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What people are saying about


99 Reasons to Forgive


Geoff Thompson encourages us all to become brave hearts on our life journey and to look within for the courage and wisdom we urgently need not just to forgive others but most important of all to forgive ourselves. An empowering and truly liberating read from a remarkable and resilient thought leader and spiritual pioneer that I can’t recommend highly enough.


Theresa Cheung, Sunday Times bestselling dreams and mystical author


What Geoff Thompson brings to this book is so much more than his wisdom – which is broad and far reaching – he also brings himself. In bringing himself he gives the reader his hard-won compassion towards the human condition; our inner condition. Where we have been wronged and are the victim of injustice Geoff speaks to the self within, beyond our ego and offers his knowledge of how we can set ourselves free. His personal knowledge of unconditional love is the authority with which he speaks, and his voice of love reaches deep into the darkest recesses of our psyche and whispers, “First you must love yourself.” This is the place where forgiveness begins, and this book will set you free to forgive yourself and break the cycle of revenge towards others that holds you in its grip.


Colm Holland, author of The Secret of the Alchemist


A deep and insightful guide to forgiving and finding freedom.


Etan Ilfeld


99 Reasons to Forgive provides us with the guidance and support to embrace the healing power of letting go.


Geoff’s writing beautifully carries essence and compassion alongside a truth and wisdom that can only come from having truly lived and embodied his message.


In a society so often obsessed with achievement and ascension Geoff provides an invitation to descend, going down into our wounds where we can find the magic of forgiveness and love.


This book will nourish something deep within its readers and provide hope in times of suffering.


I am always grateful for Geoff’s work which inspires me to live with more compassion, truth and love.


Pat Divilly, Pat Divilly Podcast and #1 bestselling author
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But I say that even as the holy and the righteous cannot rise beyond the highest which is in each one of you,


So the wicked and the weak cannot fall lower than the lowest which is in you also,


And a single leaf turns not yellow but with the silent knowledge of the whole tree,


So the wrong-doer cannot do wrong without the hidden will of you all.


Kahlil Gibran


The Prophet









Introduction


I have spent a career trying to unlock the mysteries of forgiveness, attempting to excavate and unpick how people make peace with their demons and find compassion for those who have hurt them. In 2004, by creating a platform for personal storytelling, I set out to establish a space where anyone could explore this most contentious and contested of topics. I have also been at great pains not to present forgiveness as an imperative and I have stressed the greyness of this most oblique of subjects. Within the nuance, the complexity and uncertainty I have hoped that people might find some clarity.


In many ways therefore Geoff Thompson and myself could not be more different in terms of our approach to promoting forgiveness. Geoff, who has had the profound experience of forgiving a great harm, imbues forgiveness with the transformative force of medicine. He has had to encounter the darkest of places in order to reach for the light; and by going deep into his own psyche to explore spirituality he’s been able to explain to the rest of us the enormous value and power of forgiving. He is convinced that only forgiveness can enable us to escape “the prison of an abusive entanglement.”


I, on the other hand, do not come to this subject as someone who has experienced an intolerable harm; I have had nothing major in my life to forgive, although of course like everyone else I’ve had plenty of grudges and grievances to navigate and contend with. I am a journalist, an investigator, a storyteller, and I prefer to position myself somewhere in the middle, weighing up a balanced approach to the limits and possibilities of forgiveness. I have resisted any imperatives around the need to forgive, and have often spoken about the dark side of forgiveness: how if you make it a duty it can easily become an oppression.


I don’t think Geoff would disagree with me on this last point even though he is someone who absolutely knows the strength of forgiveness and is certain of its efficacy. And the strange thing is that even though I’m not in favour of persuading people to forgive, 99 Reasons to Forgive is probably the most persuasive document I have ever read in terms of presenting forgiveness as a remedy, as a panacea for all ills that can cure pain and unlock misery. If you are stuck and weighed down by intrusive negative thoughts, or if you are locked into the story of an injustice, then 99 Reasons to Forgive may very well provide you with the answer of how to become liberated from the trap of resentment or self-blame. The clear and unequivocal message here is that it is precisely in the wound that the gift lies. And the gift of forgiveness is vital because in the words of Desmond Tutu it can draw out the “sting in the memory that threatens to poison our entire existence.”


