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Authors Note

On the Mystical Gnosis and the Human Situation.

The Esoteric made Exoteric.

Owing to the title of this book many will perhaps be asking themselves as to what on
earth or elsewhere | am talking about. Am | talking about and perhaps even
advocating some kind of religion? The answer is emphatically no. Am | advocating
some kind of life style or philosophy? No: | am advocating and preaching nothing at
all. Am 1 talking about a specific manifestation of a cognitive event? Yes; | am; two
in fact. Am | talking about an ancient philosophy based upon an event which by some
is called Gnosticism? No, for beliefs about things do not interest me, and Gnosticism
is a belief system. Am | talking about psychology then? Yes; but it would be better
to call it the basement of depth psychology, and beyond; not academic psychology or
psychology as it is practiced in various ways. So, what in absolute terms am | talking
about here: and to whom am | addressing it, and why bother? It is about what we are,
and where the mind starts. And it is also about becoming a living reflection on earth
as to what we are in Essence.

I am addressing it to anyone who bothers to read it; but primarily 1 write for young
people; teenagers and very young adults. Why? To give them something which is not
only different from what is indoctrinated into them by society but also true of human
experience; and because they are the world of tomorrow; and because it is needed.
Why even bother? Because | care; and because it has to be done by somebody.

My real interest is in talking to people face to face; and preferably on a one to one
basis, or at least with just a small group of people — for you can see the light of their
eyes and answer their questions as one goes along in so doing. But one cannot in a
book. Thus, I hope this book can be read in the light that it is simply a chat between
you and me. For in that way, | know it works from much past experience. And
likewise that way people can truly see that one means what they say, and with a deep
passion for it. One cannot give these things away; but merely offer it for thought. We
all have to find it for ourselves. So, in that light, let us continue.

*

When religions are seen not to address the deepest questions of human existence and
the nature of reality as it comes to be known and experienced by us, and also seen to
be too ludicrous for reality itself; and dangerous anyway, then the dissatisfied patrons
thereof turn to science for answers. But they soon realise that science does not
address the deepest questions that people ask either. Likewise when previous
advocates of the scientific methodology come to realise that this process of simply
analysing material things does not address the deepest questions, then they have only
man made religions to turn to as they see it.



Hence, according to the existing consensus of humanity the answers must surely be
found either in science or one of the religions, for there is nothing else anyway. But
in fact they are wrong, and the something else is called life and existence itself. There
is indeed something else which not only addresses the deepest questions which we ask
— but also reveals the answers to them — the human mind and the nature of reality
itself. For millennia some in the West have called this phenomenon by the name of
Gnosis; whilst others have called it all different names. This book is about this inner
mystical, esoteric, knowledge of experience and the human condition, and the human
mind. It is not a religion or a belief, nor even a theory, it is living conscious
experience; and has existed since modern human beings have existed — and longer.

Deep within every person, and presumably every conscious living thing which exists
anywhere in the cosmos of existence, there resides a level of being which throughout
millennia has been referred to as the sacred timeless ground of our being — the point
where we start as a living cognitive entity. This has been known by all cultures and
nations on earth by a small percentage of people in every generation, and for whatever
reasons it actually becomes consciously known by them. It is the conscious event
which, among other things, eliminates any feelings of alienation of ones self from the
sum of all that exists; and reveals as to from whence we (Mind) come from and what
we are doing here. It is the event which, originally at least, spirituality and religions
were founded upon long before they were messed with and corrupted by priestcraft
for political and social purposes. But such things, for millennia, have had to remain
unspoken for the large part; leastwise if such folk wished to remain on this world; for
religions and their power/politics did not allow contradiction to them — or else. Some
took the ‘or else option’, but most did not. Hence they went underground, and far
more than once.

It is this knowledge and understanding (the esoteric gnosis) by way of experience,
which, if one is not consciously aware of it, is being subconsciously sought after, felt
for, searched for, longed for; and which causes so many people to join a religion in
the first place. It is the deepest level of our being, our individual aspect of the life
force itself; our aspect or living cognitive spark of the life force which exists in the
ground of our being — home. And it is there, at that level of being, in which we are all
connected up as if one thing. To undergo the experience of this level of being is to re-
unite with it; hence a re-union. It is mysterious, thus been called by some ‘mysticism’
— but NOT cultural mysticism as is taught once again by priestcraft. It is natural
mysticism — which happens along. It has nothing to do with any religion — it is in the
true nature of things and our self. And it is not for believing. It is for knowing it. Do
NOT believe what I say herein — but go find it yourself.

If not known, but simply felt to be there, then it is this level of being which instigates
the subconscious quest for the grail of understanding, and touching base with that
aspect of our being which exists in Eternity (beyond the perception of moving time
and changing events). And this is not guesswork on my part — it is simply a report of
it. I will speak in detail of it herein, and the journey to it; and the resulting effects.
However, there is more to it than simply the conscious journey back to the ground of
our being; for that is only a half of the full story. This event, and the knowledge and
remembrance redeemed therein, has been called by many names, as | mentioned. In
European culture it has predominantly been known as the mystical gnosis; and
needless to say whole structured philosophies have been based upon it (and all



different), and including ludicrous symbolic myths such as man made religions — and
most of which these days have taken the place of the phenomenon it was founded
upon. Some, if not most, simply call it Mysticism, or the Reunion event. But there
are various types and levels of mystical experience. Hence some, in the Western
world, simply referred to this specific and deepest mystical transcendent experience as
Gnosis — the Mystical Gnosis — in order to differentiate it from any other
manifestation of mystical experience.

Over the years, indeed millennia, many scribes have written about this event whilst
without directly knowing it for themselves. Thus, not a one of them ever mentions
the actual living experience of it but rather the various social mythologies, metaphors,
and often mere humbug, which have been built around it like scaffolding around a
building. And all this amounts to nothing more than the intellectualisation of the
unfolding history of myth making and various beliefs about it. However, because we
are also talking about ourselves then it is also Psychology — but a very deep form of
psychology; and you will not find it in standard psychology books or courses — not yet
anyway. This whole edifice of the gnosis, just like mysticism, has been made
irrelevant humbug by the sheer mass of utter nonsense which has been written about it
over so many Yyears — let alone of recent times too.

In this day and age the internet facility carries thousands of documents and texts on
this phenomenon (gnosis, so called) and what they each choose to believe that it really
is; or intellectualise about it all. But very few among these people (and which are
mostly academics anyway) actually talk and write about the event itself. Their
interest seems to be purely historical and cultural, hence purely academic (who said
what and when). But | for one talk for myself, here and now. And others can do the
same | hope. But my interest is not academic, and neither do | adhere to any man
made philosophy or cultural indoctrination or belief system; for they are not needed.
My aim in this book is not to talk about the history of this mystical gnostic thread
through time, for it does not interest me in the least, for we are all living our lives here
and now, and these things do not change in time. My aim here is to simply talk about
the experience of this mystical gnosis (as they call it) for what it is; what it reveals;
what it is like, and also the implications which it presents us with. Thus, this book is
about living with this mystical gnosis event here and now; and thus not merely
academic.

I am not aware of anyone having ever done this before; leastwise in any real detail.
Hence as to why it is needed here and now; and in plain simple language for kids. If |
am proved to be wrong on that score, then fine; and | can only read one language
anyway. So, what may or may not exist in texts which | have either not found or could
not read anyway, then | keep an open mind. But suffice to say | have found nothing
of any real worth in English as yet. Indeed, the nearest one gets to it is not in
literature about gnosis or gnosticism at all, but rather in peoples documented accounts
of their own transcendent mystical experiences (Introverted Mystical Experience).
But, as | say, there are levels and types of mystical experience; and this word ‘gnosis’
has been used originally by those that did in fact know it. And that becomes self
evident from hindsight of the event itself, and then when realising what others have
briefly mentioned of it personally and has directly correlated with the event itself. It
is indeed depth psychology — but it is more than just that, far more than that.



When we encounter this inner level of our self the effect is that it unites the temporal
aspect of our mindful existence with that transcendent timeless state of our being; and
which in effect is the elimination of being alienated from it — and then the two parts
become one in cognitive life on earth. Hence it makes us whole in awareness. | much
prefer the term Psychognosis for this event, for it is more to the point — the knowledge
and remembrance of SELF — and that which we are NOT. It redeems the knowledge
and memory of what we are; and from whence we come; and as to what we are doing
here.

Many like to believe (those who decide to hold beliefs about things which they do not
know — and which | do not do) that life is somehow only fulfilled when they are dead.
And they are dead wrong. They have been led to believe this by socio-political
priestcraft, for reasons of their own — power over the mob. They know well enough
that all minds seek for the truth of things with a deep psychological inner quest for
comprehension, and this psychological need makes them vulnerable to exploitation
and false guru’s. And many fall for it — look around you in the world today. It is
ironic, yet | truly detest the words mysticism and gnosis — by virtue of what has been
done with them. But we have to use words which people decide to use.

The mystical gnosis event, although it takes place transcendent of the perception of
this world and time and space, is itself fulfilled on earth, here and now, and this is the
other half of it. It joins everything together, and all this is a manifestation of the
deeper aspects of the cosmos and all that it encompasses; and we are the living
conscious part of the Cosmos.

I do not do this in order that anyone might come to believe this, for I do not want
people to believe it; | want them to find it within themselves and then use it in this
world here and now, and in the future. | also do it to help tear down that which is not
IT, and the psychological and social effects brought about in people and society by
those who corrupt the truth of this event by way of their ignorance of it; and yet whilst
making believe that they do know it for those who are gullible enough to swallow it
all; and hence they make a profit out of them. For to do so not only causes great
psychological problems but also sociological problems which alienates not only man
from man and nation from nation, but also alienates people from the truth of their
SELF; and their self amongst the rest of it all - the sum of all that exists. Religions
are the most dangerous and divisive thing ever invented by man; and it must be seen
as such; and for what it is. Lies. We have enough problems to solve in life on earth
without all this humbug and arguing and killing over silly beliefs.

Thus, if any reader of this is more interested in their existing belief package than they
are in the nature of their selves, the mind, and all reality as it is found to be by living
conscious experience of it, then it would behove them to at least leave their beliefs
behind whilst reading this; for their beliefs will still be there to pick up again later — or
maybe they will not want to - he says smiling. We live in a world where folk seem to
have been brainwashed into assuming that the human mind has to believe things. This
is tragic and at the base of so many problems and tragedies on earth. There are two
very old sayings (among many others) by people who have known this event. One of
them is ‘Know Thy Self’, and the other is ‘Let us make Man in our Image’. After
reading this you will know exactly what they mean, and as to why they have been
said.



The two most important things in human existence are Gnosis and Politics. The
former reveals what we are and where we come from, and the latter is about how we
decide to live work and play together on earth, and what best to do with it all. The
former is not under our control or say so, for it is our nature of being and what we are;
but the latter (politics and decisions) are under our control. In this world we have
freedom of choice over our actions, and we are each responsible for those actions. It
requires the former knowledge (gnosis = base wisdom) to be able to use the latter
power wisely — and use it with that Eternal and Perennial comprehension which
resides at the root of our being. But | find it perhaps best to call this event
Psychognosis, as opposed to Gnosis; for even that word has become corrupted now.
And you will see why after having read this. Our existence is not simply about
BEING; it is also, and predominantly about BECOMING - and becoming the more
that we are in Essence whilst here in form. Or, as some like to say, ‘On Earth, as it is
in Heaven’. And gnosticism knows nothing of this. And that is a fact.

