SELF-RECOGNITION:

The Constancy of Metaphysical Practice

All change takes place in the changeless.
-Ernest Holmes
You can check out any time you want, but you can never leave.
-“Hotel California”
Just as prepositional usage signifies the relativity of my relationships, so does being the only person who is common to all my associations signify constancy in my relationships. The immediate presence of my own existence is the only constant factor in my experience, which endures as everything else that I experience comes to pass. 
On the day that I awoke to this realization, I commemorated the occasion with a tribute entitled “To My True Companion”:

I have a true companion whose company I will never be without.

This companion, not quite sure of its relationship to me,

wavers back and forth between acceptance and rejection.

Sometimes my companion is a friend, sometimes an enemy.

Sometimes my companion treats me lovingly, sometimes hurtfully.

And sometimes my companion treats me with indifference.

Why do I consider this companion to be true?

Who do I treasure such fickle company?

Because there is one way that my companion never ceases to be faithful:

everywhere I go, here I am.

All other experience is relative to my knowing that I am here, including my own experience of myself. Being here is the only constant in my experience, for no matter how I perceive, think of, or relate to myself, the self thus concerned is forever here and nowhere else. Wherever I may go and whatever I may do, my going and doing is experienced inwardly. Whatever I may be conscious of, including all externalities, my experiencing thereof occurs within the presence of my own being. 
Being here is my experience of the now through which all other experience transits. Here is the eternal homestead of my being, in whose unending now I am the soul occupant. For better or worse, for richer or poorer, in sickness and in health, I am eternally wedded to the homestead of my own being, no matter where its here-beingness shows up. Being here is therefore the lone exception to the folk axiom, “you can’t take it with you.” While all other experiences are immediately consigned to memory in the death of each passing moment, my experience of being here persists as the constant abode of my experience.
In physical science a “constant” is an unchanging (i.e., absolute) factor to which changing (i.e., relative) factors have an association. The outstanding physical constant is the speed of light, to which all other motion is relative. The outstanding metaphysical constant is self-recognizing I-consciousness, to which all observations of me-consciousness are relative. The self-empowering potential of this relationship was assessed by Emmet Fox: 

The fact that I is watching Me means that you have taken one of the greatest steps forward.  When you find yourself doing things that are useless, or perhaps even mean or petty, stop them. When you find that I can laugh at Me, it means that your life is commencing to change for the better. Finally, you will find that Me is beginning to get in step with I, and when that happens you are truly on the road to having dominion over your life.

Self-recognizing I-consciousness is the ever ready, steady fulcrum upon which rests my dominion over me-consciousness. The leverage thereby available to my command is the power of self-governance prescribed by Rudolph Steiner: 

If it depends on something other than myself whether I should get angry or not, I am not master of myself . . . I have not yet found the ruler within myself. I must develop the faculty of letting the impressions of the outer world approach me only in the way in which I myself determine.
The “out there” is neither the source nor realm of my self-determination. Everything that I perceive as being “there” is someone or something else’s hereness, over which I have no self-dominion. I cannot know another’s experience of being here, nor can anyone else know mine. As a Russian proverb acknowledges, “The soul of another is a dark forest.” This obscurity has been portrayed by psychologist Ronald Laing:

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.
Since experience is the only evidence that any of us has, and because this evidence is omni-mutually invisible, each of us is the ultimate judge and jury of his/her own experience. The most that can be made of our evidence is transparency to oneself. The practice of self-transparency was prescribed by Ernest Holmes:

Talk to yourself, not to the world. There is no one to talk to but yourself for all experience takes place within. Conditions are the reflections of our meditations and nothing else. -SOM xxx/x)

Self-transparency – being truthful to one self – is the meeting point of relativity and constancy in my relationships. The practice of self-fidelity is my salvation from all deception, as Shakespeare acknowledged in part with his famous prescription, “To thine own self be true, and it must follow as night the day, thou canst not then be false to any man.”

Fidelity to self is what author Ernest Hemingway called a “crap detector,” whose further function was acknowledged by Anthony de Mello: “If you are not yourself deceitful, you will not be deceived.” Loyalty to anything at the expense of fidelity to oneself is not only deceitful of everyone else, it attracts to oneself the fruits of their deceits as well.
I once heard “home” defined as “the place that, when you go there, they have to take you in.” Yet my being at home is merely incidental to any “there” or “they.” In absolute terms, no “there” nor “they” resides where my state of being is lodged, only “here” and “I.” Accordingly, it is only my own self that I can comprehend (take in), or that can take me in. And as long as I truly comprehend myself, any susceptibility to being falsely “taken in,” whether by myself or others, is readily apparent to me.

