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Author’s Note:

Please note that throughout the text, I’ve used the male pronoun He to refer to God, but choose whatever fits your understanding of God.
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Foreword









THE CASE STUDIESand examples in this book are based on real people and events. The stories presented herein have been altered to disguise the identities of the people involved. Some are presented as composites and reflect the experience of more than one individual.















Introduction









MANY YEARS AGO, after a long series of personal struggles and horrendous heartache, I began to experience God’s presence in my life and my life improved dramatically. I believe God wants us to have our own personal tie to Him, to benefit from His direct guidance and love. For the last sixteen years, as founder and director of the Sedona Intensive, I have dedicated myself to helping people achieve this goal. Now, in this book, I offer my thoughts and ideas to you.




The centerpiece of my recent work is a concept I call the new language. The new language is God’s mother tongue, the way God speaks to us in a nonverbal way through coincidences, synchronicities, angel murmurs, thought impressions, telepathy, signs and wonders, and other manifestations. God has been speaking to us in this symbolic language since the time of Abraham and Moses, but in the march of progress and the rise of science, technology, and institutional religion, we have lost our sense of the profound mystery of divine intervention.




In the work I do with clients who come to see me in the spectacular Red Rocks, I have been trying to resurrect the new language. My hunch is that the new language is the way we can deal with the dissonance we feel as we seek true spirituality. While mainstream religion most assuredly has its place, among my clients I find a surge of longing to reclaim personal power and remove the intermediaries who have stood between God and us as gatekeepers of our spirituality. My motto is “Let the power pass from the few to the many.” The key to having direct access to God is improving our communication skills. If prayer is about talking to God, the new language is a divine answering system.




The new language is by no means all I teach in Sedona in my one-on-one personal-growth program. I focus on helping individuals clear away the static of negative emotions and difficult childhoods that keep us from hearing God’s voice. I hope to take you by the hand and walk you though a process of clearing that I use in my work with the exercises, anecdotes, and practical instruction I provide in these pages. Clearing helps to heighten our reception of the new language by releasing us from the past, and centering us in the present, with increased awareness.




In this book, which is more than an exercise and instruction manual, I have tried to offer what has worked for me and hundreds of men and women whose lives have been transformed at the Sedona Intensive. James Redfield, a graduate of the Sedona Intensive, stimulated the imagination of millions of readers worldwide in his bestseller,The Celestine Prophecy, which he wrote after his trip to Sedona. How was he moved to write such a book? I will share this and more with you.




As you strive to break free of the limits you’ve set for yourself, and embrace what God has in mind for your life, remember that He is all around you with road signs of encouragement when you lose your way. What is most reassuring to me is that there are no calendars and clocks for enlightenment. The lightbulb goes on when you are ready to see what God is trying to show you and to hear His voice in the new language.















“…and he worketh signs and wonders in heaven and in earth…”




—Daniel 6:27









“I and the children whom the Lord hath given me are for signs and wonders.”




—Isaiah 8:18









“Let the power pass from the few to the many.”




—Albert Clayton Gaulden















Part I




Listening for the Voice



























Chapter 1




What Do You See? What Do You Hear? What Do You Feel?









WHENSUSAN RECEIVED WORDthat she had been admitted to both Harvard University and Brown University, she asked her father for help in making the choice. “Both schools are excellent,” he said, “but I think you should sleep on the decision.” No sooner had he said the words than the doorbell rang. At the door was a deliveryman who said he was lost and needed directions. He was wearing a sweatshirt that carried one word in large crimson type: Harvard.




David was restless. Things weren’t going well for him at work and with a big client meeting the next day, he was finding it difficult to sleep. Staring at the ceiling at 4A .M., he was overcome by a powerful urge to turn on the radio. Following his intuition, he clicked a button and heard Bob Marley’s voice chanting over and over again, “Everything is gonna be all right, everything is gonna be all right.” Calmed by the rhythm, he fell back to sleep.




Barreling along in pouring rain, Michael was lost on an unfamiliar road. He had just been to the doctor’s office to get his test results and the news was not good. “Please, God, help me,” he was pleading over and over in his head. “If there’s anything else I can do, please show me the way.” The screeching siren that pierced his thoughts came from a police car pulling Michael over to the side of the road. Despite the light beaming out from the officer’s flashlight, Michael was still able to see the billboard in the background, which read, Miracles Can Happen. Do Not Despair.