We have the power to make this Earthly likeness come about by our own actions here
on earth, once we know it. But that requires all people, not just a few. And it also
requires knowledge, much work, and patience; not beliefs, hope or faith. And it also
requires dumping thousands of years of manipulative dangerous psychological junk.
And nothing is going to do it for us. We can improve things here or we can ruin it all;
that is our choice. When freedom of choice comes on the cosmic scene then we are in
charge here — for a while at least. And thus it is. Do with it what you will — but first
Know your Self, and Know all that which is not you; for then the two will dance as
one in harmony and effective accord. And that IS the Cosmic project, here or
anywhere in time. Try to picture a wholeness of creation in which consciousness and
understanding exists in two universes of perception and knowing; the inner psyche is
then that chord or corridor which connects them. One universe of perception is of
space and change (time), and the other is of permanence and repose.

Gnosis (or whatever name you like to choose) is then the knowledge and
understanding which exists in the timeless domain, and that gnosis is the eternal
wisdom at the base of creation — and it is you; for you (Mind) are that first emanation
of no created thing. To make this universe, and this world, and life here whole, we
have to find the other one first. Know your Self, for it is you - and it is then achieved.
Well, half way achieved anyway. For when you know the picture then the puzzle is
easier to put together. The question is as to whether doing the puzzle is more, or less,
exciting than that which it puts together. But the end IS in the beginning anyway.

Dick Richardson

West Somerset, UK, — 2005 c.e

( http://www.psychognosis.net )



Forward

by

Thelema Louise Grisham

In every revolution there is one person that stands out above all the others to make a
statement that is so profound that when communicated then the whole world takes a
quantum leap forward. Dick Richardson is just that person to take on the old
symbolism’s of priestcraft with their illusion mind-control prisons which have held
men captive, for their profit, control, and gain for centuries, and in so doing gives the
power back to the people.

It has been said that religion and science are twin sisters, for this was originally so.
The greatest quest in the field of discovery is made up of seeing everything with new
eyes that which is deemed old. But how do we undertake this quest when the fabric of
our personal universe is sewn together with the religions taught by our parents? Look
at their faces and there is no joy when they plough the years without the fruits of
happiness. So as to keep the lie up, our parents have gone forward in trusting faith that
is never rewarded, just accepting what is taught and never reaching their goals within
the realms of their dreams and aspirations. The banner question is always "What is
life; and is this all there is?"

May | be so bold as to tell you that you are put here as a cosmological representative
to study the universe of all that exists to be known and seen? You are the walking
talking part of this universe to study the rest of it, so where do you start? Why, you
start in its own natural inner realities, the mind itself. Simply put, creation brought
you forth to study the rest of it, and to take part in the dance of creation. Here are two
questions: does an acorn need to go to school to learn how to become a tree; and does
a fish go to school to learn how to swim? No, they do not. Then why is all this
creation put here with self- help and yet not for man? Consider, that when a baby is
formed in the female, it first starts out like an amoeba and then on to the tadpole; the
sperm swims like a fish to the egg and then the stages of creation are put in fast
forward motion until the final product of a human child is born? Seven days or levels
of creation!

It is time that we stopped living in a world without using our inward insight to the
visible laws of nature, of both the outer and the inner. There are many languages in
this old world, and when you live in a country you learn the language thereof, so now
you will learn the language of the true knowledge of the inward self, the mind and all
its levels. Man is the mirror reflection of this whole universe, and like the acorn and
the fish, there are exploding energies from within that form our dynamics. A new
paradigmatic model of reality is brewing, and you will embrace it when the proper
knowledge is given to aid you on the greatest quest known to man; the quest to know
thy self; and then to know all that is not you.



You (we) are such an important secret that you are never explored because you are
over all actions on this earth, a witness to everything, and you are the consciously fed
and subconscious knower of everything. You are sitting on a gold “mind” of power!
Did you know that you contain all the enchanting mysterious wonderments that hold
this universe together?

We are living in one manifestation of paradise right now, and you are the reason it
was brought forth. Remember that the physical eye sees only what the physical brain
allows it to see. But there are two types of vision, the physical and the spiritual. Do
you want to find that gap in the universe that explains truth by revealing it; and
beauty, wisdom and love? Do you wish to mine for all the secrets of life? The gap in
the universe is within yourself; for you are indeed it. Please go boldly where few men
have dared to tread, for it is the sacred ground of your cosmic mind.

The world has changed greatly since 1891. Mankind has had a stirring of a type of
rhythm change that is reflected in our thoughts to accommodate our accomplishments.
We have gone from the agrarian lifestyle to city life, and dreams have become
realities, for we fly in the air and drive cars. In a mere moment we can communicate
with our cell phones and computers to send messages to any part of this globe. All of
a sudden we are no longer in countries, but have become a global village with friends,
relations, neighbors and colleagues tens of thousands of miles away.

The Sun which stands in the congregation of stars shinning down upon us crosses the
horizon and sends an electrical charge through the earth’s magnetic field daily, sun
rise to sun set. There is a corresponding stimulating effect on the rhythm of the mind
and thus on our senses. Sacred history is the record of the psychic changes that have
taken place over thousands of years as witnessed by the rise and fall of great
civilizations. We are now in a time of a great awakening, when the mind begins to
blossom with the rhythm of life. It is time to decode all mysteries by going within.

What happened to the great thinkers of yesterday? Socrates, Plato, Aristotle ? How
did they become so wise? | am fully convinced they were the torch bearers, and for
some reason enjoyed their different thoughts so much that they left written records to
guide mankind along their evolutionary way. They did not disdain being different, no,
they exalted the new thoughts proudly and taught all who were also lifting to a new
level of consciousness. Richard has taken to task with such ease, just as Plato and
Aristotle, the concepts of the mind to present to mankind. How do | know? 1| can
remember the day | met Richard. I was on a discussion group forum on the internet.
Something came over me, for | had never seen anyone like him. He termed himself
the “Guru Buster”, as he had been dubbed previously by others. But, there was more
going on when he would post. My first labeled “quantum” experience happened with
him. Now that I look back, | am really in awe of this clandestine meeting.

I knew him before | met him. | had seen him in a dream three times. The confirmation
came later when he sent a picture of himself. | had remembered the nose especially in
the dream. A force is not just a straight line with an arrow at one end as | am told.
Richard, like quantum arrows, came at me with such a mega force before I met him,
that he took over my dream.



I will always remember the poem “ | shot an arrow in the air” by H.W. Longfellow....

| shot an arrow into the air
It fell to earth, | know not where
For so swiftly it flew, the sight
Could not follow it in it's flight.

| breathed a song into the air
It fell to earth, | know not where.
For who has sight so keen and strong
That it can follow the flight of song?

Long, long after in an oak
| found the arrow still unbroke;
And the song from beginning to end
| found again in the heart of a friend.

H.W. Longfellow

The global village is very close now, for | reside in a Southwest Louisiana town in the
USA while Richard is in the UK, wandering around somewhere on Exmoor. My
degrees are in Speech and Mass communications. After my graduation in 1971, |
worked for one of the largest hotel chains in the hospitality industry out of Phoenix,
Arizona. For over 15 years | was in executive management, and whilst also
continuing my acting career. Later | taught at a Junior College in Alabama. My life
has encompassed with complete dedication to learning the truth of all things and
attaining an affinity with the all. | hope that at the end of your reading, you will
concur with me, that Richard is a part of the history in the making by blazing a
pathway for the minds of today along with his peers of Socrates, Plato, and Aristotle.
After all, “an unexamined life is not worth living.” Socrates.

Thelema Louise Grisham

Louisiana 2002
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06923. Richardson, Dick. The Divine Reality: Transcendent and Immanent.

Exceptional Human Experience, 1995 (DEC). 13(2), 10-27.

This piece consists of five chapters excerpted from a book manuscript. Some briefer
excerpts have been published in various periodicals, sometimes summarized. The
book consists of experiential accounts; the author’s interpretation of the experiences,
and poetry based on his experiences. The primary experiences are presented here
lightly edited and ‘Americanized’. Described are the richest mystical encounter
experiences | have ever read. They span a time period from 1963-1983. The initial
experience happened when Richardson was age 24 and had sat down one evening to
listen to some music and read the paper. The first 4 of 5 parts describes in great detail
(etched in memory) the experiences he had that evening.

The first ‘Purgation’, was “in some respects like being kidnapped by
divine...perfection”. The outer world was stripped away. In the second ‘Isolation in
Limbo’, with his mind free in space, he was stranded in “nothing” and then fell into a
“light hole”. In the third, “Beyond the White: Circumincession of the Trinity of
Being”, one event was experienced from two reference points simultaneously and
seemed to be a trinity. It ended when he and everything else ended... “I and the
universe were no more. It was the end of time”. There follows “Paradise: The Virgin
Womb of Eternity, and a Unification in Resurrection”. Here, “after a non duration of
time there was a re-emergence or resurrection of my being, an annihilation of
annihilation as such, but the like of which could never be dreamed or imagined”. In
this, the longest section, his description is awesome.

The final section, ‘The Dark Side, (1963-1983): Dichotomy and Synthesis’, describes
the years between this first experience and a subsequent one 20 years later. In
between he felt much ambivalence and confusion as he tried to incorporate what he
had experienced while back in the everyday world, which was basically good in itself.



He finally gave up the attempt and tried to forget what he had seen and known. “It
was too good for me and it was too good for reality itself”. He could not figure out
the point of it all, try as he may. After a month or so he had a nightmare, waking in
panic, sweat and even blood. He began to have psychic experiences in response to
questions that concerned him. By age 40 all experiences had ceased.

Then, one spring morning while picnicking with his wife and dog, he had an
experience which, unlike the others, he could not possibly describe. The transcendent
self he had known at age 24 became united with his “earthly self”. The two
experiences came together: “In transcendence the outer | had gone to IT; but here and
now, on earth, IT, the implicate inner reality... had come to me”.

This work has to be read ! R.AW

EDITOR: Rhea A. White



Introduction

and the basics of gnosis

To say that our existence here contains many mysteries is perhaps the greatest
understatement of all time, and that is plainly obvious to all; for a mystery is simply
that which we know that we do know something of and yet also know full well that
we do not fully understand it. But, insofar as all the mysteries that are known by us to
exist then perhaps the greatest and most important of them all, to us anyway, is that of
our own existence and our place in the vast cosmological scheme of things.

Ever since we lived in caves human beings have had an innate instinctual desire or
deep psychological need to understand our situation and place in the vast web of all
that exists; and as to why we exist at all. Or for that matter as to why and how
anything exists at all — and let alone to be known and lived in by we observers of the
observed. Hence, the age old and perennial questions were, and still are: What are
we; Where do we come from: What are we supposed to be doing here, and how best
to go about it: and what happens to us, if anything, when this very brief lifetime here
is over? Thus, the over all question being — What is the purpose (or meaning, as some
like to say) of our existence; if any?

Needless to say that probably every human being that has ever existed has had their
own answer to such questions; or their own guesses and or theories shall we say. And
of course it also seems to be a craze that where answers to these questions are not
found, or assumed not even to exist to be known at all, then the craze is to simply
invent ones own answer according to ones wishes or desires. And sometimes of
course it seems that at least half of humanity jumps on to somebody else’s band
wagon of assertions which are said to be the facts of the matter — hence organised
traditional philosophies, religions, churches, cults, or whatever. | suppose the latter
does eliminate the time and need to do ones own thinking and observing; and
assuming that there is any merit and wisdom in that.