It was several years ago that I first got to hear about how Geoff had forgiven his abuser and so I invited him to come along and share his story in a male prison as part of The Forgiveness Project’s offender programme. As Geoff spoke, I watched the men lean forward, listening deeply; I saw how they dropped their defenses and then confided in him about their own vulnerability and brokenness. They seemed to understand for the first time how forgiving themselves and others could help them take back control of their lives. Geoff’s message about forgiveness makes sense to people because this is not about reconciling with someone else, but about reconciling with ourselves. His forgiveness comes white-hot from the whetstone and is necessary to sever the ties. Reconciliation in this sense means making peace with a painful event and allows people therefore to find resolution and move on.


Since th at prison event, I’ve heard Geoff tell his story to a range of diverse audiences. Every single time he leaves them in little doubt that forgiveness isn’t some soft option that might let others off the hook, but rather an energetic life force which can change personal paradigms. 99 Reasons to Forgive feels like a book written from the summit of the author’s life, one that has emerged after years of studying the esoteric and the metaphysical. By distilling his many discoveries and experiences into this extraordinary publication, he reveals the very essence of what it means to forgive and in so doing a kind of alchemy takes place, allowing all those who go on this journey with him the chance to finally utilize the potency of forgiveness.


Marina Cantacuzino


Founder, The Forgiveness Project


https://www.theforgivenessproject.com/









Author’s Foreword


You are suffering.


I understand.


That’s probably why you picked this book up, why you paid out good money to own these bound pages, why you have invested your time and no little courage to have this tome in your possession – you are suffering.


I understand you and I understand your hurt.


You are in pain, and I am going to suggest in these pages that forgiveness might be the remedy to your ills. I will propose that forgiveness is a panacea, not only for the problem that currently entangles you, but it may also be the key to unlock many more of your pressing miseries.


My suggestion might immediately offend you; it may bring you to anger, or rage. Perhaps you will feel like throwing this book into the nearest fire and burning it cover-and-page because you are so affronted by even the suggestion that what happened to you is in any way forgivable: “You don’t know what he/she/ they did to me.”


I don’t know what was done to you, that’s very true, but I don’t need to know.


It may be vital for you to tell your story, maybe you will need – like me – to tell it a hundred times on a thousand different occasions in order to let go of the pain as part of your healing, but what was done to you, why it was done, where and how it was done are not important in the process of forgiveness: it gets in the way when you allow the gravity of your abuse to qualify the level of grip you use to hold onto it.


I don’t need to know what happened to you.


I do, however, care about your situation. I care about you and I care about your suffering… I care enough to sit here, in no small amount of personal discomfort (I have put this writing off for months), and fill these pages with words of truth, when my lazy, lower, click-bait self is compelling me towards a myriad different distractions, a thousand fun things are calling me, and none of them involve telling my story again, talking about forgiveness again, bringing out my dead again, taking the sharp pin of deep-enquiry into the crab-shell of my heavily fortified mind again and again, to pick out the last juicy remnants of my pain.


Why should you listen to me?


Because I suffer and because I care enough to bleed my suffering into this ink.


Like everyone who has been privileged to live on this spinning planet, I have had my moments, my days, my weeks, and months, sometimes years of insufferable, lonely, lonely, torment.


I know what it is to suffer.


If you have ever woke at four in the morning, day in day out for months on end, damp and cold with sweat, the demon of depression squatting heavy in your chest, wondering if you can crawl through another long day, doubting that you even want to, you know what suffering is.


To have lived as a human in this sheath of skin is to suffer.


Welcome to planet earth.


Why should you listen to me?


I care so much that I ache.


I am urgently compelled to sacrifice the body and blood of my learning to this book.


This is food and drink for the hungry and the thirsty.


I am a man that has escaped the burning building of abuse and depression. Not easily, I have to say, and not quickly or cleanly either. But escape I did. Before I found the exit-door marked forgiveness, I took many wrong turns. I tried a door called revenge: I became an elite martial artist and nightclub bouncer, and I used my killing tools to bludgeon my way out. It did not work. I tried the door called blame: but when I flirted with blame, the blame was never ending, and the number of people who became blame-worthy multiplied exponentially until I hated nearly everyone. I tried the door called self-pity, I spent many desolate years marinating in my own sorrow, using misery as a poor excuse to give up on life and feed on the sympathy of others. But my pity-party attracted a house guest called depression, and that bastard bled me until I was pale and impotent and useless. I spied a door called medication too and snatched at the handle in the hope of a healing balm, but a smog of misery came down over me with the first prescription and I was cast into my own private episode of The Walking Dead: I threw the tablets in a river before the chemical cosh completely lobotomized me. I followed the sirens of iniquity too and self-prescribed for a long time – violence, sexual pornography, alcohol: the usual suspects – they promised me salvation but delivered only damnation: these vices-with-voices led me so far astray I worried at times that I might never find my way home.