“Home,” as in “here I am,” is not a physical locale. Its foundation is in my psyche, where it transcends all other locality. I am at home in my state of being as my state of being, whether or not I remember that this is so, and regardless of which nation state or physical structure I am also housed in at a given moment. Yet while being my own homestead is a given, being at ease therein is not. My full acceptance of myself is prerequisite to the sense of belonging that accords with the feeling of being at home.

My intuition of what it means to feel at home was sparked by a post-World War II anecdote in the Reader’s Digest. A young girl was perched on a pile of baggage at Ellis Island while her parents were immigrating as “displaced persons.” A sympathizing social worker remarked, “It’s too bad you don’t have a home.” The girl replied brightly, “Oh, we do have a home. We just don’t have a house to put it in.”

This is the only perspective that prevails as if it were hard-wired into my consciousness:
There is a road, no simple highway

Between the dawn and the dark of night.

And if you go, no one may follow.

This path is for your steps alone.

-Robert Hunter (“Ripple”)
The here-being destined for my steps alone, as acknowledged in the concluding lyric of “Hotel California,” is something that I can never leave, even when I seemingly check out of it. For instance, my future mother-in-law, some hours after meeting me for the first time, whispered to my fiancé, “Noel isn’t always where he sits, is he?” My bride-about-to-be laughed knowingly, having often retrieved me from my seeming self-displacement with a gentle, “Earth to Noel . . . Earth to Noel.” When I heard of her mother’s assessment I likewise laughed, for I am comfortable in my knowing that however “not at home” I may sometimes seem to be, the place from which I have seemingly absented myself will always be here, and never somewhere else to be sought out. 
 “Here I am” is, however, far more than merely a statement about my being. It is my being. 
I know myself to be, therefore I am, because there are no moments in which I do not know myself to be. 
Such is the metaphysical constancy of self-recognition. 

When used metaphysically, the term “self-recognition” signifies the unchanging, incomparable, universally all-inclusive context of I-consciousness within which is conceived the infinite diversity of comparative viewpoints that comprise the ever-changing contents of me-consciousness. I-consciousness has been characterized as “the I that is we” in Robert Moss’s book by that title, because it signifies the exhaustively comprehensive self-I-dentification conveyed in the Sanskrit mantra, Tat Tvam Asi (Thou Art That), which translates in self-recognition as “I am that.”
The verdict of mere sensory evidence unaided by soul consciousness is always conflict.
I-consciousness is the self-I-dentifying context from which the content of me-consciousness is perceived. I-consciousness has no limiting point of view, rather it has unlimited points to view, i.e., the infinite viewpoint-ability of me-consciousness. Metaphysical self-recognition is the ultimate point from which all points of view are, in the words of Apostle Paul, seen “face to face” rather than “through a glass darkly.” (1Corinthians X;XX)  The darkening glass to which Paul refers is me-consciousness. The face-to-face view of I-consciousness perceives contrast without making comparisons relative to itself, whereas me-consciousness is constantly judging its perception of contrast by making comparisons:
[Comparisons]

Metaphysical constant signifies my indissoluble marriage to the I of my own beholding. Beauty exists in the physical eye of the beholder only because it first exists in the metaphysical I of the beholder. I am, therefore I see and think in accordance with my self-I-dentity.
Metaphysical self-recognition is my awareness from unchanging I-consciousness, includes physical self-recognition as my awareness of relative me-consciousness. 

The beginning of metaphysical wisdom is this: no one else’s consciousness is grounded in my own body/mind. Self-wisdom begins with my full acknowledgement, acceptance and allowance  
No one else’s consciousness is grounded in my own body/mind.
The self-recognizing metaphysical constancy of I-consciousness is the foundation of one’s dominion over physically relative me-consciousness. Ernest Holmes acknowledged humankind’s awakening to metaphysical self-recognition as its initial I-opening, its baptism into mindful consciousness, which is consciousness of one’s context(s) in terms of one’s ongoing relationships thereto:
The first great discovery man made was that he could think. This was the day when he first said "I am." This marked his first day of personal attainment. From that day, man became an individual and had to make all further progress himself. From that day, there was no compulsory evolution; he had to work in conscious union with Life. -SOM, 72/3 (italics added) [Also 129/3-130/1),
James Dillet Freeman endeavored to portray the implications of eternally rooted self-recognizing I-amness in his poem entitled, “I am there”, in the citing of which I take the liberty of substituting the word “there” for “here”.

