulistically am. It is my un-wholly adjustment to the grabby-crabby-have-y ways of the wobbly-gobbly, self-consuming habits of contemporary civilization that sustains my frightful, unforgiving relationship to the people (my own self included) and scenarios that comprise it. 

Insofar as the rest of the world joins us in recklessly and wreckfully consuming our very habitat, these scenarios have barely begun to play out the collective banquet of self-skeletonizing consequences inherent in their globalization:

Earth is a single household.
The planet's winds and waters see to that, 
so interlinked are they
that each square mile of earthly surface
contains some stuff from every other mile.

Some say the winds alone
carried topsoil from the 1930's Dust Bowl
three times around the Earth
before the atmosphere was cleansed of it.

Today, Earth's soiled air disseminates
exhaust of billions of tailpipes and chimneys,
while the global network of her waterways
spreads other human waste around the planet.

As we alter thus the content of Earth's atmosphere,
and tamper with the chemistry of her waters,
we take her life into our hands
along with all lifekind that's yet to come.

Earth is a single household,
but the homestead is not ours;
we are only visitors
in the living room of those about to follow,
caretakers of the hospitality
and shelter that our children's home affords.

Our children,
not ourselves,
are the earthly homestead's host,
and we are but their household's privileged guests.

Why then do we abuse their mansion so,
as if we had the right to wreck their residence?
What have they and their children done
to earn a life of struggling
to restore what we've undone?

Of what crimes do we hold Earth's children guilty,
that we sentence them to life at such hard labor?
And what are we doing to our children's living room,
as we trample, scrape and pave its carpet bare?

Our children ask the Earth for bread.
Are we giving them a stone?

These words were written in 1975 as I was being bussed across a desolate stretch of Ontario countryside and contemplating our species’ future from a Dylanesque perspective (Bobsied, not Thomistic): a hard reign is going to fall, indeed, as we fulfill environmentally the proposition that everybody must get stoned. Their three-decades-ago prophetic insight is even more valid today, in accordance with the reasoning of Marshall McLuhan: “A prophet is not someone who predicts the future. It is rather that those who see what is going on today are 50 years ahead of everyone else.” 

The Psychology of Accommodation
Restore who you are by atoning for yourself – Moses and many others

Open to who you are by emptying yourself - Buddha and many others

Know who you are by fathoming yourself - Socrates and many others

Trust who you are by being true to yourself - Jesus and many others

Remember who you are by surrendering to yourself - Mohammed and many others

My preferred alternative to the mutually cannibalizing consequences of my self-adjustment to the world and my attempted adjustments of the world to myself, is a forgiving accommodation of my worldly experience, an accommodation that liberates the holistic-soulistic being I authentically am, no matter how I may have initially covered it over with my self-adulterating roles. Though my unwitting capitulation to the controlling psychology of adjustment has provoked my unforgiveness of the self-contortions and distortions with which I fearfully have thus far fitted myself to the world and vice versa, the self-commanding psychology of accommodation evokes the effulgence of my gracefully forgiving inner nature that was immediately at hand in my beginning. What the psychology of accommodation most requires of me is my thoughtful recovery of the beneficial presence of being that I expressed at birth even in the absence of taking thought.

Some accommodation of worldly style (“rendering unto Caesar”) is an inexorably essential consequence of my being in the world. Yet adjusting to the world’s principle of rendering unto its seizure is optional. What my accommodation with the world co-operatively blends on behalf of optimal right relationship among all concerned, my adjustment to and of the world co-optingly bends to the self-rightful interests of some at the expense of what generally benefits lifekind (and thus humankind) as a whole. In short, my accommodation with the world freely permits the natural, holistic interrelationship of what my adjustments arbitrarily, and thus unnaturally fit.

What the world least needs from me right now is yet another fit, whether by my duel-minded adjustment of its way to my own, or of mine to its. “My way or the highway” merely maps my route to an encounter with others’ “no way!” with all of the contentious consequences that follow. Learning how to accommodate myself within the world of my experience, rather than adjust myself or be adjusted thereto even as I endeavor to adjust the world to me, is the route of my liberation from entrainment to the adversarial bi-polar condition of worldly duel-mindedness.