I did eventually work my way out, and, after a period of profound relief, I suddenly realized that there were family and friends and associates and perfect strangers still trapped in the burning-building, loved ones who did not know how to escape.


I have reentered the inferno (to continue the metaphor), not to compel you to follow me, or ask you to believe me, or purchase a course from me, or profess me a living guru, rather I return, and I return and again I return to advise you that there is definite route out, I am certain because I have found it, and I can share my learning if you have the ears to listen.


I was needlessly tortured, just like you.


I have escaped the suffering.


That’s why you should at least hear me out.









Preface


Forgiveness is a volatile subject.


Of course.


We know this much already.


It would seem that the general masses are not too keen or not yet ready to forgive their (elected) enemy, and so remain suspended in an uninformed state of perpetual angst, exhausting unfathomable amounts of seminal energy, which could be better utilized in pursuit of creative generation or regeneration, rather than in the destructive pursuit of witnessed revenge.


How much more could the individual, the community, the city, the country, the world achieve if the greater majority of its creative juices – its attention – were not stolen by the hidden enemy of ignorance?


I confess that I write this book as an idealist.


But I am not one to preach theory from the pulpit of unseasoned theology or theoretical academe. Of the two methods of learning, I have found that discovered knowledge is far weightier than book learning. I am an empiricist. Mine is a tested and proved study. As far as practical forgiveness is concerned, my savvy was birthed in the theatre of war; I have been, and I continue to be in the field of play.


My words carry with them the historicity of personal research, both as an ardent and dogmatic grudge-bearer, and later as a man of peace and redemption.


I have held grudges and been incarnated into an emotional inferno because of my error (the flames of my anger always burned me before they ever reached my enemy).


I have forgiven and been soothed in the cool waters of grace.


I have also been forgiven and felt the savage scold of burning coals heaped upon my head by the bestower.


My intention with this book is to find the rub of truth (as far as forgiveness is concerned) and stay in that freeing discomfort for the duration of the writing. Hopefully, if I can achieve my aim, this will be beneficial to you the reader (hello there!) and it will be instructional for me the scribe: I am still very much working on this stuff myself.


I will be writing this book and offering advice and direction from my standing as a seasoned and senior martial artist teacher (I hold the rank of Hachidan: 8th dan black belt), and very much from the budo1 perspective of my art. As practiced players in the deadly game of combatives, we perceive problems as a sign of life. We view any kind of opposition – violent or otherwise – as a ready form of (internal) resistance training, the catalyst to forced and accelerated growth. We develop our game, and we advance our character and perfect our technique by welcoming (sometimes even seeking out) and overcoming these problems. Just by framing difficulty in all its forms as an opportunity to grow, we dismantle much of its machinery.


At the end of each chapter, I will offer a Budo Practice to help enhance your strategy, and throughout the book proper I will garnish the teachings with as many true examples of budo efficacy from my own life as my editor will allow.


Before beginning the study proper, I’d like to clarify exactly what forgiveness is – the “giving over” of sin, “forgiving it from our minds” – and what forgiveness definitely is not: it never was, it never is, and it never will be “letting them off with it.”


This is the greatest stumbling block in any discussion regarding forgiveness: nailing down an exact definition.


Nearly everyone I speak to about forgiveness, almost without exception, assumes that if we forgive someone, we are automatically freeing them from responsibility, they are no longer culpable for their crime, we are offering them pardon, a get-out-of-jail-free card, which means they are (in common parlance) “getting away with it.”


We are assured in the Buddhist canon that it is not the abuse of others that keeps us locked to the wheel of misery and sadness, it is our own ignorance.


One thing I have learned and one thing I know is this: no one gets away with anything. Not ever. Even a basic enquiry into the great earth and its laws will confirm that this is a reciprocal universe, and the law of compensation reigns.


The Oxford English Dictionary informs us that forgiveness means to “stop feeling angry with someone who has done something to harm, annoy or upset you; to stop feeling angry with yourself.”


Notice that the denotation mentions nothing about letting someone off with a crime, pardoning bad behavior, or standing as judge and jury over the perpetrator of an abuse. In fact, it says nothing about the offender at all, the definition is entirely dedicated to us, the offended party; it is about us freeing ourselves from anger, annoyance and upset, it has nothing to do with anyone else.