Are these coincidences? Signs? Messages? In my opinion, all of the above. I believe God was speaking to Susan, to David, and to Michael in the new language; that is, God’s mother tongue, the way He’s been talking to us since Biblical times.




Going as far back as Moses and the burning bush, God has been using sign language to get through to us. In the Bible story that is told in Exodus, Moses was tending his flock in the desert when he came to the mountain of Horeb. Now, in my opinion, Moses must have been a very clever fellow, because when God showed him a burning bush in the middle of the desert, he didn’t miss a beat—Moses knew that God was speaking and wanted him to help set the Israelites free.




When Noah, his family, and the animals marched off the ark after forty days and forty nights of rain, God sent a rainbow as a covenant between Him and the souls who would replenish the earth. Noah understood. Later on, Abraham saw a ram as he was about to sacrifice his son Isaac and knew God had other plans.




After Biblical times, organized religions began springing up around the world. I believe this may be when the direct connection between God and mankind was interrupted. As early religions took root, the power became concentrated in a few hands. A hierarchy was established, with priests, rabbis, seers, and others acting as middlemen between God and us. The power brokers and other self-anointed intermediaries clearly enjoyed telling the rest of the folks what to think and what to do. A great many man-made rules and dogmas were established, and in no time people were down on their knees reciting the “right” prayers at the “right” time of day—as if God were an obsessive-compulsive ego who kept a tight schedule. The God who had made man in His divine image must have had a real chuckle as He watched man remaking Him along human lines. Did God stop talking because man wasn’t listening? It’s hard to know, but there seems to have been a suppression of the language. Church and state were virtually the same for thousands of years, and people in fear for their lives became parrots to the position of whatever government or religious institution was in power.




As time moved on, the Western world was plunged into the Dark Ages. During this 1,000-year stretch, none save Joan of Arc reported getting any news from God—and she came to an unenviable fate. While Joan was being tied to the stake and torched, most people were off fighting holy wars that meant death and havoc for millions of others.




When the Enlightenment arrived in the seventeenth century, the rational mind was emphasized, giving way to the rise of science. There is no denying that science has brought tremendous advances to health care and the workplace—we owe so much to conveniences and technology. However, most scientists are absolutely useless when it comes to the spiritual needs of society, perhaps because they can’t test, measure, or dissect them. Truth for them has to be weighed and tabulated. Launching the technological revolution, the scientists put machines first. They substituted the rhythm of the machine for the rhythm of the soul. Anyone who has seen the great Charlie Chaplin movieModern Times will know what I mean. A man on the assembly line becomes a slave to the clock.




After the assembly line, the conveyor belt, and the atom bomb came the revival in the 1970s of nineteenth-century Prussian philosopher Frederich Nietzsche’s declamation that “God is dead,” which may have unwittingly triggered the fighting spirit in the rest of us to discover our true spirituality. Our soul was crying out to recover.




And, in fact, we are recovering. The shift is now occurring. Since the middle of the twentieth century, when the human-potential movement began, we have been searching to find our way back to God. Fueled by a deep and unsatisfied craving, an awareness that the power must pass from the few to the many has been growing. Many of us want to control our own spiritual destiny, even if we enjoy participating in spiritual community and worship. On a very intuitive level, we want to have our own conversation with God, a more direct tie as Moses had. Spurred on by Freud and Jung, who deepened our self-knowledge, we have figured out that if we tame the ego we can become our very best selves, our spiritual selves, and be in an ongoing dialogue with the wonderful God who is there to help and guide us.




With His incredible sense of timing, God knows that the shift is taking place and He is aware of the window of opportunity that opened with the dawn of the new millennium. Ever ready to welcome us back, God has a whole repertory of techniques He is using to get our attention. He uses so-called coincidences and synchronicities—unplanned interactions between two or more people—and His messages are carried to us at very important moments in books and billboards, in poems and on the radio. God finds us where we live and He is definitely multimedia. Some may say this is all wild and crazy wishful thinking, the product of my vivid imagination. But I will tell you that to dismiss what I’m saying is to miss out on an extraordinary relationship with God that can bring you guidance, strength, and peace of mind.