In this day and age (the so called beginning of the third millennium — 2005 c.e.) there
are two organisations which set themselves up as the guru or final authority on the
answers to these perennial questions. One of them is science and the other is the
worlds various religious belief systems. But of course one has to ask oneself as to if
they really are the authority on these questions; and if so then how come, and on
who’s say so. Moreover, science has thousands of various departments all studying
different aspects of the things which we find around us; and religions, and their own
inner sects, must have numbered thousands since humanity first existed here — and all
different at that. So that would certainly eliminate all of them except one (for they
cannot all be right), and it does not imply that any of them are right. But, as | say,
adopting one by choice (or by nurture) does remove the problem of seeking the truth
of such things for ones self; and by simply going along with what somebody else is
claimed to have said, thought or written, in ages past.



My own approach to these thing however, has always been different, and albeit far
from unique. That is to say that | am one of those who is innately content to let life
and existence itself reveal to us its own things, and as to what existence has to offer
us. True, this is no quick way or short cut to answers, but | can see no better or more
genuine (even pragmatic) way for us to go about it than by letting life and existence
itself reveal to us what it is and what it is all about. Hence, simply living it, asking
questions about it, observing it all closely, and finding out as we go along. Let life
and existence reveal what it has on offer to reveal to us; and without our inventing our
own answers to it. Q.E.D. We did not ask to exist, therefore it is life’s job and
function to reveal the answers to us — IT owes US answers; not WE IT. And just how
satisfying and fulfilling to this innate human desire to understand things is it to simply
invent our own answers to it? Well, | cannot answer that question for | have never
done it: so one would have to ask those that do.

When we come into this world we are innately hungry for learning things and then
coming to understand them — for there is no point in learning things if they never
become understood, and hence not used. Knowledge and understanding is for using,
and not simply to satiate an academic desire to know. As a mere child I did not want
to understand my own existence in this world simply for an academic exercise, but
rather that | could use that understanding to best effect in this world as it is here and
now. Why? | do not really know the answer as to why — other than that is the way it
was and is; and my system of inner dynamics simply works that way; and motivates
one that way. It is a bit like asking somebody as to why they love this or that thing or
this or that person. We do not know why exactly, it just IS that way. It is obviously
some kind of deep seated psychological empathy, harmony or resonance. But not
knowing why and how exactly does not alter the fact that it is so — for some
mysterious reason.

However, the point of this preface is simply to state my own perspective and
understanding (thus far anyway), in so far as where | am coming from; for people
seem to love to know right from the start as to what reference point one is speaking
from, and why. Well, the why question is easy to answer; and the answer being that |
find these things to be important for people to give serious thought to — and that it
might just help, albeit perhaps just a few people, to perhaps look at things from a
different perspective to that which is on offer from the so called traditional
indoctrinated modes of thinking about important questions.

There are of course a percentage of people around (and always have been) who spend
all their life devoted to one major topic of interest, and hence take very little else into
their awareness and comprehension. They are invariably seen to be academics and
experts in their chosen field of operation by way of all the effort and study that they
have put into it. But be that as it obviously is one could surely only think of them as
being experts in this or that field if they have come up with the genuine right answers.
For to come to know a hell of a lot about something and having got it all or most of it
wrong can hardly be thought of as being an expert in this or that field.

And then there the folk like myself, which comprise the vast majority of us it seems,
who throughout the course of our life come to have many different interests and
motivations, and hence are not absolute experts or authorities in any of them — but
simply with a more rounded knowledge and understanding of things in general.



Likewise | myself have had very many interests over the last sixty five years; some
short lived and some long term, and hence meandering over many aspects of life. This
of course makes one an expert and authority on nothing at all; and nothing but a mere
amateur on all topics. So, that is my stance and point of reference — totally ignorant of
most things; but not all things.

I mention this simply because one of the things that interests me, quite deeply in fact,
(and which this particular book is about anyway), is a phenomenon which for some
few hundred, or a couple of thousand years even, has been called ‘gnosis’ by many
people. This is a phenomenon that has been studied by academics for at least two
thousand years — and also by other names since we lived in caves. But for at least two
thousand years in the western world both the academics and the amateurs all seem to
differ in their understanding of what this phenomenon really is, and as to how it has
come to be related to a so called belief system or perennial philosophy known as
Gnosticism. Thus, | restrict this book to that phenomenon which they call gnosis — as |
see it. Unlike the multitude of academics on this subject | have only ever briefly read
a few books on Gnosticism, and never studied any of them in a great depth; for it does
not interest me — but the phenomenon which they call gnosis does.

I say this because everything | have to say on this topic (or any other topic for that
matter) is purely down to my own direct conscious experience of things — and not
what | read in books or any other kind of hearsay or indoctrination. | am one of those
kind who have always accepted that knowledge can only come from direct personal
experience — and that the understanding of that data of information can only take
place within ourselves; and that process is all very mysterious indeed — as is
everything else. The truth is that | fully understand nothing at all — and I know it.
Hence, | write from what can only be called humility; but humility is in being smart
enough to be aware that we are not aware of very much — and that there is much more
to become aware of. However, humility, in that sense, does not equate with being
humble and apologetic. And why indeed should any person be apologetic about the
things that living their life has revealed to them by way of conscious existence? You
and | did not bring forth the phenomenon of life and self conscious existence; it is
simply thrust upon us. So, it is not our project as such, it is simply a cosmological
product that we find ourselves in and wish to know and understand as to why.

One more point which I wish to touch upon here before getting on with the book is
that which we call opinions. No matter what you say, or assert, in this world there are
those who like to reply, “Well, that is just your opinion, but it is not mine’! | would
just like to point out to young people that our life here is not about opinions and
beliefs; likes and dislikes etc — it is about existing: learning; understanding, and then
acting on it. Life, for us at least, is about being and becoming. It is indeed a journey
beginning in ignorance of anything and everything on this globe, and then inwardly
evolving through experience and understanding and acting on that understanding. But
we are certainly not all at the same place at the same time on this journey. In the
nature of reality as we come to know it and experience there is both opinions and
matters of fact. And matters of opinion do not always correlate with the matters of
fact. When | was a kid before the age of three | was of the opinion that we lived
inside the world and not on the outer surface of it — and | was wrong. And many
people choose to believe many things that are not so in the matters of fact department.



When it comes to mere opinions which relate to personal likes and dislikes then of
course there is no other truth to relate them to, so they can never be wrong. The fact
that in my opinion the game of chess is far more interesting than the game of golf, and
the fact that many others have a different opinion is irrelevant — other than to
ourselves of course; and variety is indeed the spice of life on a world like this. But if
somebody claims that in their opinion the moon is made out of Stilton Cheese, then
they are wrong; for it is not. If they claim that they believe that it is made out of
Stilton Cheese then so be it — but their belief does not correlate with the facts of
reality as it is — and truth is that which is so about something.

Bringing this back to the topic of this book one must say that there is no such extant
phenomenon as gnosticism, for it can be whatever anybody wants it to be. But there
is such an event which has come to be called (by some) gnosis. And that is a fact of
reality as it is. Up to the point in which | discovered that there were folk who called
this event by that name — and given the vast increase of public interest in it over the
last twenty or thirty years - | used to call this event by the name of mystical
experience — albeit one very particular type of transcendent mystical experience. And
in all truth 1 still prefer that name — albeit that gnosis is much shorter and quicker to
write and say. But | should mention right from the start that when | did first come to
read literature and ancient texts by many of the people who called themselves
gnostics, and had this gnosis, | thought to my self.... “Hang on chum, these ancient
guys and woman are talking about exactly the same thing that | have been talking and
writing about for the last twenty years’ ! Not only that but | found that | had written
things and said the identical things years before, and thinking they were new to this
world, when these folk had being saying and writing stuff that | thought | had
discovered and written about. So, there is very little that is new is there.

However, | did find that nearly all those people of that time were ONLY talking about
one mere half of it all — and missing out on the most important part of it at that. These
people (some of them anyway) certainly had undergone that very profound mystical
experience which is the deepest and most profound mystical transcendent experience
known to man, and they called it gnosis (as good a word as any | suppose); but they
did not mention a jot about even further experience which brought all back to earth
again and rounded the lot of it up. Hence, Gnosticism seems to be the nearest religion
to the truth of things which exist to be experienced by us — but it only goes half way;
and the rest they seem to have invented as have all the religions of priestcraft since we
lived in caves — and still do to this day. So, gnosticism is whatever you want it to be —
but best done away with altogether — along with other man made belief systems. But
the phenomenon of gnosis (a specific transcendent mystical experience encounter) is a
fact of life which we have to live with — like it or not.

My aim here is to talk about this gnosis event (and in fine grain detail) simply from
my own experience of it - not from books or academia — but from life experience
itself. 1 also talk of what it reveals, what effect it has, and also the implications of it.
So that is a personal and private (to me) event and understanding. But one has to point
out the fact that others have known the identical thing, and from antiquity even, and
come to the same conclusions in so far as they had seen of it all. So, it is not
something which is simply relative to the individual observer, but rather a something
in the nature and reality of Man; and Man is a part of the nature of reality; and
seemingly central to it at that.



It is also plain enough that virtually all religions (from what | have read of them
anyway) were originally based upon this experiential event of personal revelation by
way of mystical experience — at least up until the time when the state authorities
(politics and priestcraft) grabbed the controls of this phenomenon for their own socio-
political vested reasons. There is an old saying in politics (and religions — the same
thing really) that the people, the masses, the mob, like to be fooled — so let them be
fooled (whilst we make a profit out of them by exploitation obviously). Well they
sure have been. An ignorant slave is far more useful to people of that ilk than people
who think and act for themselves — and based on what they know from life itself thus
far. And how, and why, | wonder, will they elect their next pope or spiritual advisor?
And will it not be yet more of the same case of the blind leading the blind? We will
see in due course.

So, What are you? From whence do you come? What are you supposed to be doing
here? What is the truth of these things? And who’s word will you take on it and why?
There is one simple and effective answer to this.... Do not take anybodies word on it
— even if they were right — but simply go and find out for yourself. It may take a
while; indeed even a long while; but we are all the same thing at root and all come
from the same ground of being. And back to that ground of being we can and do
return at times — even during a lifetime here; and we all come to eventually learn and
understand the same things; for that is the way it is; and it is all written into your
system of inner dynamics now. Keep in mind that experience only works on the
person that has experienced this or that — tis just like food being digested by our
system and then doing what it does. Your experience can never have the effect of
inner growth and movement on anybody else. At best your experience can be
mentioned to others and then be food for thought for others. It might even inspire and
motivate some of them. But it can never work on them. Hence, even if you come to
hear something which is indeed true of the nature of reality and events, then do not
settle for simply hearing it — but go find it; for it is only in the finding of it that it can
then have the resulting effect of change in the becoming process of our individual
growth. Hence there is no substitute for experience. And no amount of believing this
or that is a substitute for knowing something by experience and then growing from the
effect of it. Beliefs are dangerous in that they can prevent this process from
happening even — for nothing can get into a closed and intransigent mind — not even
the things which exist for life and the nature of reality to spontaneously reveal to us if
we are receptive to them.

We ARE the observers of the observed, and partakers in the cosmic process — so let
the nature of reality do its job on us. That is not only pragmatic, it is also fun, and
illuminating. But above all that — it is necessary in the scheme of things. And the
flow of life and consciousness cannot flow where a damn has been erected by sheer
ignorance and stubborn wilful intent. As has been said many times before — and it is
true: A great miracle and wonder is Man. And man is just a mere part of it all — but
an important part — for nothing could be known without a conscious observer of it all.
And who, on this planet here and now, could do anything about anything if things
were not known and understood to a degree at least. That is what gnosis is for — to act
on it; and become shaped on earth by it. And thus it is done.