There has been so much written over the years about forgiveness, about whether we should forgive, what it means to forgive, who benefits from forgiveness when it is bestowed and what the limitations on forgiveness might be. I wonder sometimes if the most important truth about forgiveness has been lost in the emotional deluge that rushes in every time anyone mentions it as a viable problem-solving tool.


Perhaps if I can furnish you with the essentials of my own learning it may offer a clearer view of the freedom we all long for.2 Or perhaps my words might offer a little balm to get you through another long day if you are currently suffering.


I am often advised (or warned) not to mention God or religion whenever I approach the subject of forgiveness, certainly when talking to the masses. People will switch off, I am assured, people will be offended, affronted, they might even attack you.


I will not be heeding this advice, as well meaning as it might be.


There is nothing I will not employ in my quest to drive home my point.


If the word God offends you, I am already your teacher.


I have opened a learning portal for you, an avenue of enquiry, the gateway to future healing.


If religion is an offence to you, why is it an offence to you?


What is your “house ghost” trying to hide?


What is it distracting you from?


And why are you taking heed of an angry inner voice, a weak sub-vocalization, a false personality that can be so easily baited by ink on a page?


What I will do, if you are still there (are you still with me?), is qualify any mention I might make of the divine. My intention with this book is not just to shed a little light on the subject of forgiveness, it is also to offer avenues of further enquiry, paths you might follow after you have placed this book down. There are great teachers out there and many of the best are waiting for you in the esoteric books of aligned philosophy.


It would be a shame to miss these giants of learning for want of a little enquiry.


You won’t get through your current crisis without some form of invisible support, of that I am certain.


It doesn’t really matter what you call this lofty assistant, what is important is that you learn to access it with genuine, courageous, open-minded curiosity. If a voice jumps into your consciousness and insists that any door to learning need remain shut, you should question that voice and demand qualification.


The help is everywhere if you open your heart.


The help will be eternally illusive if you come to this subject with prejudice already loaded into the game console.


My Story


I’d like to start the book proper by briefly telling you my story.


The lessons I aim to present in this book demand qualification. The worst thing you can do is take travel advice from someone who has never left home.


I was groomed and sexually assaulted at the age of eleven years.


Let’s start with that shall we.


I was abused by a trusted and beloved teacher.


I was so disturbed and frightened and confused and derailed by this assault that my life was never the same again after that fateful night, back in 1972. I went to bed as an eleven-year-old boy, when I woke up the next day, I was a hundred years old.


I have written much about this incident. It has found form in articles, books, a multi-award-winning short film (Romans 12:20), a controversial stage play (Fragile), a TED Talk and more recently a critically acclaimed feature film (Retaliation) starring Orlando Bloom and Anne Reid.


I would recommend that you refer to these writings if you want a more comprehensive understanding of the incident itself. Enough to say that (specifically) the grooming and the subsequent assault devastated me as a boy, emotionally crippled me as a youth and greatly impaired me as an adult.


If the initial harm had been captured and arrested immediately after it had happened, much of the damage that unfolded over the next thirty years could have been prevented, of that I am sure. What had been installed as parasitical malware in the mind of this sensitive, vulnerable boy could have been quickly detected and keenly removed, perpetrator brought to justice and the wheel-locked boy emancipated before any further damage could be done.


This did not happen.


I had been quietly conditioned all my life, you might say I was “gaslighted” or groomed by the mores of my culture and the precepts of my class never to challenge middle-class authority figures. I was a meek, under-educated boy from a jittery working-class world where we were warned never to bring shame to the door. Shame was the enemy of my generation; we were more afraid of public humiliation than we were of an assassin’s bullet.


Conditioned shame kept me from sharing my experience with anyone for a long time.


I was also groomed by my abuser.


Post-abuse I did not think, “Why has this happened to me?” I thought (and this was how I’d been positioned to think), “This is my fault. I did something wrong, I brought this on myself, I deserved it.”


By the time I did find the courage to share it with loved ones (two years later) I was met with a polar reception: cold hard fear: cognitive dissonance: ignorance.


I needed a hug.


I needed to be held.


I craved reassurance.


I desperately wanted to be protected.


Instead, I felt questioned and doubted by loved ones who were as dissonant and afraid as I was: why hadn’t I mentioned the attack sooner? Why had I taken so long to tell them? The questions may have been innocent enough, but for a young boy already disturbed and imbalanced by interference, the enquires seemed implicit with doubt, intended or not, and I immediately felt as though I should never have shared my secret.