Pain and Suffering




Humans are the souls who choose to come to earth to learn and grow by taking on a physical body. Earth is a school with stiff requirements for the souls who make the trip. First of all, every soul has a lesson plan, and pain and suffering are the teachers. Nobody on earth escapes heartache. Pain seems to be the hallmark of the human condition. But if you stop and think about it, pain can be a blessing in disguise. Pain tests our attitudes. It often sneaks up on us and strikes when we least expect it. Will we be models of optimism like Michael J. Fox, who called his autobiography about living with Parkinson’s diseaseLucky Man ? Or will we allow adversity to crush us? We have a choice.




Pain provides us with an opportunity to discover our strengths, to help us stretch and grow, to realize that we are spiritual beings with great powers. If we are anything like one of my favorite characters, Dorothy inThe Wizard of Oz, the pain helps us to realize there’s no place like home. Through suffering, we reach out for help and try to get back to the source.




Divine Energy




Mrs. Schuler, who taught Sunday School when I was a boy growing up in Baptist Birmingham, had some very fixed views about God. She conveyed an impression of God as an old man with a long, white beard sitting in a big gold throne holding the Judgment book in His hand. Those who see God this way have my respect, but my vision has changed dramatically in my six decades of life. I now see God as a vortex of energy—pure, powerful, and the source of all life, including our own. Being of God makes each of us an indestructible bit of divine energy—a soul, if you will.




In the earth school, where pain is the teacher, energy is the unifying force. Energy is not only the basis of all solid matter—it’s also the substance out of which all of our emotions and thoughts are made. That’s why it is so important to be mindful of what we think and feel, to be constructive with our thoughts and emotions, and not let grievances and ill intentions hang over us. The tiny, energetic pulses radiating out of our hearts and our minds can carry a positive or a negative charge. That charge influences both the force field around us as well as the larger universe.




Einstein said we live in an energy universe, and, of course, we do. Matter is energy slowed down, and massive energy is released when the smallest particles of matter are divided. Each human being is a divinely charged energy system, part of God’s cosmic design. When you share what is in your heart with someone else, there is an energy exchange as emotions pass between two people. When you make love, that, too, is an energy exchange, an intermingling of force fields. Energy is also involved in some of life’s darker transactions. When one person manipulates another person, that is an energy grab. Perhaps you’ve met an energy vampire—someone you feel sucks you dry each time you meet or talk. Energy is really at the bottom of a great many activities because that is God’s design and we are His work of art.




The new language, God’s language, is also an energy system—a divine one—that can be useful in encouraging us, making us feel connected, and steering us in the right direction. Our task is to engage the energy flow. As we begin our journey of discovery of how to do this, here is one secret word that I offer to anyone in need of help: Ask. Remember that line in the Bible, “Ask and you shall receive”? Well, when you aren’t sure if you are headed in the right direction, ask for help. Ask often and with an open heart. Throughout each day, check in with God and see what you hear or see or learn. Become sensitive to the new language and the guidance it offers. Like any skill, your sensitivity to God’s guidance will develop slowly and with practice. That’s the journey we are going on in this book. Clearing, listening, practicing, and refining our skills.




Now, in the interest of full disclosure, I have a confession to make. I didn’t always know this language and how to use it to hear God—to go where He led, to do what He told me was wise. It took a long time for me to get there. And I still make a lot of mistakes. I was the prodigal child and I went astray. I had a lot to learn. A wise man once said that we teach what we need to learn. So, let’s begin with my story, how I came to clear and eventually hear God in the language I speak today.















Chapter 2




Blanche and the Angels









BLANCHE IRONED FOR MY FAMILYevery Wednesday. Poor people in the forties couldn’t afford automobiles, so she rode the streetcar from the ghetto to our apartment in Elyton Village, a federally funded public-housing development in Birmingham, Alabama, known as the Projects. Back then, my family used public transportation for the same reason Blanche did—we were poor and had no alternative.




Living in Elyton Village was tough on me, a sensitive child easily upset by gruff talk and rough play. The brick-and-asphalt jungle full of families trying to cope with life after the Depression spooked me. Because I had been born with clubfeet, I was not an athletic child, so the community center that beckoned my brothers and sisters to sporting events held no appeal for me. I much preferred staying at home, especially when Blanche was there, washing and ironing and baring her soul.




“Child, I am mighty grateful to your momma for this job,” she once said with a smile that expressed the appreciation she felt for the chance to come to our house and spend time with me. “You are a fine young man.”