*
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The basics of Gnosis

If, in this day and age, one were to pump the words gnosis or gnosticism into an
internet search engine then one would come up with probably more information than
anyone could read during an average lifetime. That in itself is fine. But the problem
is that a newcomer to this subject would be totally lost and confused; for much of it is
saying different things, and some even totally contradictory things. So, most of this
information today is obviously not written by gnostics (people with this gnosis event)
but rather by academics, clingers on, amateurs and what knows else. Also, and as has
happened for centuries, much of what is written about gnosis and gnosticism has
deliberately been written and distorted by people who have some kind of vested
interest in these things not being disseminated and read about — for it conflicts with
their religion or philosophy; and shows much of it up for being what it is — lies and
inventions; and of course simply many distortions which have become the
conventional ‘orthodox’ belief system. Knowledge can be dangerous if it conflicts
with your means of earning a living it seems.

Also, if one were to pump the words mysticism, transcendence, spirituality, etc into
the search engine then things are even worse and even far more of it. Thus, if anyone
has a truly deep and sincere interest in any of these things (or anything else for that
matter) and whilst admitting that they know nothing or very little about the subject of
their interest, then what do they do and what do they take on board as reliable
information? And by what do they make that judgment? Therein lies the rub of an
abundance of information — and which in itself is a potentially good thing of course.
In some respects we live in a very exciting time and with oh so much to do, to learn,
to see, to take part in, whatever. In fact human beings have never had it so good — and
along with all the medical and technological inventions and gadgets; and a little more
personal private time to enjoy them. No, Man has never had it so good.

And yet, on the other side of the coin, we live in a strange and dangerous time. With
so much knowledge, and much of it available to so many people now, we could blow
the planet up into small pieces (and that would end all our problems and arguments;
on this world at least). One lunatic with a machine gun can, and they do, mow down
many people in the vast supermarkets, schools, halls of entertainment, and whatever.
Likewise does there seem to be far more paranoia, neurosis, psychological problems,
suicides, vandalism, helplessness, stress, drunkenness, apathy and sheer hedonism per
capita of population than has perhaps ever existed before. And all this in a time
which gives us so much in the way of potential, communication, luxuries, the benefits
of organised societies, etc etc. Either mankind is some kind of foolish and irrelevant
epiphenomenona in the nature of things or something seems to have gone wrong in
the short term somewhere along the line. And it is predominantly social nurture and
man made religions which is the obstacle to real life.

What has all this got to do with the phenomenon of gnosis one might well ask. The
answer is simple enough — This gnosis event is the only thing which I (and many
others who have known it) have discovered which reveal to us the answers to the
perennial questions. But it does more than just that, for it changes peoples attitudes
and motivations.
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Thus, and it is not often mentioned anywhere (if at all anywhere) that it would be true
enough to say that for all practical and pragmatic purposes the effects of gnosis is
even far more important in human life on earth than that which it actually reveals.

So, what does the gnosis experience reveal in fact? It reveals much; but suffice for
this section to say that, among other things, it reveals (whether ones likes to accept it
or not) that we, the real essential inner being, is not a product of this world at all; and
not manufactured in space and time. It reveals the very deep inner sacred and eternal
ground of our being, and as to what we are whilst there within it. In absolute and
unarguable terms it reveals to us what we are in absolute terms; and in that learning
and knowing we learn something even more important — that which we are NOT.
These things cannot be known and learned in time and space; hence ones
consciousness has to leave them behind and travel back through that darkness which
eventually leads to it. It is like going home (inward and downward through the
emanation of our psyche) by some kind of cosmological gravity. These are not acts of
our own choice, volition and potential, they happen to us and come spontaneously.
There are no magic pills or rituals to achieve this — though many self erected guru’s
would like you to believe that they can sell you a method; but none work. Only life
can reveal this event and its process to you. Hence a kind of cosmological secret
between you and the nature of reality itself. But of course it is no secret at all, and it is
there for everyone — for that is what they are made of. But much more of which later.

I mention that wee bit of information now simply to point out that if many millions of
people on earth had this mystical gnosis of what they are and where they came from
then human existence and human society would become very different from what it is
now and what it has been in the past. Hence, one can also look at it (in group terms
anyway) as being an evolutionary jump in human comprehension and then motivation
by virtue of it. The event is both illuminating and life enhancing. After this gnosis
event the recipients of it are living on another level of being — and albeit on this world
here and now. And no observer could detect this simply by observing them. The only
way to know it is to gain their confidence and talk to them in private. And which I
have been doing for about thirty years now. | can only know that they are talking
about the same thing that | have seen and known by talking to them in private and in
confidence; for | cannot read their mind or jump into their conscious awareness and
live it for them. But so many people could not invent all this stuff; for it is too way
out from both normal daily experience and also from all the things which are taught to
them in schools, universities, and by way of their religions if they ever had one. So,
either there is some kind of mass sub-conscious conspiracy going on or they are
simply talking about their own genuine experience; and just as | speak of my own.

It is plainly obvious to all that over the last fifty years there has been a tremendous
popular interest in Gnosticism; but what is even more important is that evidence
suggests that in each generation there are more reported cases of this mystical gnosis.
So, something very interesting is happening at least. We have to keep in mind that on
the scale of our own individual lifetime evolution moves very slowly.

But, it most certainly seems to be the case that when the hardware is done (physical
creation or emanation) then the evolution seems to be predominantly in terms of
consciousness, awareness, and potentials therein — and there is no set or preordained
time limit on evolutionary change and the becoming process. For perhaps many
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thousands of years it was possible for a person to be born and live their whole life in
more or less the same world and set of circumstances which they had always known.
But even during my own lifetime thus far it is safe to say that the world which | was
born into simply does not exist any more; and the world of today is whole new social
set-up, and hardly anything of what life here was like a mere fifty or sixty years ago.

For the large part of course this particular leap in human social experience on earth is
due, in this instance, to industrialisation and the advanced technology that comes
along with it; and it is as simple and straight forward as that. But of course, at a
deeper level one has to ask as to what is going on in our psyche (or inner system of
dynamics) to bring such events about in the first place. In human social terms change
comes about simply because people demand change, and they go for it. And that
instigates its own set of effects and causations, and of course discoveries that come by
virtue of it. But one should not fail to overlook the fact that something is going on
inside people at a far deeper level than merely that of the rational discursive daily
mind in order for such motivations, feelings, desires, to have an effect on the topside
mind in the first place. Neither does this mean that we (in the fullness of our physical
form) are mere robots acting on impulses from subconscious events — for unless our
daily rational mind and the power of choice, and the willpower to enact it, allows a
thing to happen, then it will not happen. An idea, and or a feeling in the mind, are not
going anywhere unless we choose and decide to act on it.

We are all well aware that we do not create ideas, nor have them by choice, nor
invoke them — they just pop up out of the inner blackness of our subconscious realms.
Hence ideas are not a matter of human choice. But what we do about them and with
them are. There are all kinds of ideas: constructive and practical ideas that are fitting
for their time and place; good ideas that are not practical for their time and place;
ideas that are not constructive at all; and ideas that are downright dangerous and
rotten. None of this is any problem whatsoever however, the problem is what we do
with them. They are much like a challenge are they not.

What do we decide to let out into the world from within us, and why do we choose
this or that idea to manipulate into effect in the first place? Unless one is mentally
deranged in some unfortunate way then we all have the power to say yes or no to any
idea which pops up into our conscious mind. And upon such things human
civilisations are born and grow. Wars start and end in the human mind. Towns, cities,
villages and hamlets start in the human mind. None of this stuff grows on trees. But
during all this we must never forget that we are ourselves a part of the cosmic flow —
we are not something independent of it and out there watching it from an objective
viewpoint — we are IT in action in time and space; and our volition and freedom of
choice is a part of the cosmic package; so too are the ideas which come to us. So, do
not credit your self with the power and glory of pure invention from nothing; for it
does not work that way and it is not like that at all. But the degree of freedom of
choice in our actions, and the power to enact it, which we do have is much indeed —
and at this point in time can we really cope with it? And what guides our actions?

Well, that is the crux of gnosis — it guides our actions. One of course can be, and
often is, simply guided by what we call our inner gut feelings; even fully fledged
gnostics do just that for much of the time; and it is good and necessary. But with this
mystical gnosis these ‘gut feelings’ are no longer sub conscious for the large part; for
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one is fully conscious of as to why one makes this or that choice — for they know what
they are; they know their SELF. There is an old saying in esoteric literature which
goes like this.... Let us make Man in our image. This sounds like a paradox of some
kind does it not. But it is not; it is as simple and obvious as daylight. What it means
is that a person in time and space (here and now) is simply affirming that he or she
wants their temporal mind and personality to become an incarnate reflection of that
part of their self which exists in that sacred womb of eternity; the ground of being;
home — or Paradise or Elysium as some like to call it. That is all it means. It is the
affirmation whilst in time and space of a desire for an essential ideal which is found,
known and lived, in the ground of our being. It means, ‘let me become like you’. But
the “‘me’ and the ‘you’ are simply the same thing; or that is to say that the incarnate bit
is a product and extended emanation of the transcendent bit. And that is all it really
means. One could also say.... Oh, my love, wouldst that you and I could grasp this
sorry scheme of things anew and remould it a little closer to our hearts desire. Or one
could say — let it become on earth as it is in paradise. Same thing. It all means the
same thing. Hence the knowledge of experience of that level of being is ones guide
through life on earth — from mere instinct into direct conscious experience and
knowledge. And thus it is. So, conscious experience is not for nothing; and nothing is
for nothing.

Now, think on the truth of this. If one were simply prattling on about a good one-off
experience, even that sublime transcendent mode of existence, then my answer to it
would be — so what?! If one hears it said that one is not a product of time and space
but rather an emanation of eternal being, then my answer to it would be — so what;
one lifetime is more than enough for me! If one is told that one must do this or that
for the good and not do this or that for it is wrong; then my answer to it would simply
be go to hell, for I will do what I feel to be fitting, and what | want to do. | was like
that as a child and | am still like over sixty years later. | will not be told what to do by
any man or any so called god. I will not be pushed around by anyone at any time.
Many have tried but nobody and no organisation has ever succeeded. | will often do
what | am asked if I will do — but it will be of my choice; and the choice of nothing
else. And if people and society do not like it they have two choices — to lump it or
blow me away. And that is their choice. So, | am not the nicest and most convivial
guy that ever walked the face of the earth. And gnosis does not alter any of that nor
does it demand anything from one. One does what one does out of pure unconditional
love. And that is it — nothing else. So this spiritual gnosis experience does not turn one
into a nominee for an old ladies Sunday afternoon tea party scenario. Gnosis is about
passion — raw undiluted cosmic passion for TO BE. That is what it is and does.

Gnostics (genuine ones) cow-tow to nobody and nothing; and they do their own thing
until the day they are no longer extant on earth; for they know what they are and they
know where they came from and they know what they are doing here and why. And
that is it. The gnostic has affinity with creation (the cosmos of all being and
existence) and the creative pulse; and hence that implies and means everything which
exists.

Now, one has to add to that above statement that any gnostic, of any time and place,
any race or culture, any political system, can only operate in the time and place they
are existing in. They do not live in a dream world or fantasy or make believe. They
have no time or need for faith or religions. Neither do they require substantiation of
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their being and existential position from anything or anyone. The gnostic sees no
problem or contradiction between matter and pure metaphysical energy (or as some
like to think spirituality and the world as it is).