I am sure this is not how it felt to them.


I am pretty certain that they were worried sick when I told them and that the subsequent schema of worry never truly left them… but it was how it felt to me.


Assurance was not forthcoming because (I can see in retrospect) my family were frozen by shock and by fear: they were confused. Their reception was not a lack of love or empathy, they could not have loved me more, it was simply a lack of understanding. I’d dropped a truth-bomb in their Sunday morning kitchen, and they were so busy trying to fire-fight and gather the broken fragments of their homeostasis, that they would not have had the wherewithal to stop in the middle of this emotional tumult and console me.


My family did not know how to deal with this situation.


They are beautiful and dedicated and protective, they loved me very much. They wanted to confront the situation, they wanted to call my abuser out, get the police involved but I begged them, I cried and begged them not to do this, I couldn’t cope with that kind of attention.


I was too afraid.


The thought of anyone else knowing, the very idea of a fuss being made, of the police getting involved, of my friends at school knowing frightened me more than the abuse itself.


I felt dirty.


I felt vile.


I felt absolutely unlovable.


I asked them not to take it any further.


They did not take it any further.


My self-disgust felt like ten-thousand inhabiting creatures crawling under my skin, all at the same time.


By this time, the parasite of abuse had already burrowed deep, it had set up home in my young psyche, it had commandeered much of my autonomy (it stole my free will), certainly it had invaded my thinking, and controlled much of my volition: I could no longer even trust my own mind, let alone my own hands.


(My juvenile misreading of) the familial reception I received on confessing the abuse only confirmed (to me) what this parasitical inner voice had already suggested – I was a piece of shit: this was all my fault: I must have led him on in some way: I should never have told anyone… I should never, never, never have told anyone.


Number one rule of any parasite, the demon of scripture: keep your abuse secret, tell no one.


But what we bury becomes disease: we are as sick as our secrets.


I kept it secret from then on and over the next thirty years I paid for it with crippled self-esteem, psychotic jealousy, bouts of debilitating depression so many depressions, self-harm, sexual self-harm and later, when I built a tank-like carapace around my wounded child, violence, a battalion of violence, I used physical force as a means of protecting my sensitive underbelly and it worked.


For a while it worked.


Anyone that got too close got knocked out. End of story.


I became good at violence.


It was what I did.


In a well-reasoned but ultimately misdirected attempt to overcome my inner fear, the existential self-disgust, I became  a highly potent, highly graded martial arts guru and a nightclub bouncer; I bashed the heads and broke the ribs and snapped the teeth of hundreds of displaced enemies in a decade long rush of blood-red vengeance.


It was only after nearly killing a man in a car park match-fight that I turned to a higher guide and ended my covenant with the martial way.


This experience led me towards writing which became my mode of enquiry, my path to repentance and redemption and ultimately, the exorcism of a devil that had been implanted in me as an eleven-year-old boy.


My pen became a resurrection stone.


My healing proper began one Sunday morning when I was having breakfast in a local café. It was early. The place was empty. I thought it was empty. I looked across the room, and there, sitting at the table opposite me was a frighteningly familiar face.


I was in my late thirties at this point. I weighed in at an impressive sixteen stones. I was a lump (as they say around these parts). I was a veteran bouncer with hundreds of fights under my belt, never losing, not once. I was qualified in more martial arts disciplines than you could shake a stick at. (At that time) I was 5th Dan, master grade in the hard art of Japanese Shotokan. I could maim and kill in thirty different languages but… when I caught a glance of this man sat opposite me in a Coventry café all my physical prowess fell away like shed skin. I was eleven years old again. I was impotent again. I felt the weight of his menace from across the room. It completely overpowered me. I trembled with fear. I’d vowed if I ever saw this man again, I’d kill him dead, just as I had already murdered him a thousand times, in moments of wild, and unedited reverie. I’d trained for it, this had been my raison d’ê tre, it is what got me to the gym three times a day, every day for thirty years. All my preparation, all my training in the art of the kill, my plethora of impressive fighting techniques from every exotic martial art failed me when I saw this man again.


I wanted to run away.


Not because I felt my art would literally fail me in a physical affray. No. Not that. I had a history of making violence work against men steeped in brutality. I did not doubt the efficacy of my art; what I doubted was the potency of my intent.


I was already spilling into the budo by this time, the esoteric end of martial arts, where the lesser war, the exoteric battleground, was a mere candle flame when measured against the inferno of the greater war on the enemy within.