Growing up, I remember summertimes with Blanche vividly. Each Wednesday, from mid-June when school let out until classes resumed in early September, I would peer out of Momma’s bedroom window and watch Blanche walking toward our building in her print housedress, always carrying a shopping bag and an umbrella—rain or shine. Her gray hair was tied in a bun crowning a face that conveyed a no-nonsense attitude laced with dignity. She always walked tall.




“Mr. Albert?” she would call when she came in the door.




Having seen her coming, I was on my way to greet her, ready for our familiar ritual. To begin, Blanche ironed and sang spirituals while I read my books. Then, after I had put away the clothes, clutching each warm piece as if it were part of her, I would hope for a little time to talk before she departed. I’d plant my elbows at the end of the ironing board and confide what was going on in my life—mostly the problems that stemmed from feeling lonely.




“What’s wrong with me?” I would ask. “I’m not like the other kids. I don’t feel like I belong.” Blanche listened and then held forth.




“There’s nothing wrong with you, sweet thing. You are like that litter of pups I had last week. Four of them were brown as your momma’s head, and one was spotted. He was different, and that’s the one I love the most. Don’t ask me why, but it is the truth.”




Years later, after I had struggled with a sense of right and wrong clouded by alcoholism, I would hear Blanche’s voice and cling to the life raft of words that came to me in her many sermons.




“There isn’t anything in this world that God can’t fix. But He’s busy. Real busy. So He has angels that come around and talk in your head. They make things all right, Mr. Albert. They make things all right.”




“How do you know when it’s His angels trying to talk to you, Blanche?”




“You know when you get the tingle. From your head to your toes you tingle. The angels take you over.”




Blanche died in the seventies. I was living in California at the time and could not return home for her funeral. I had made several bad turns in my life and gone down some very mean roads. But her words still rang in my head.















Chapter 3




When Things Fall Apart









IWILL NEVER FORGETmy first taste of alcohol.




It was l957. I had dropped out of college in an attempt to put some money in the bank and was working as a messenger with a law firm in Birmingham. Assigned to deliver legal documents, I made my way across town to the Tutwiler Hotel on a scorching-hot day with a package marked “urgent.”




“Darling,” the client purred as the door to her opulent suite swung open. “Come in. Come in. In that little envelope you are carrying the key to my prison cell.”




Though temporarily blinded by the sun streaming through the large French windows, I could not help but notice that the dishwater blonde standing before me was an exotic woman with crushed ruby lips. She was wearing a flamboyant red peignoir and a lot of gold jewelry. She thrust a cold martini glass into my hand.




“Cheers,” she said, clinking her glass against mine.




Until that moment, alcohol had never touched my lips. I grew up Baptist Christian in the Deep South in the 1940s and 1950s and had walked a path of born-again living and Bible study. I emerged at age twenty-one a rather self-righteous party-pooper. After my beloved Blanche had retired, my devotion had shifted to a new friend named Jesus. I foreswore alcohol in His name. I vowed never to tip a glass and had kept to my word.




Now I was draining the last drops of the forbidden fruit and asking for more. For the next twenty years, I couldn’t get enough. No matter how many times I reached for a bottle, I heard a voice echoing in my head, “You ought to be ashamed of yourself. You’ll never amount to anything. When are you going to straighten up and fly right?”




It was Momma’s voice. She had divorced Daddy when I was nine years old. Although I like to think that she did so because he was abusive to his children, I suspect she had reasons of her own for ending the marriage. Life in our house was hard, with little income and many mouths to feed. Mother worked every day as a secretary and her hard life left her bitter, with precious little emotion to shower on my brothers and sisters and me. Not once do I remember Momma telling us that she loved us or that she was proud of anything we did. As far back as I can recall, each of us was an island, separate and starving for some encouragement.




I sought refuge in the happy endings of double features at the movies and got lifted higher than a kite on music played in church and on the radio. A chorus of the stir-’em-up gospel standard “Nearer My God to Thee” could rouse me to my feet much the same as a pop-chart hit like “Earth Angel.” Art also lifted me up. When our elementary school class visited the museum, I would practically walk into the large splashy paintings on display.