It is true enough that some aspects of contrived gnosticism (which is not gnosis |
hasten to repeat) is said (by whom one can only guess) that gnostics find this world to
be a prison for the spirit and soul, and hence this world or indeed all matter is some
kind of inferior product of the creative emanation; and brought forth by some kind of
lesser power. This is absolute tosh, lies, and distortions of the truth if it. | for one
would rather be here on earth than existing in that transcendent mode of being. And
there is just so much to say on this — and which | have said in other books, hundreds
of articles (and poems) and many thousands of emails — that I m not going to say it all
again here. Suffice to say here that here on earth, in time and space, | have freedom
from the divine ground of being; and | intend using that incarnate freedom with every
fibre of my being and until the last breath has been extinguished in the lungs.

In the paradise of the ground of being one has no freedom; no choice, nothing
changes, so on and so forth, but here on earth | can say ‘I love you’ — and then do
something about it. | love my freedom (no matter how short lived it might be) and |
love to sit among the trees, walk the hills, feel the sun wind and rain on my skin — and
talk and laugh with children. And that is not only good but it is what creation and
existence is all about - TO BE. And to be a walking, breathing, active part of it all.
And thus it is. Matter and material creation is divine. You can have paradise, | will
have the earth, and space and time, and freedom from the divine and sacred ground of
being. And I love it all — but I can only act here. Thus is gnosis and being. We are
not made for paradise and eternity; we are made IN the paradise of eternity for here
and now, on a physical world with freedom of choice in our actions. But that freedom
of course must not conflict with the freedom of others — it has to be freedom in
collective harmony and accord; laughter, singing and dancing with creation and the
sum of the all. That is how it is for the gnostic mind.

But of course, that is not how we find it here on earth, and that is why the
mystics/gnostics often weep when alone. They are not weeping for themselves, but
for humanity and the physical globe itself — and indeed, for creation itself. But, as |
say, a gnostic can only operate in the world which they find themselves existing in.
But they also know, or soon come to realise, that this world is not very evolutionary
evolved as yet — and that takes time; and change; and effort on behalf of the collective
sum of human beings on earth here and now, and at any point in time. This world can
only become what people allow it to become and hence strive for. Nothing else is
going to do it for us —and YOU is where the proverbial buck stops. If this world is not
good enough, not fitting to the dignity of man and the life force — then it is your fault,
so look to yourself. And that means everyone. You cannot complain and then do
nothing about it — or perhaps even more fitting to say that you cannot do nothing
about it and then complain. For this world reaps what the consensus of humanity
sows. And the world will not come right, or even improve a little, until humanity gets
itself right, or even improves a little. And so it is. And that is gnosis.

So, is this world of today (2005) the worst place a gnostic could find themselves in?

No, far from it. In fact it is probably the best time for so many people that the world
has yet known. But this world of today, is, without any shadow of doubt, the most
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dangerous time that has ever existed on earth. And there is much to do to even make
it all a little better — and the starting point is not in discovering your spiritual realm, or
gnosis — it starts in politics and human actions derived from their desires.

But what is happening now; and what is playing games with the human mind by
trying to manipulate their desires? Rampant International Monopoly Capitalism is.
And therein lies the rub and the major problem on earth at this point in time. | am
informed that over the last twenty years South America has lost eighty percent of its
rain forests; and this is despite being fully aware now that the world cannot breath
without tree’s — that is why they are there; so that we can exist here. What happened
on Easter Island? And did we not learn the lesson of it then? Oh, but this has got
nothing to do with spirituality they say. Like hell it has; it has got everything to do
with it. | need somewhere to live and act out my life — and so will the next generation
— if there is one on this planet. Rampant commercial profit is killing the world, and
not even slowly these days.

Does any of it really matter in the long term — because there must be millions of
worlds for life to exist on? Yes, it matters, for this world is the home of its people, and
life, and it matters. It could well all go pear-shaped by outside forces and events
anyway - and the world will end one day anyway. But, in the meantime, this world of
humanity is the product of your and my efforts — nothing else. In the final analysis
will they say as to how well done it was of Mankind on earth whilst they did have the
opportunity? That is the criteria one should be working on and toward — not simply
‘what can | do which suits me best’. People have to grow up and see the bigger
picture. And gnosis does just that — and steps one back out of it all for a while — to
see the bigger picture. And it works; | know. That is gnosis.

So, is gnosis practical and pragmatic or is it not? You decide in your wisdom. But |
should find that wisdom within you first if I were you — for you cannot use that which
you have not found and thus able to use. Instinct and gut feeling is fine — but
knowledge and understanding it is even better — and it does the job quicker. And that
is why we have it whilst we live on earth. The dead can do nothing about these things
or this world — only you can do that here and now. Tis worth remembering — for in
due course remembering can be very painful — until such time that it is annihilated —
and that is a gift to the mind. By ‘mind’ | mean cognitive existence. And cognitive
existence is that which says ‘I AM’ and ‘I AM ME’ and ‘I AM WHAT | AM’; and it
is you. YOU are the first to be brought forth from the point of no duration and no
extension. Not you the incarnate physical body and personality; but YOU the
cognitive essence of your being; the real you that endures beyond time and space. But
keep in mind as to what is the point of existing and being if you do not use it to the
full whilst you have it in form, in time and in space? Be yourself, know your SELF,
and make your form a living incarnate reflection of that SELF which exists in
eternity; for you too are from eternity, and here for this purpose.

Should you believe this and then have faith that it is true? No. Simply put yourself in
the path of having it come to you — that is all you can do. And when empty of trivia
and thinking, and selfishness — it will eventually come spontaneously — for it has no
choice in the matter; that is what it IS and what it does. And that I know for an
absolute fact. These things, and life and existence itself, is not for believing; it is for
knowing it, and for living it; here, now, and always; and anywhere that one can exist.
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If you feel, or believe, that there is some kind of alienating barrier between you (the
observer) and the objectivity of the observed; then pull down that barrier yourself, for
it is only there within you. With the gnostic there is indeed a duality in creation — the
observer and the observed. But with the gnostic it is not an alienated duality; it is but
a divine dance, harmony and union, between the observer and the observed. | do not
live for me, | live for the dance and the union of the two — for it is good; and better
than to be without it.

I am not the phenomenon of the tree which | observe — but the vision of it is a part of
me, and the cosmic marriage of the two in one perception, is a part of me and IT; and
the result is a gift divine and wondrous. Have you ever existed where nothing else
existed but your self — with no objectivity? | have, and it is not good; it is a dark and
lonely place — and | call it LIMBO. I have known it — but the world of objectivity,
and forms, and time and space to walk among it all, is a better place to be. To lose
yourself amongst all this, and live for IT, is what it is all about on earth. You cannot
love life if you love only your self. But when you know it, you will love both IT and
your self existence IN IT. And IT needs you as much as you need IT — for that is why
IT and YOU exist. The consummatum of creation is done on earth. And | have
known it; and lived it; and it is good — good beyond words to encompass it. That is
fully fledged gnosis. To know paradise and your SELF is only a half of it; but to know
the world and objectivity is the other half of it — and gnosticism does not know that.
But | do, and so do others — and that is the fullness and resolution of gnosis, and TO
BE. And thusitis.

Religions of priestcraft claim (and wrongly claim) to give you real life only when you
are dead and gone from here; and only if you believed them. They are life parasites.
But the nature of reality and its natural gnosis give you real life here and now, and
always; and anywhere it may send you. And thus is the truth of it. There is more than
just this world of time and space. But here on this world of time and space the cosmic
project is fulfilled — but it cannot do that without YOU. Life does not exist to fulfil
you or your plan, but rather you exist to fulfil ITS goal and plan. Do you see? And do
you see how important YOU are? And can you shirk that responsibility? You sure
have the power to do so and say no — sod the lot of it. That is the miracle of your
freedom of choice — for man is not a robot; but a free entity whilst in time and space.
But it is guided and motivated by the wisdom within it, and which resides within it at
its deepest inner root — home; from whence it came. A spark of the eternal life force,
and the project of TO BE. These then are very basics of gnosis; what it reveals, the
effects which it brings, and implications for further events yet to come. If anything
contradicts or conflicts with these things, then it is not gnosis, but something else.

Within these pages | will not only say much more but | will repeat the little which 1
have said in the preface here in far more detail. Unlike the claims of self erected
guru’s and charlatans, and bishops and popes et al, | cannot give this gnosis to
anybody. | cannot even share it with them — and that is not my job anyway.
Moreover, and as many do, one could simply shut up and say nothing to anybody; and
that is also our choice; and that would be dead easy and generate a lot of peace and
quiet for myself. But | know that life is for sharing; and | also know, that on
occasions at least, words do have some power in making a few people think for
themselves; and thinking can and does bring forth changes.
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One could also talk and write in such a way that many seem to like to believe that so
called mystics or spiritual people should talk (there are hundreds of thousands of that
ilk on bookshelves all over the world — and most of them are utter rubbish and
irrelevant junk). But no, | talk to people, and always have done, simply from what |
am here and now — an ordinary person with a burning desire to see a better world for
children to be born into — for | have five of my own (and that alone was enough work
for one lifetime me thinks).

Likewise do | write (I am no writer by the way) in the same way in which | talk and
think; for I know of no other way of doing it. And neither do I pull punches or beat
around the proverbial bush of niceties and political correctness (whatever that is
supposed to mean). | can only be myself — and | would not want to be anybody else
anyway. | know full well that | know so little about so many things, and that | am
dead ignorant of some things. But within these pages | do talk about what | do know
from life experience — and the passion which goes with it. And, of course, one does
not bother to take the time to talk and write for nothing — nothing is for nothing. At
best | hope the following can help some others when they first come to encounter
these things for themselves — for | had to walk alone with no confirmation of anything
from anybody for many years. And that can be lonely — but it does not bother me
personally.

But even better than that if, at least some of these pages, could also help to inspire
some young minds (which is seriously lacking on this world right now) then that
would amount to a small miracle of achieving the seemingly impossible. Well, we
live in hope whilst time lasts here do we not. Anyway, what is the point of aiming for
a mere miracle when one could have a stab at achieving the impossible? Oh yes, and
a prerequisite for all budding gnostics is a crazy sense of humour — for you will need
it to survive in this world.

Back in the mid 1980°s | began to receive many letters and telephone calls, and many
of which were from some very well known people of that time, asking me to talk and
write about the phenomenon of this mystical gnosis experiences and its effects, and as
to what exactly it revealed. This was due to my having written some private poems
which were found and distributed by a certain person without my knowledge or
consent. Initially 1 was quite annoyed and had no interest in talking or writing of such
events. However, not only did | become amazed by the amount of interest in these
things but also by the sincere attitude toward it by so many highly intelligent and
serious people. But be that as it was | could not even imagine as to how one could put
all this into simple prose and within the limited space of mere books and articles;
hence | was still very disinclined to attempt such a seemingly impossible and fruitless
task at that time.

However, initially | simply gave them something to read for their own interest which
put the verses into experiential context in simple prose, and left it at that; and which |
called the Exegesis. On doing this | was informed that | was talking about the most
deep and profound mystical experience event known to mankind — presumably from
folk who had had a long and deep interest in these things for many years. And who
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was | to argue with them, for | had never studied such things up to that point in time.
And thus it was that like it or not, want it or not, and initially by way of simply
writing letters and answering questions, that for the next twenty five years, ones life
was simply taken over by something which one did not even want to get involved
with in the first place. | suppose the moral being that whilst we are busy making our
plans life unfolds irrespective of them.