I was a senior level martial artist, so budo was already calling me and of course I’d stumbled over and flirted with the metaphysical and the power-potential of forgiveness. I’d even taught the theory to my own students but here, now, on the cold-hard floor of reality, with my nemesis only feet away, I knew, I absolutely, categorically knew that I was being summoned, I was being recruited into the higher echelons and the payment for entrance was right before me.


I knew that if I could forgive this man, if I could stand before him knowing that physically I was capable of stopping his breath, but chose instead to show mercy, my initiation into the hidden arts would be guaranteed. But – and this is the reason why the shake and the tremble and the doubt had reached the edges of all of my limbs – I was terrified of entering this encounter without the protection of my massive and impressive physical arsenal. I feared I’d be a powerless boy again under the maul of a beast, that I would be devoured without my martial skills.


I knew innately (I don’t know how, probably a subtle communication from my soul) that I had to lay down my arms and enter this affray with only one weapon. In esoteric warfare this is always the weapon of choice… Truth.


I had the truth.


There is a beautiful verse in the Kabbalah that says, “If you would forgive someone, first injure them.” On the surface this appears to be oxymoronic, a kindness juxtaposed by a violence. In exegesis, however, the meaning is explained: parasites by their very nature will not give up their living host without a fight. Why would they, the human being is a literal bank-raid, he is a walking, talking easy-access, bait-clicking foodbank. When we “forgive them from our minds,” we are in effect exorcizing the demons from their squat in us, which means that their source of sustenance (us) has been removed, and they will perish. So, in order to make their removal easier we must first diminish their strength by injuring them.


How do we injure them?


We mortally wound them with honesty and truth.


Let me explain: People who exploit others often do so in blatant ignorance, they employ lies, half-lies, rhetoric and weak rationalization to justify their actions, hide from their sin and deny their abuse. When we proffer them truth – in other words when we destroy their rationalization and denial with cold hard facts – we weaken their stronghold, and removal by forgiveness becomes that much easier.


The man who sexually abused me lived his whole adult life in shameless ignorance to his crimes, rationalizing his abuse of children by convincing himself that he was doing no harm and that the children he groomed were somehow complicit; in his sickness he believed he was developing a loving, nurturing, natural relationship with the boys he gaslighted. I killed this dark lie in one fell swoop, when I confronted him in a Coventry café and “injured” him with the light of undeniable, incontrovertible truth:


This man was an abomination, he was a walking lie.


I had the cutting sword of light.


This man was a shadow, a shade.


I had knowing.


This man was wall-to-wall ignorance.


I had the truth.


I can’t tell you how scared I was, how much I wanted to walk away, to run away, how tempted I was to pretend I hadn’t seen him, pretend I hadn’t heard the call of spirit, pretend, pretend, pretend I didn’t know that violence does not solve violence, that hate does not heal hate, that fear does not erase fear.


The gap between me and this man was probably only a few feet, but it felt like a million miles, and I very nearly listened to the eleven-year-old boy who spoke in my ear and pleaded with me to look away, to walk away, to run away like my very life depended on it.


I could have walked away, no one would have known.


Only… I would have known.


I would have known, and I could not live with that.


I stood up. I climbed out of the dugout of my café chair. I walked across the no-man’s-land of McDonald’s café in Walsgrave, Coventry and I stood before the man who abused me as a boy.


He looked at me, his face a knot of confusion underscored by a nervous smile.


“You don’t remember me,” I said, emotion trembling through my vocals, ready to erupt into a chaos of weeping or a riot of war, I did not know which.


“You don’t remember me but when I was a boy you sexually abused me.”


His face twisted, first towards denial, then in the direction of confusion. Lastly, I saw fear alight on his brow.


He made to stand up.


“Sit down!”


It was a command; it was not a request.


He did not resist me.


He sat.


His gaze found the table, then the floor; he looked anywhere he could to avoid my eyes which were set and firm like black marbles staring out of a bronze statue: they were beacons of certainty.


“You abused me when I was a boy: you fucked my life…”


His mouth opened in defense, in defiance, more denial that died before it could even reach his tongue.


“But you need to know…” I continued, “that I forgive you. I forgive you.”


The second forgiveness was for me and not for him.


I needed to reiterate my words with the double-tap of certitude.


I forgave him.


I did not let him off.


That was not what happened here.


Pardon was not my intention.


My intention proper was to recover from this man something he’d stolen from me some three decades before: a light, an innocence, my will, a part of my soul.