Looking back, I believe my sensitivity was leading me into a life of escape, which was taking shape in my mind, where I would play make-believe games. When I was a small child, for instance, I began assigning gender designations to colors and numbers, deciding that red was male and yellow was female, while four and five were boys and three was a girl. I believed in Santa Claus longer than most kids and hoped that a guardian angel would rescue me from the horrors of real life. These horrors included my father’s behavior, my family’s poverty, and especially my clubfeet.




The period from 1957 until 1979 is something of a blur for me. Moving from Birmingham to New York, Atlanta to Mobile, Mobile to California, I never felt connected to anything. I never kept a job for very long. I worked in advertising, sold real estate and ladies ready-to-wear. By 1979, I was dead broke, unemployable, and living in a postage stamp–size apartment in Long Beach, California, driving a beat-up old clunker. In the quiet of my mind, I would sometimes drift back to the idyllic days I spent in church memorizing the scriptures. One verse often reverberated in my head. “What does the Lord require of thee, but to do justly, and to love mercy and to walk humbly with thy God?”




“Who was God, anyway?” I wondered. Little did I know at the time, it was only when I hit bottom and was ready to confront my alcoholism some months later that I began to hear that voice.















Chapter 4




Turning Up the Volume









IDRANK MY LAST DROP OF ALCOHOLon February 17, 1980.




After more than twenty years of destructive carousing, my epiphany came when I was arrested for drunk driving. When those whirling blue lights signaled for me to pull over, I knew that the gig was up. It wasn’t the first time I’d been thrown in jail for drinking and driving, but something inside of me knew, somehow, it would be the last.




Riding in the squad car, barreling down the back streets of Long Beach in the wee hours of the morning, I heard a voice in my head say, “It’s over.” Now, I am not one to hear voices and have always taken the magic of New Age spirituality with a healthy dose of skepticism. Still, I knew something special was happening. It was not just the thought that had startled me, it was the accompanying serenity that came upon me. Sitting in a police car, which was the most stressful experience I have ever had, I felt a tremendous calm. Yes, itis over, I thought to myself. I could feel it. Within a week, I had signed up for a drunk-driving diversion program.




Going from being a drunk to being a teetotaler was a long process fueled by waves of intuition. For me, it began each morning when I would lie in bed trying to receive more inspiration, which is what I called the voice I had heard after being arrested. More real than anything I had ever experienced in Sunday School, the voice reminded me of what Blanche had described—the murmur of angels. I was hungry to have that tingling feeling again. So I began to dedicate time each morning to listening, in case God had something to say. As I looked back on my life, I realized that I had talked to God often. That’s what praying was. But I never paused even for a second to give Him a chance to answer back.




In the beginning very little happened. I was quiet and I did the best I could to still my mind, trying to appreciate the meditative quality of the experience. Sometimes my lips would tremble or I would get goose bumps whenever I thought I heard something. But I was cautious. The last thing I wanted was to fool myself.




Then one day, most certainly, I heard the voice in my head again and the message was clear and strong: “Ego is enemy.”




Ego? I wondered. Whose ego? And what is ego, anyway? In my own understanding of the word, the ego was how I interacted with the world to satisfy my own desires. Sometimes my ego served me well. It helped me make my way in the world in a fair and conscientious way. But for most of my adult life my ego had gotten way out of control. And those were the times I got into trouble, big trouble.




Shortly after hearing these words, I began to write an inventory. I wanted to know exactly how my ego had gotten out of bounds. One day I even made a list of my flaws. Here’s how it looked:




Albert’s Negative Points




	

Called other people hypocrites while ignoring my own faults.


	

Cheated on exams.


	

Stole what my parents wouldn’t buy me.


	

Thought I was better than everyone else.


	

Was contemptuous of others prior to investigation.


	

Lied, even when the truth would have sufficed.


	

Drank to excess, ate to excess, and accumulated credit card debt.







There they were. My seven deadly sins. As I stared down at the list, I needed a minute to catch my breath. Who was this dastardly fellow, rotten to the core, with little to redeem him? Who was this man, causing so much static he could barely hear himself think?