Central to my mutual accommodation with the world is my disharmament, via forgiveness, of the psycho-logical adjustments that I have conceded to the angst-driven enemies in my own head. I call such accommodation “disharmament” because I find it impossible to totally disarm myself of the inner “terrorist group” that I have allowed to put me in harm’s way by its demonizing of my psyche with fearfulness, worry, anxiety, self-doubt, shame, guilt, anger, future dread, depression, and the like. By permitting these impulses to become my identity (I grieve-fear-worry-etc., therefore I am), I learned to react as a victim of my life’s circumstances, rather than to engage life as a positively proactive and productive commander of my inner experience and its outer consequences.

Though I am unable to completely rid myself of my dread-full, duel-minded inner terrorists, I am single-mindfully able to desist in being at their effect by ceasing to dissipate my energy in negative and hurtful ways. I am capable of mindfully commanding my inner terrorists to “drop dread already,” in confident expectancy that they indeed will do so as long as I remain in alertly conscious self-command – even as they maintain their ongoing, latent presence in my psyche, where they are ever ready for further assault in re-charged battery of my being. This is what my self-forgiveness is ultimately all about: taking mindful self-dominion of my beneficial presence as I cease attempting to control both the outer and inner challenges to the humankind-ness of my being.

The I-scheme-ya of Humankind-ness
There are enough genuine difficulties in life to encounter,

don't allow your imagination to increase the number.

-Neil Eskelin
My so-called “fall” from the grace of my humankind-ness, in capitulation of my beneficial presence to the enemies in my head, is acknowledged in the Biblical passage, “. . . God hath made man upright, but they have sought out many inventions” (Ecclesiastes 7:29). In some translations of this passage the word “schemes” is used instead of “inventions.” 

We human beings forsake maturing our innate uprightness by manifesting instead our potential to be uppity – and some of us more pity-fully than others. Among humankind’s most perniciously uppity and inventive duel-minded schemes is warfare. Only after some ten thousand years of this carnageously “heroic” pursuit are – for the first time – its anticipated glories in the face of inevitable facts to the contrary being openly called into question by a majority of the human species.  As Robert Muller, former assistant secretary general of the U.N., has put it: “Never before in the history of the world has there been a global, visible, public, viable, open dialogue and conversation about the very legitimacy of war.”
Among the less visible, yet most insidious consequences of humankind’s scheming inventiveness, and the primary sustainer of our species’ Warfarin mentality, is our widespread creation and adoption of inner terrorism, the thoughts and feelings that bug our original program of beneficent being by eclipsing our individual uprightness with the collective, frightful, and human-unkindly milieu of uptightness into which we are born. The thus-nurtured enemies in my head – my inner terrorists – serve mostly to squelch the beneficial presence of my whole-beingness via their scheming distortion of my potentially positive, proactive nature, and their induction of my consciousness into the service of their elaborate role-playing scenario of mutually unforgiving adversarial reactivity. Hence the incentive for my own inventive participation in the ischemia of humankind-ness.

Disharming myself of my duel-minded inner terrorists is essential to the recovery and expression of my self-dominion as a mindfully beneficial presence. Accordingly, my greatest life challenge today is to effectively engage the science of single-mindfully recovering the beneficent wholeness of being that I compromised at the invitation of those who have gone from themselves before me. Only thus may I reclaim the holistic-soulistic endowment that I allowed to slip from my once universally and unconditionally accommodating fingers, in my growing (up) endeavors to establish local and conditional control of my immediate world by minding other peoples’ busyness, even as I suffered the minding of my busyness by others.
My recovery of the self-dominion that I have forfeited to the unforgiving pursuit of control over others by minding their busyness, as well as to my capitulation to others’ minding of mine, requires me to forgive myself for my former capitulation to the cacophonous conceit of circumstantial control. Full self-forgiveness consists of pledging my non-allegiance to the flagging paradigm of duel-mindedness.