Looking back now over the last forty five years | have to ask myself as to whether it
was all really worth it or not; leastwise up to this point in time. Alas I think perhaps
not. My innate instinctive gut reaction at that time was simply to keep it to myself;
and maybe | should have stuck to it. But I came eventually to communicate with
many thousands of folk all over the world, and especially so after the advent of email
communication. It would seem to me now, from hindsight of all that, (including a
few death threats along the way — and which did not bother me one jot) that any real
good that it might have done was in such a small percentage of cases that it is hardly
worth the effort involved. But then again, and perhaps in the greater scheme of
things, maybe to have helped just a few along the way who were beginning to find
these things for themselves anyway was as much as could be thought of as
worthwhile. But in this world, as it is as yet anyway, to try to convince folk that life
experience and its effects is more important and profound than their self erected or
indoctrinated beliefs or wishes, is a few bridges too far - as yet anyway.

Whilst humanity places more regard and importance to their belief systems as
opposed to the extant reality of their own mind and the nature of reality itself, then
maybe society and humanity gets what it deserves — in a simple cause and effect
relationship. The following pages are but a mere small collection from the books,
articles, poems, email communications, which | did eventually come to write some
time ago now, and because | was asked to do so. Some folk told me that they also
liked to read of my personal feelings about all these things, and also of my
interactions with people over the years; so | have included just a few of those as well.
I have pointed out that I am not a writer, nor a poet, nor an academic, and | can only
write in the same way that | talk and think. But some at least have claimed to enjoy it
that way, for it comes over as real, they say. But as to whether it does or does not
then | have no option anyway, for | have no magic ability to turn a pigs ear into a silk
purse. So, before continuing with this final edition | would just say this.....

Humility is being intelligent enough to be fully aware that one is not aware of very
much; as | have previously said; and time is both the redistribution of energy and the
emergence of our personal understanding of things. But time, changing events, is not
the only teacher of things which we have to come to eventually know and thence
understand; for so too is the teaching wherein there is the lack of moving time and
changing events. When we do however come to discover, and thence eventually
understand a little more than we did, then we also find that humility is added to as
opposed to being removed. And those that find the truth of this will know their Self.
Or, to put it another way, those that come to know their Self, will also simultaneously
know this to be true: and truth is that which is so about something which exists in fact,
not in fiction or lies or make believe.
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When we come into this world we do so in total ignorance of anything and
everything, much like a clean slate or a clean start to things. There are of course
fields and forces operating below the level of our conscious awareness, and we are
naturally enough connected to all the forces and dynamics which come to shape our
being, and to say nothing of some kind of mysterious life force without which we
would not exist at all. However, we are not consciously aware of these things on
coming into this world. Thus, that which we call knowledge is the stuff, data, which
we acquire about all things, and ourselves, by way of consciously existing; for while
unconscious we know and experience nothing - oblivion. Hence, everything we ever
come to learn, know, understand, is done by way of personal conscious existence; a
gnosis by way of personal life experience.

When it comes to knowledge however, it seems to be believed or accepted by some
people that the things which we come to hear or read are some kind of acquired
knowledge, but in reality that is not so; for that is but mere hearsay, and which maybe
true and maybe not; but we do not know for sure as to which. Hence, | for one do not
accept hearsay as personal knowledge. Knowledge is that which only life, and living
it, can give us; and privately on the inside of our being. If that which somebody tells
us, or that which we read, is indeed true, then fine; but it is their knowledge not ours;
for ours has to be learned the hard way — by living it and experiencing it. This does
not of course mean that the data or information of hearsay is of no value; for indeed it
is all food for thought and contemplation, and can also warn us of things to look out
for. But one should not confuse hearsay with that of the direct knowledge of personal
life experience; for to do so is a potentially dangerous cull-de-sac to enter into; and
assumption is not a good travelling companion.

In this day and age we seem to have no one simple word to differentiate between
experiential knowledge and that of such things as inference, deduction, hearsay, and
mere beliefs; and therein lays one of the greatest stumbling blocks for the human
mind. It is by virtue of this confusion between true knowledge of experience and that
of hearsay, inference or deduction, that one can become captive and slave to those
who wish to control the minds of people for their own vested interests and hence gain
power and authority over them; as has been used by corrupt politics, priestcraft and
their organised religions; and also self erected false gurus, for millennia. And still it
goes on.

I have mentioned that there was a very well known saying, and which vast empires
have implemented and been built upon - Vulgus vult decipi — decipiatur. And which
means, ‘The common people like to be deceived — deceived let them be’. And deceived
they certainly have been. It seems that for some folk knowledge is power, and the
lack of it in others is highly advantageous for the purpose of exploitation; and
religions and politics know this only too well, and are the past masters at using it for
their own ends. And still it goes on yet again. The humour and flip-side of course is
that in the end life itself always wins, and comes to teach people what they have to
know in order to play their role and serve their purpose and function in the vast
scheme of things. Hopefully the practice of priestcraft and its divisiveness will not
survive this millennium; and along with other such mass hypnotic and dangerous
regimes such as rampant international monopoly capitalism and the world-wide drug
trafficking scene.
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It is high time that humanity got its act together; for nothing else will do it for us.
Greed, selfishness and alienation is not the way to a better world to live on and bring
children into. As a mere child it struck me as amusing that Humanity, which calls
itself the most intelligent life form on earth, did not even know what it was, where it
came from, and as to what we are supposed to be doing here and why they exist even;
and yet at the same time being actually aware of our own ignorance. But, being fully
aware and accepting this axiomatic ignorance is an advantage or potential which other
life forms here did not have it seems — axiomatic knowledge of their ignorance of
things. For if one is fully aware that we come here ignorant of anything then that
knowledge acts as a catalyst and motivation to learn things, and then hopefully to
eventually understand things. But why? What is understanding for in the vast
scheme of things; and where does all that learning and understanding end? What is
understanding for? It is obviously not an end in itself. No, understanding is for using
that power of past experience wisely and effectively for the very purpose of its
existence and playing our part in the whole. And nothing is for nothing.

Hence, we come to learn that human existence is not just a learning curve for the sake
of learning things which is an end unto itself, but rather for using it effectively. And
thus it is that our existence, and all existence, is not only a case and phenomenon of
being, but also of becoming. If we compare modern day humanity, and the power
which the collective of humanity has with that of ancient cave dwellers and hunter
gatherers, then there is no comparison. True, on an individual basis you and I alone
are no more powerful than any individual cave dweller was, for we cannot achieve
much alone. But together we can move out into space, bring forth wonders, achieve
much; and make this world a better place for beings to come into. And thus we soon
learn that no man is an island and that the nature of reality itself forces us to live
together, to work together, and to achieve things together; and thus the need for real
open politics and co-operation. Society, or indeed the world of humanity itself, is of
course the sum of the parts; but the sum of the parts working and striving together can
achieve far more than the individual sum of human beings working alone. So there is
a lesson for the learning in that one too.

If all the stars were paper, and all the space was ink, and if | had forever, the time for
which to think; then never would the stars suffice, and ne’er would spread the ink, to
tell the story of my love, and what | came to drink. And even if the words were there
to shed a little light, among the existential gloom of those in troubled flight, would
that amount to giving what is not mine to give, or can the power of the word
encourage them to live? A little learning is a dangerous thing, or so it has been said;
but if you do not give it now, then you cannot when you’re dead. And for what
purpose then | ask is freedom given for? The choice is mine, at least for now, to give
them something more: to tell them of from whence they came, and to whither they
return; for the end is the beginning - and so much there is to learn. And never did the
ancients of that mystic thread through time, describe the realm of paradise - So I’ll
make that project mine.

So list to me old Omar, of whence you come and go; and that of which you had no

ken, but dearly longed to know. I'll turn a few old pages, the lesson for to see, beyond
sans wine, and dust to dust; beyond the temporal tree. You wondered what the
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vintners buy with that from which they sell, that ever could be quite as good, and do
the work so well. There is another vine you see, much sweeter than the brew; who’s
roots go deeper into truth, and lift your mind anew.

So many doors you entered, and tallied there so long; but ne’er a one there told you of
the singer and the song. So stay a while yet longer while | tell of what | know; and
the swan-song of my story, of whence we come and go. But better by far than being
told, as many have done from days of old, just sit alone with quiet mind, and let the
mystic road unwind. You seek it now and then you say, but your spirit seeks you
every day. Fear not the journey through the dark, or being alone without a spark, of
light to guide you on your way, for such it is, whence comes that day. Or learn it now
but second hand, from those who lend a helping hand, to save you fear upon that day,
when spirit takes you far away. Once upon a time there was a time when there was no
time; and the end is as the beginning, and the beginning as the end. And you already
know it, if you did but know it.

Would that I could sleep tonight, and ne’er awake again; and shackled to my soul
could take the harbinger of pain; that catalytic virus now which burrows like a screw,
and entwines itself like poison on what was pure as dew. For if | did not love you,
then | would never care, and never would | worry, or your pain then have to share; but
it is done - | love you; and the dark side I must know, until the temporal course is
through; when all the pain will go. Why is it thus, that love must have its dark side
like the Moon, or rust beneath a painted sheen which shows itself so soon? Ah love!
Could we conspire to grasp this sorry scheme, and mould it in a fashion more
conducive to our dream?

Thus it is, the analogy, that the ‘Cave of Shadows’ is true; but alas we never know it
until we see the other view; of light beyond the light we know, and in temporal fields
returned. And whence comes such a time on earth when the inner light so true, by
each and every being is prominently in view? But still | say, dear Omar, and unto you
my love, me thinks it’s not the time on earth where such truth fits like a glove, while
the sacred cow of profit rings its hollow bell, exploits through fear and violence, and
intimidates then of hell. | understand that in due course such things will come to be
when the seed of inner movement engulfs temporality. But the climate of the
temporal mind, me thinks is not yet ripe, but wallows still in Somnus, in a depth
which is unripe. The time is not yet ready to reap the Golden Fleece: return then, to
your magic realm; and rest - in heavenly peace.

Sometimes I’ve cursed the day | saw beyond the temporal tree, and the innocence of
beauty amid this worlds poverty. Life could be so simple if such things we never
knew; or observers of such wisdom at least were not so few. Where knowledge is but
second hand at best it makes one think; but when you know; you can compare; and
that is pain to drink. You cannot be affected by what you do not know; but that which
you have been in which set the heart aglow, can never be forgotten, negated or put
down, and that is why the mystics weep when this world they look around. Think not
such knowledge is all fun while on this world we dwell; for if you care to sup of truth,
then you must drink it well.
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Knowledge which is second hand, like an angelus that rings, offers knowledge of the
truth, without the pain it brings. Enjoy your time among the trees when next the gate
swings in the breeze! But times there are, which sometimes come, ‘tis easier said, my
friend, than done. Thus, | would cast such Wisdom many fathoms deep; that only
those who long for truth its knowledge would then reap. But neither do | have to, for
it is already done, by one that is much wiser, and to which all things must come. But
knowledge which is second hand, like an angelus that rings, offers knowledge of the
truth where the child of Wisdom sings. But to seek within religion for the singer and
the song, is much like opening vintage wine with the aid of a nuclear bomb. And
when at last your reason knows, no more then can be done, and offers up its being -
When you need Me - | will come!

Can you imagine a place which is beautiful beyond compare, in which you are in
ultimate love such as you have never known could exist, and in ecstatic perfection
which never changes; and there are no people there to spoil it or commercialise it?
Well, such a place exists. | will tell you of it herein in detail — and how many so
called gnostics do that? But keep in mind that this is only a half of it, for there is
more; and | will also talk about the more. And how many so called gnostics do that?
And what does priestcraft tell you? They tell you nothing at all about your Self,
spirituality; the transcendent realm, nothing at all. All they tell you is how to live your
life, and to believe what they tell you — and only that way will your receive a ticket to
paradise and eternal life. They are humbugs and cretins and parasites of life and
humanity — and they must go.