Do you need Me?

I am here.

You cannot see Me, yet I am the light you see by.

You cannot hear Me, yet I speak through your voice.

You cannot feel Me, yet I am the power at work in your hands.

I am at work, though you do not understand My ways.

I am at work, though you do not recognize My works.

I am not strange visions. I am not mysteries.

Only in absolute stillness, beyond self, can you know me as I am,

   and then but as a feeling and a faith.

Yet I am here.. Yet I hear. Yet I answer.

When you need me, I am here.

Even if you deny me, I am here.

Even when you feel most alone, I am here.

Even in your fears, I am here.

Even in your pain, I am here.

I am here when you pray and when you do not pray.

I am in you, and you are in Me.

Only in your mind can you feel separate from me,

  for only in your mind are the mists of “yours” and “mine”. 

Yet only with your mind can you know Me and experience Me.

Empty your heart of empty fears.

When you get yourself out of the way, I am here.

You can of yourself do nothing, but I can do all.

And I am in all.

Though you may not see the good, good is here, for I am here.

I am here because I have to be, because I am.

Only in Me does the world have meaning;

  only out of Me does the world take form;

  only because of Me does the world go forward.

I am the law on which the movement of the stars

  and the growth of living cells are founded.

I am the love that is the law’s fulfilling.

I am assurance.

I am peace.

I am oneness.

I am the law that you can live by.

I am the love that you can cling to.

I am your assurance.

I am your peace.

I am one with you.

I am.

Though you fail to find me, I do not fail you.

Though your faith in me is unsure, My faith in you never wavers,

  because I know you, because I love you.

Beloved, I am here.

True companionship, indeed!

I once heard “home” defined as “the place that, when you go there, they have to take you in.” Yet my being at home is merely incidental to any “there” or “they.” In absolute terms, no “there” nor “they” resides where my state of being is lodged, only “here” and “I.” Accordingly, it is only my own self that I can comprehend (take in), or that can take me in. And as long as I truly comprehend myself, any susceptibility to being falsely “taken in,” whether by myself or others, is readily apparent to me.

“Home,” as in “here I am,” is not a physical locale. Its foundation is in my psyche, where it transcends all other locality. I am at home in my state of being as my state of being, whether or not I remember that this is so, and regardless of which nation state or physical structure I am also housed in at a given moment. Yet while being my own homestead is a given, being at ease therein is not. My full acceptance of myself is prerequisite to the sense of belonging that accords with the feeling of being at home.

My intuition of what it means to feel at home was sparked by a post-World War II anecdote in the Reader’s Digest. A young girl was perched on a pile of baggage at Ellis Island while her parents were immigrating as “displaced persons.” A sympathizing social worker remarked, “It’s too bad you don’t have a home.” The girl replied brightly, “Oh, we do have a home. We just don’t have a house to put it in.”

My deepest intuition of at-homely feeling attended a childhood displacement of my own, when I was briefly absent from the house in which I otherwise lodge the homestead of my being. During a so-called “near death experience” while I was ill with polio, I remained “here” even as I saw by body lying lifelessly “there” below me. Choosing to return my eternal homestead to its temporary bodily house was a “near life” experience for me. I felt closest to my whole-self’s being – my indivisibly integral, unique individuality – as I consciously resumed my bodily incarnation.

I have already forgiven my body’s aging and eventual death, in payment of respect to my greater life’s eternal here-I-am. Inhabiting a body is a “housing project” that transiently endures an entropy-weathering season, while being my own homestead is forever. With or without this body, here at home is where I always and only am. 

Accepting this absolute constancy of whole-being allows me a comfort far more powerful than the combined force of all the discomforts that I also experience. For better or worse, for richer or poorer, in sickness and in health, I am eternally wedded to the homestead of my being, no matter where my “here I am” shows up. I am accordingly moved to forgive and forego all dissonance that would distract me from feeling ease-fully at home in the wholeness of my being, 

The contrast between the constancy of always being my own homestead, and the inconsistencies that characterize all of my other experience, is a convolution of consciousness that I call “the selfhood paradox.” Thanks to this convolution, it is in my own body/mind and no one else’s that all of my choices are authored. Therefore, as I choose to feel forgiving or forgiven, it is here within myself as I, rather than out “there” as “they” or “them,” that my experience of the blame-game comes to an end.