I have always been a fan of Joseph Campbell, a transpersonal psychologist and author, who, according to the Joseph Campbell Foundation, was very influenced by the psychological studies of Freud and Jung, the art of Picasso and Henri Matisse, and the novels of Henry James and Thomas Mann. Thinking about ego, I recalled how Joseph Campbell had touched on the subject in his mythological version of how the earth was created. InThe Power of Myth, Campbell describes the rebellion of Lucifer and his minions, how they left paradise and set up camp on earth, which God set aside for these outcasts. To stay in the Order of Lucifer, fallen angels took a vow never to say the name of God. Campbell contended that all of us are fallen angels, separated from God by lawless egos, and that our redemption can only come by speaking to God directly and learning to make better choices.




Looking back at my own life, I had to admit that despite all of my conventional religious training I never really felt connected to God. Quite the opposite. Very often I was lonely and afraid, going back to the time I was a little boy. If I had to be honest with myself, I’d admit fear was the principle emotion that drove me. Much like Edgar Bergen’s dummy, Charlie McCarthy, I had been doing what my ego drove me to do out of some misguided idea that this would bring peace and control. In the absence of true spirituality, my ego had taken charge of me, helping to create a life of illusion and deception woven around addictions. The authentic me, the child of God, had been pushed to the background.




This was an interesting paradox to me. A healthy ego is important not only to survive but also to flourish in the world, but it can sabotage. I understood I needed to rein my ego in, but how? And then it dawned on me; like two kids whose ankles are tied together in a foot race, my ego and I must cooperate, work together to find a balance. As this thought crossed my mind, I remembered a verse I had learned as a boy at church: “Out of the depths I cry to thee, Lord hear my prayer, let thine ears be attended to the voice of thy supplicant.” I would cry out and then I would listen. And what I would hear would guide me.















Chapter 5




Forgiveness is the Path to Clearing









ALL OF MY LIFEI had been told that God loved me. Dedicated now to improving myself, I felt it was truly so. God seemed to be enticing me to reconcile with Him in a language I had never before spoken or understood. Each day, as if by magic, I found myself guided by messages and directions carried by people and coincidences, as well as synchronicities and intuitions. If I followed a hunch and turned on the radio, the announcer’s advice seemed especially relevant to me. On several occasions I found my way to books by authors who spoke directly to my concerns.




That was the case with Emmet Fox, a popular spiritualist and metaphysician in the 1930s who wrote ten books that sold more than ten million copies. Fox had many illuminating things to say, but one idea in particular struck a chord with me. As Fox put it, “To refuse to forgive oneself is spiritual pride. ‘And by that sin fell the angel.’”




In his bookThe Power of Constructive Thinking, Fox extols the Lord’s Prayer as perhaps the single most important prayer in the whole of Christianity because of its link to forgiveness. “The Lord’s Prayer issues general amnesty to those who beseech God,” Fox states. “The forgiveness of others is the vestibule of heaven. You have to get rid of all resentments and condemnations of others, and not least, of self-condemnation and remorse.”




This felt like a very critical piece of the puzzle that I was trying to solve, offering a way out of my egocentric past. Fox suggested that the failure to forgive allows resentments to build up, which keeps us mired in guilt and attached to those who we perceive to be our enemies. Fox saw these attachments as keeping us shackled to the ones we hate. Until we forgive and release them and ourselves, other people with the same odious traits will keep coming into our lives until we face what lessons we need to learn. The path to freedom is forgiving others and ourselves.






The Lord’s Prayer




Our Fatsher who art in heaven, Hallowed be thy name.




Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done on earth, as it is in heaven.




Give us this day our daily bread.




And forgive us our debts, as we forgive our debtors.




And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil:




For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, forever. Amen.




For if ye forgive men their trespasses, your heavenly Father will also forgive you:




But if ye forgive not men their trespasses, neither will your Father forgive your trespasses.







Reading the prayer really opened my eyes. Due to my long history of drinking, I had harmed many people whose forgiveness I had not sought. And I harbored resentments toward others. If unforgiveness was the static we must clear in order to speak to God and hear His answers, I had work to do. I needed to come to terms with myself.




Having broughtAlbert’s negative points to the surface, I decided to try to love myself and embrace my ego rather than labeling it evil and trying to annihilate it. I did so in a forgiveness letter addressed to myself, which went like this:






Dear Albert:




I am writing you this amends letter to free us both from self-pity and from being victims. I will not say, “I’m sorry,” or that “I apologize” for my part in the bruised feelings with family and friends. Most of us have been using such empty and meaningless expressions all our lives to wiggle away from true absolution. In order to seek forgiveness from you I am going to change.
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