But in a way, there is a price to be paid; and | wrote the price above. There is only
one resolution to this dichotomy and heartache, and that is for us to become a
reflection and mirror image of what we are in Essence in the ground of our being.
And | will tell you of it now. But words, alas, are only sign posts, symbols, not the
thing itself; and the rest is up to each of us. For the nature of reality has done its part
of the job already, right at the beginning; and the remainder is our job and
responsibility. We only have to ‘eat’ and digest what is there already. Open our
mind, and wisdom can creep in to reveal what we are; and when it does we know and
understand what we are doing here. And when we understand what we are then we
come to understand the nature of objectivity also; and when done then the two dance
in harmony and accord as if one. Thus is gnosis and its effects. And it is so. May
you find it and fare well in this lifetime.
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Chapter 1

A Fresh Start and New Social Paradigm.

According to modern day academic neurology people who spontaneously undergo
events known for millennia as inspirational and revealing mystical experiences
(indeed even psychic experiences) are suffering from rapid brain deterioration. Their
words not mine. And readers can make of their assertion what they will. To an
extent, but not quite so much these days, academic psychology takes a similar view,
although never having claimed the above to the best of my knowledge. So be it, and
that is their view. It is strange therefore that from the beginning of human existence
on earth people have gone searching for these things by all kinds of methods and
trying to invoke them — the quest for the grail of understanding and the sacred ground
of being. Well, academia has been wrong before; and maybe there is the mere whiff
of sour grapes in the air. Moreover, among the living mystics whom | have met and
spoken with, there is at least one Nobel Prize winner, and many fine active brains.
And this rapid brain deterioration must surely take a long time to effectively kick in,
for | have been around here for near on seventy years, and without a days illness, and
never a headache or the loss of a good nights sleep. Some brain deterioration indeed.

The word psychology means the study of self. But academic psychology is little more
than the study of behaviourism. That is to say as to how a person behaves to this or
that life experience, event or phenomenon. But it says nothing about the thing,
phenomenon, entity, which is doing the behaving; that is to say the Self itself. So,
what is the real us when all the parts which are not the real essential vital Self are
extracted from the system of our dynamics? By virtue of the way consciousness
works, human beings, and presumably all cognitive life forms, experience a duality of
existence; that is to say the observer (their self) and the observed (all the things which
are not our self). But nothing in science, neurology, psychology, or even the existing
social paradigm, addresses the question of what that Self really is. So, what are we?
Where do we come from? What are we supposed to be doing here? And how best
can humanity come to live in peace and harmony with all other life forms and the
nature of the observed, and whatever that might be while independent of our
observation of it? And where is it all going in the evolutionary process on earth?
And how and where can we learn these things?

Would it be fitting of this amazing and complex thing which we call reality, or
creation, to bring forth such intricate beings, in a complex and mysterious cosmos, to
simply let them wander around not knowing what they are, where they come from, or
what we are supposed to be doing here — and indeed, to whither we go. No it would
not be fitting. It is often said that we come into this world without an owners manual
or instruction book. But they are wrong, for the data comes with the package. But
not printed as a book tied around our neck on arrival here; but rather all written within
the package itself. And to find it we do not have to look outward to the world and
physical universe, but rather inwards, deep into the nature of the mind and psyche
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itself. And nothing is left unwritten — for it goes back to before the beginning of
moving time; and so too does the mind itself. And we are Mind. The nature of reality
does not leave us bereft of what is needed, and what is needed to be known. On earth,
as yet, we are but very new, very young, and there is a long way to go. And before
moving on in freedom and volition we have to grow up; and all that is needed for the
job, is supplied in the beginning — and in the essential and temporal physical system.

In many respects, especially technology, human beings today are so far in
evolutionary advance of what human beings were a mere few thousand years ago, let
alone fifty thousand years ago or more. But in some things, and some understandings,
we are no further ahead than they were in consensus terms. For human beings have
asked the so called ‘perennial questions’ ever since human beings could first think
and communicate with each other; but we are no nearer answering them today (in
social terms) than they were then. Hence the perennial questions are still the
perennial questions; except for those with this particular mystical experience - gnosis.

In view of the fact of human ignorance of so many things we know well enough that
certain types of people desire to fill the gaps in our understanding of the nature of
reality and the nature of ourselves with their own ideas, beliefs, myths, religions and
philosophies. But self created beliefs and wishful thinking are not a substitute for
knowledge of reality and thence coming to understand it. Why does the nature of
reality bring forth consciousness, and individual beings, life forms, through whom
this stream of consciousness flows? Why does the nature of reality need
consciousness at all? For an answer to these things then study and come to know your
Self; for therein the answers are found — and eternally waiting for us. And the mind of
man is ever tied to the cross of time and eternity. And that | know.

Moreover, you and | know well enough that we are not the phenomenon of
consciousness itself, but rather something which mediates consciousness: a something
which consciousness can flow through. We know this because we still exist during
dreamless sleep in which we can be woken up again, and then the flow of the stream
of consciousness goes into action again. So, consciousness is something which we
have but not something which we are. The irony of course is that without the flow of
consciousness we would not even know that we existed at all, even though we do.
Everything we ever know, experience, understand, think, observe, all of it, is done via
consciousness. The flow of consciousness. But likewise we know that there is a vast
depository of ‘stuff’ and inner dynamics of our personal system, and reality itself,
which are operating all the time and whilst below the level of normal daily conscious
experience. Consciousness, for most of the time, “sits’ on top of creation, so to speak.
Like an outer crust of a deeper unknown ocean of mysterious events.

I mentioned that psychology is supposed to mean the study of self. Psyche is used for
self, and ology is used for the study of something. So, a reasonable word for an
important study. But, as | said, psychology does not address the question as to what
that Self actually is whilst independent of the way it behaves in the world and in
human society. So, the age old questions remain.... What are you? And where do
you start, or have your ground of being? And why do you exist at all? In the nature
of reality one would imagine that nothing would be easier than something. But many
things exist; including conscious entities — the observers of the observed. Why so?
What needs us on the cosmological scene? And why? And how is it constructed?
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I, like some others, always was a nosy so and so, and asked myself millions of
questions. It is quite natural really until society claims that it has already given you
all the answers. So, the kids stop asking questions. | was lucky, for I did not have an
education to dump along the way; other than the education from life experience itself.
And it seems to work good enough for the job. I will relate the story later.

Well, they cannot answer the question as to what we are, so therefore they like to
believe in the meantime that it is all an accident, and that our existence has no
cosmological function and is the product of random meaningless events — some kind
of chaos arising from chaos and existing in continued chaos. Well, 1 claim they are
wrong; simple as that. Counter to this of course people have invented so many myths
and religions that their number since the dawn of their advent is unknown and now
unknowable. For every tribe had its cultural myths and social beliefs to fill these
mysterious gaps of knowledge. And they, just like monopoly capitalism works,
eventually merge and combine until the world, as it is today, eventually has only a
handful of mythological social belief systems to fill the gaps of knowledge and
understanding. And it would seem that approximately one third of existing humanity
subscribes to one of these religions of socio-political priestcraft. And of course the
owners do very well out of it thank you; and are laughing all the way to the bank.

How long will these man made socio-political belief systems which are indoctrinated
into young children (and by governmental law and dictate in some countries) last in a
world which is gradually growing up and getting a little smarter; and indeed on the
verge of moving out into space? One would hope not very long. For the brainwashing
and putting to sleep of young minds in this world is something that neither this world
or society itself can tolerate for much longer without dire psychological and political
problems. Human beings will always search for truth, for it is one of the things which
the mind innately does. But hopefully their love and respect for truth will one day
prevent them from filling the holes in their understanding with glue; and which indeed
becomes a psychological prop, crutch, and a drug which is a cop-out to life itself,
truth, and the nature of reality as is. To live ones life from a book, or a whole book of
mere beliefs, is psychologically dangerous, and a cop-out to living ones own life. For
in all truth, life cannot be lived by proxy. We each have to live life, and know life,
and interact with life, for ourselves. Nobody can do it for us.

However, whilst still very young, about forty years ago, | did discover something very
interesting, and indeed deeply profound and revealing. Well, | did not discover it
exactly, it was simply thrust upon me by life and the nature of reality itself. But I will
share it with you, and it might just shed a little interesting light on things; important
things to be sure. It is something, in fact the only thing which | know in life anyway,
which directly addresses these eternal perennial questions. Most amazing really. And,
without any shadow of doubt, it will also shed some light on the religions of
priestcraft. For it became axiomatic to me that they (priestcraft) did not actually
invent it all — but only about ninety nine percent of this or that religion. Who would
ever had accepted that there was even a grain of truth in them anyway. True, it is only
a mere grain. But it does prove as to where their information came from originally —
before they deliberately distorted it for a personal profit and political control — it came
from the ancient mystics; and mostly the gnostics. But mystics exist in every
generation, even unto this day, and for as long as worlds last for people to exist on.
And one day they will inherit the world, and populate it.
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Anyway, the upshot of all this is that it became clear to me (when | was twenty four
years of age) that religions were originally founded upon direct human experience;
and specifically this psychognosis event (as | prefer to call it). However, it also
became clear to me that the actual religions themselves, as they were structured and
laid out by priestcraft and their scribes, was simply done for self power and socio-
political reasons — such as the Roman Empire for example about seventeen hundred
years ago. And it would seem to me that all other religions have done the same to
some extent; and maybe not all of them by intention for political purposes. But it
amounts to the same mess-up anyway.

Well, you might say that any correlations found between the truth of direct human
conscious experience and that of man-made religions is purely an accident or chance
event. But after reading this abridged volume of all the things which | have written
about it all, judge for yourself; and see what you think. But what | do know, and
which is axiomatic from hindsight, is that the things which | shall be talking of herein
(well, most of them anyway) have been known and experienced by human beings ever
since we first lived in caves. But the event to which it applies has now got such a
large and thick scaffolding of diatribe, lies, inventions and distortions surrounding the
real event (gnosis) that religionists themselves could never see the thing for the
scaffolding. So, | will tear down this edifice of corruption and rebuild it again in three
dimensions. | hope you enjoy the ride. Well, see what you think anyway. And be
careful as to what you brainwash into your children; for not only can they suffer
because of it but they are also the world of tomorrow; and we do not want it run by
brainwashed morons and idiots with deep psychological problems who sleep-walk
through life do we.

So, if you have any interest whatsoever in as to the true meaning of such things as:
purgation, annihilation, resurrection, redemption, love, wisdom, and oh so much
more, then stay with me for a while. But even more important is that event for which
I had to coin the term ‘Psychognosis’. The knowledge itself. Psychognosis does not
mean the study of ones self; it means the Knowledge of Self. And one cannot know
what the essential nature of the observed really is until such time that you have come
to know what the essential nature of our Self is. For when you come into the
knowledge of Self then simultaneously one comes into the knowledge of the deepest
depths of all things. And likewise, it is equally true, that you cannot know this world,
or your Self, until such time that you let them go, and leave them both behind for a
while. And thence come back here of course; and needless to say. | will explain all
this now, and in very simple terms; for | write for young people primarily. An
alternative start for them than from the teachings of both science and priestcraft.

Life is truly interesting, deep, and profoundly mysterious; and we will never
understand it all; and that is a fact. But to simply know it, and ones Self, is to dance
with it in a harmony and essential accord which is the very reason as to why anything
exists at all. And the truth is nearer to one than one would ever believe. And the
nature of reality is both better and smarter, and more profound, than any religions of
priestcraft could ever aspire to even imagining and invent. Know Thy Self. For a
great miracle, dear friend, are you (as it has been said before). But many of those
ancient writers had not found the bit which brought it all back to earth again — The
Consummatum Incarnate — as | call it. And that is of utmost importance.
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We have to go when called, and to learn what is there. But when that is done there is
even more to take in to account and hence knowledge and understanding. And it is
the more which is equally, if not even more important. The world has had a lot of half
baked.... what would you like to call them? Weirdo’s? Sensitives? Mystics? Cosmic
Adventurers? Cosmic Detectives? Recipients of rapid brain deterioration? Well, call
them what you like — and you might be one yourself tomorrow, you never know until
tomorrow comes. And it is not simply a matter of choice.