He had it in his keeping. I wanted it back.


I also wanted to return what was his, and I only understood this properly many years later after much contemplation, after much heartache and inner search, after a higher communion with the frequency of love.


When I was eleven, he stole my goodness, my kingdom and he replaced it with his evil, his ignorance, a schema of lies and fear, and this was my opportunity to give it back.


This vampire had left a bleed in me thirty years before and he had been feeding from it remotely, even in the absence of being and across time and space, and now I was returning it to him.


If this all sounds a little esoteric it’s because it is.


But that does not mean it lacks potency, quite the opposite.


The esoteric is only esoteric until it becomes known.


It always sounds whimsical until you witness for yourself its boundless power.


Prior to this day, I had tried physical revenge many times and many times it had failed me. The men I fought and defeated, my “victories” outside nightclubs and bars, in road-rage incidents and on the streets of my home city, did not sate me or ease me or remove my fear.


Like the hydra of myth, every time I took a head, a new one grew in its place.


As fast as I could decapitate one, it was replaced by another.


It took me a decade of blood on the pavement before I could see this.


The violence I inflicted on others only fed the violence resident in me.


It fed my insecurity fat until I was almost lost to a dark covenant, with base brutality and evil.


I had tried the legal route too, just for your information: I was spat out by the judiciary after one interview with a clumsy, ill-prepared copper who seemed more interested in whether or not I enjoyed the abuse than he did in capturing a known pedophile. The crime was historical (he told me). The incident was unwitnessed (he reminded me). My word against his, I was assured. I also suspected the policeman felt the abuse was not serious enough. My body was invaded but I was not raped, only my young mind was savaged, and that does not show up on evidential photographs, it does not read “serious” to a jury uneducated in the psychology of sexual abuse. There is no way they could truly understand unless they’d experienced it themselves, how the young plastic brain is twisted and distorted by interference. They could not know how it leaves a victim in a perpetual state of fearful anticipation for the rest of their lives unless they are able, somehow, somewhere to arrest it and clean it out. And the longer it is left of course, the more difficult this becomes. The roots of abuse tangle themselves around the organs and the psyche of a victim like bindweed. Not even the practiced scalpel of a skilled surgeon would be able to cut-out this root without also killing the invaded synapses and organs.


Only love has the power to remove abuse once and for all, and love of course is injected intravenously when we employ the weapon of forgiveness.


I had tried the physical, I had tried it to death and nearly ended myself in its pursuit. I had followed the judicial route only be told (to quote), “We can’t do anything with these pedophiles unless we pretty much catch them in the act.”


All I was left with was the metaphysical and I just needed to be brave enough, smart enough, controlled enough to give it a try.


I told him I forgave him twice.


As I walked away, job done, the beginning of my healing, he stood up from his chair, he looked at me, and he put his hand out nervously.


His fingers were trembling.


He wanted to shake my hand.


I knew what he was asking.


I knew.


Are you forgiving me or are you forgiving me?


I shook his hand.


My forgiveness was complete.


My soul was retrieved.


I gave him back his darkness, the hot coals, the parasite of his abuse.


This, this, this was only the very beginning of my healing.


Listen, I was nearly forty years old at the time, the crime was committed against me some three decades before. His parasite, this parasite, had been living in me for a long time. It had acted in me, it had acted as me and through me for many years. Which means I had accumulated a lot of negative karma when I acted inappropriately, when I was unwise or unkind, when I was outrageous and violent. I acted in these ways unconsciously and at the command of a damaged psyche and as a form of displacement, but nevertheless I did act, and I did do a lot of bad things and the consequence of my actions the history was stuck in the plumbing.


Thirty years of unconscious living was not going to disappear overnight just because I’d forgiven my abuser. Even though I was not myself when I did all those terrible things, they were still done on my watch and so it was my job to clean up the mess. Like Odysseus returning home from the Trojan wars, only to find his palace at Ithaca overrun by evil, I had to win back my kingdom, and pay back my debts.


This would take another twenty years of hallowing, of purging and cleansing.


This is a story in and of itself. It is not one that fits comfortably into the narrow confines of this book. For those looking to hear more about my regeneration into a sane human being, may I refer you to my memoir Notes From a Factory Floor.


Suffice to say that forgiveness removed the original cause, and I was now left with the job of cleansing the effects of that cause and the effects of the effects.


Every effect becomes the cause to the next effect ad infinitum unless the moving object of karma meets with an obstacle or a greater force.


When we forgive someone, they should be very afraid. It means we have given them over to the law of reciprocity. It means we have let them go.


My abuser had his own karma to meet.


He could no longer sustain himself on my energy.


I had severed the link of hate and fear when I forgave him.


Some years later I heard the news that this man had killed himself in a hotel room in London. An angry mob of historical crimes had finally caught up with him and, before his victims could see their day in court, he ended his life at the end of a short rope.


Someone asked me on hearing the news, “What do you feel?”


I said, “I feel compassion.”


That was the moment I knew I was completely free.


Compassion is a non-local power: it always dissolves evil.


I would later use this reference point, this certainty to dissolve other grudges when life presented me with pain and abuse and betrayal, and I needed a sound strategy to redress the balance.


I have earned certainty with forgiveness, the result of my own personal experimentum crucis, the conclusive proof that the hypothesis of forgiveness works in the real world against real-world problems.


Whilst I don’t expect you to believe me, whilst I implore you not to believe me, I hope to inspire you enough with this small treatise on forgiveness to go out and be your own proof.


If my proof of efficacy acts merely as a creative spark that you might develop into the flame of bona-fide certainty, my job will have been done well enough.


In the title of this book, I promised you 99 reasons to forgive, and I aim to start with freedom.


You are never free while you are bound to another by the glue of resentment.


Freedom is the first reason to forgive.









Reason One: Freedom


Most of us think we are free.


We believe we are free human beings.


I used to think I was a free man.


I wandered my small patch of planet earth for many years announcing my freedom and revelling in the emancipated life I lived but it was a lie.


I knew it was a lie.


Everyone else knew that their freedom was a lie too, even though none of us dared voice it, even though not one of us was brave enough to admit our prison with its invisible bars and amorphous doors and covert guards and high, high walls.


This was certainly true for all those in my world, growing up in industrial, working-class Coventry.


Fear stood wall-and-sentry around the orbit of our tiny realities. The bars were our false beliefs, the circumference of our cells marked the level of our enquiry: small. The heavy steel doors were built from our many unchallenged cognitions. Our burly guards were the conceptions and unquestioned precepts of our education. The family, the friends, the environment with its ancient laws and its dogmatic mores made sure that we did not challenge these perceptions. We were so busy trying to make the rent and feed the kids and keep up with the current needs and wants that few of us found time to challenge our existence or even find thinking-time to meditate on the fact that change might be needed or even possible. And for those of us who did venture to the periphery of our set limitations, it felt as though we would have to take on the whole universe if we were to break through the meteor belt of conditioning.


These prisons had no independent selfhood: they were not real.


They were mere conceptualizations with the forms and aspects that constructed a living prison, with the façade of a free world.


They were made this way to prevent the inmates from ever knowing that they were incarcerated.


How can you escape when you are not even aware that you are imprisoned?


The devil, as they say, was never so happy when he convinced people that he did not exist.


There are many things that imprison us, conceptions all, and this in itself is a line of enquiry that I would encourage everyone to explore.


The Buddha tells us that all suffering finds its route in ignorance.


When we don’t know the rules, we can’t play the game.


That’s one thing I am sure of: this is a game.


It is a game that must be played but can’t be won.


It is a game of souls, and the stakes are high.


Death is lurking around every corner; evil is crouched outside every open door. And there is only one guarantee; you will be challenged the moment you wake from the sleep of ignorance and stake your claim to genuine autonomy.


Thomas Aquinas defines freedom as the result of consistently using free will to make choices that accord with wisdom and love. When we lose our ability to do this, because our autonomy has been impaired or stolen, and we make bad choices, we become imprisoned in and determined by the subsequent reality that these actions create.


The first glimpse of freedom occurs when we awaken from the conceptual dream and recognize that money, wealth, privilege, accumulation, accolades, the respect of our fellow man etc. – they do not lead us to emancipation. Quite the opposite. Craving for and needing anything always, inevitably, leads to suffering. I read a very apt postcard once, it said, “I am free… between concepts.”


Awakening usually occurs when we suffer a crisis or experience a mind-expanding spiritual epiphany. We think we are free but as little as a negative Twitter post or an unkind review or a curt e-mail or a bad-news-phone call can climb inside us, trigger our feral body chemistry, and steal our vital attention like a thief in the night; it can spiral us into a day, a week, a year, a whole lifetime of anxiety. Or we are courted and distracted and derailed by the same energies, wearing a different disguise: flattery, faux kindness, favor, peer-review, or the fluttering-skirt of sexual arousal.
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