The current paradigm (specifically neurology) claims that people like myself (and
there are, and have been, many of them) are suffering from rapid brain deterioration
as mentioned above. Well, if one does not agree fully with science, and one does not
agree at all with the religions of priestcraft; and if claiming of course there exists
experiential truth of the things which | will talk of herein, then naturally of course
such people must be suffering from rapid brain deterioration, or else they would
concur with the gullible mob. But, evolution of the human mind marches on, and the
implicate order of the nature of reality and the life force continues to unfold, and there
will be another social paradigm one day. |, and a few colleagues, call it the
Experiential Paradigm; as opposed to any kind of belief or faith system paradigm.
And for obvious reasons. An army of the next breed of human beings are now taking
over from Homo sapiens it seems. | call them Homo Ensophicus. It means human
beings who walk this earth in knowledge of what they are, where they come from, and
what they are supposed to be doing here, whilst in harmony and accord with what life
is in essence and what they are in their essential primordial vital mode of
Cosmological Cognition. Hence a Homo that walks in Wisdom and who is not
alienated from either their Self, or the life force and the holistic nature of reality.

We, Minds, are a great miracle and wonder; and one should teach this to their
children; as opposed to teaching them that they are either irrelevant cosmological junk
with no function and purpose to their existence (for science has not found any), and
with no freedom of choice in their actions (because the so called genes are in charge);
or that they are some kind of creature/pawn invented by this or that religions entity up
in the sky, and who have to bow down and cow-tow to it (and priestcraft who hold the
keys to it obviously) in order to be saved from the everlasting fires of hell and
damnation. The fear mongers with vested interests — and who’s time is nearly up. The
only two things which human beings need to be saved from are priestcraft, and
intransigence of their own mind. And that is a fact. Maybe it is fear which holds
many people back. It certainly seems to be the case; for they do not seem to swim in
the vast ocean of creation; but rather simply paddle quaking on the edge of it.

But one day the actual consensus of humanity will also redeem the knowledge of what
they are, and why they are here; and regain the truth of the eternal mystery of being.
And that will be a good day for the world and humanity. But each must find it by
going within themselves — and out the other side of inwards. In the meantime words
might help just a little, but they are no effective substitute for going there. You have
to do that alone. Well, kind of anyway; for you can never ever escape from the grasp
of the nature of reality as it is. But being alone is merely the conscious experience
and perception of it. So, by alone | mean that you cannot take another person with
you on that adventure, nor any of the trinkets which you own in this world; and you
must leave everything which you have behind you in order to go on that journey: and
go on through that darkness alone; stripped naked of everything which is not you.
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When that time comes; and come it will for everyone; then having read something
like this may just help to prevent fear; for you will remember it for a while at that
time. For therein is the real power of the word — for it transcends space-time. But it
seems that many fear being alone for some reason or other, and albeit only for the
short periods necessary. So, what can one say to them other than that there is nothing
to fear except fear itself. | have even met people who were on the brink of this inner
vortex which leads home, and they have told me that they pulled back just in time.
Well, they do not know what they missed in so doing. But the opportunity will come
again, and that is for sure, for we cannot defy cosmic gravity and the journey home.
Is it worth the journey during a lifetime? Well, judge for yourself after going home to
from whence we came. For myself | will simply say, oh yes, it is so well done of the
nature of reality.

True, | invented the word psychognosis ad hoc. But the event has been known by so
many names now that they have all come to lose their original meaning by virtue of
mob control and mass wrong usage. And anyway, this word not only isolates it from
so much stuff which is NOT IT, but it is also nearest to the truth of it. The
Knowledge of Self. Psyche means self, and gnosis means knowledge of direct first
hand personal experience. Things of course do not come with names attached, and
we can call anything by whatever name we choose to. But human communication (by
way of speech and writing anyway) requires words to have precise meanings, and
those meanings must not be altered to suit yourself and whilst unbeknown to anybody
else. For that would not be communication — that would indeed be chaos and mere
babble. Words are not just noises in the ear; for they contain meaning. And it is the
meaning which seeps down into layers and depths of the mind and our inner system of
dynamics — and which is eventually connected to everything else in existence at the
bottom of the inner double vortex of emanation.

I offer this to the children of tomorrow; freely and with no vested interests other than
the love of truth. Not as dictate, but simply as food for thought; and perhaps as an anti
body to social brainwashing — hence to bolster their rational immune system. Explore
life for yourself, explore the universe of time and space for your self, but above all,
explore your self — for your Self. And thence see what you come to find eventually;
and see if it correlates with what | have found, and what many others have also found,
now, and in the past — and of course in the future.

Prima facie it might seem to some that life experience is totally relative to the
observer. But it is not so. It is true that on the surface of existence there is great
variety; and variety is indeed the spice of life and existence. But travel down that
road, up through which all things come like a gushing energy vortex of emanation
from the point of no duration, and the deeper you go down, and the nearer to home
which you get, then there becomes less and less variety. Until, when, at journeys end,
there is no variety at all — just the one thing, the one event, and the same knowledge
and understanding as comes to be known by every living conscious entity in the
whole of existence. It is important to know and understand many things. But it is
essential and necessary to know and understand just one thing. And that one thing is
your self in the structure of the whole. For without that then you cannot know what
anything is — let alone harmonise with it all, and unconditionally at that.
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Do you know, it is a funny thing, but | often laugh (for it beats crying) when even
serious minded folk look hither and thither, all over the world, and out to the yet
known physical universe, and also deep into the atoms and quarks, for secrets which
might reveal something about ourselves, and life. And yet they never think to look
where it actually is — inwards. Likewise is it often said these days that outer space is
last frontier. And even that is wrong. For inner space is the way home, and hence the
last frontier — it is also the first frontier. So the first will also be the last. Creation is
deeply mysterious, but like me it has a wicked sense of humour it seems — two of a
kind I guess. And are we not all a chip off the old block. We are the stuff of creation,
and the cosmos of being and becoming.

In many respects the deeper aspects of metaphysical experience (some like to call it
spiritual experience, so be it) tips things on their head. That is to say that many of the
accepted social ‘understandings’ are dumped in the trash can at a stroke. This can
cause some people many problems (so they have told me). But it causes no problems
for people like myself who never held any sacrosanct and untouchable notions (or
beliefs) about the nature of reality. It is still more than enough to cope with, but at
least one does not have to synthesise the process of dumping a lifetimes acquired false
notions along the way. Hence, it is advisable from as early an age as possible not to
collect baggage’s of junk (as a psychological crutch) along the way. Plus the fact that
an open, enquiring and sensitive mind allows stuff to simply flow through it without
the resistance of self created dams and barriers which become obstacles to its path.

One of the things which is tipped upside down is the concept of ‘heaven above’.
Religionists (and | am not one of them obviously) like to assume that creation (the
coming about of things which exist) is a top down job. However, it is revealed that
creation is a bottom up job, not a top down one. The causation is at the bottom of
things not at the top: within all things; not beyond them. It is also believed that the
physical universe is all that exists. Well, it certainly is not. It is often believed that
we life forms on earth are mere puppets of some other order of being. But we are not,
we are a manifestation of it, and its dancing partner, and instrumental in getting things
done in this level of reality. It cannot become manifest in time and space without us.

Hence we are here to work first; and thence understand, and thence be the ware and
living part of it all on earth — as it is elsewhere. It is often believed that life is simply
about being happy (a lovely excuse for hedonism is that one). But not so, and a little
fun at times is a bonus, but not an end goal. However, there is something far more
profound and important than short lived happiness as it is generally thought of. It is
also believed that we are some kind of isolated entity, but we are not, we are a part of
it all and connected to it all — always. And there are so many more things that it could
take hundreds of books to relate in fine grain detail. But suffice to point out as to why
the worlds mystics/gnostics are so detested by the establishment, and have been
murdered and castigated by not only the owners of religions but by society itself — for
society, politics and religions, do not like their little boat to be rocked, and they fear
change, and they fear losing their job and their wealth, and of course they fear losing
their adoring audience of sleep walkers that keep them in worldly wealth. Moreover,
the mystics have this oh so annoying habit of making people think. Long live the
mystics of this world; and their time will one day come on earth — as it is in the
ground of our being. But not yet.
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CONSUMMATUM EST

The Fulfilment of Incarnate Being.

(Paradise on Earth - or the Reciprocal Convergence)

H Ow many coats of consciousness

must yield before the dawn
where man can live incarnate
without such pain to mourn.

What scalpel could be honed so sharp
to heal the wounds therein;
or does the knowledge of one’s self
eradicate the sin.

What lies before the thought of things
which manifests the day;
the realm of infinite duration,
where there is no price to pay.

What road transcends the temporal things
of form and shape and size,
where knowledge of the ground of self
illuminates the prize.

Where feeling is not touching
and knowing is not thought,
yet overcoming paradox
is a lesson to be taught.

Where metaphysics hangs its coat
and mystics dwell in awe
the singer may be sighted,
but the song goes on yet more.
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part two

The inward journey trod and done
will yield the truth, but not the sum.
From whence we come we must return,
knowing not how, but with will to learn.

When Cosmos in the Atom dwells,
and the seer is that seen,
still yet our senses manifest
illusions of the dream.

But slowly moves the dawning
of illusions bubble burst,
when first we take a faltering step
with philosophic thirst.

What substance hath a shadow,
the minds virus of great might,
wherein the death of living truth
is but the lack of light.

Self righteous halls of intellect
who’s substance is but I,
like the sound of one hand clapping
knows not that which is nigh.

Like jewels cast out upon the tide
that sink with marching time,
it is not an act of nature
which perpetrates the crime.
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part three

The idea which creates the ‘self’
and enshrines its love therein;
is the first sour fruit of freedom;
for the idol is the sin.

Stand not in awe, nor bow, nor scrape,

to creation by your hand;
for can it ever match the truth
within a grain of sand ?

The symphony of man’s delight
is but a passing tune,
now waxing, and then waning,
like seasons of the Moon.

What magnitude of counterpoint
beholds the greater me,
when casting back its freedom
like winds across the sea.

The greatest love a man beholds,
like the tiddler on a line;
must yet, by self, be cast back to
a freedom, beyond time.

Where all is one, and one is all,
is a mere lesson for a boy;
while MAN is now the affirmation
of a vast eternal joy.

34



part four

Of what, and when, and how, and why,
the knowing will come clear
if time you make with quiet mind,
and communicative ear.

What then comes amid the calm,
whatever be its name,
the wing like voice of insight pleads,
“Go forth, and do the same !’

How provest thou of what is known,
in rhyme, or verse, or prose,
where awareness was the essence,
before the thought arose?!

Where nothing was excluded;
though only briefly dwelt,
the mono-pole existence
wherein no pain was felt.

But if the mind denies itself
and turns its face away,
then the glory that is man’s by right,
won’t see the light of day.

So how can man discover,
that which, by truth, is best ?
Unleash the ties of ego’s grasp;
Meta-Aesthesis, Consummatum Est.

RWR

* * *
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Chapter 2

Social Discontent and Nausea — The Legacy of Fear and Ignorance.

If you or | were the sort of people that wanted control over other peoples minds, and
of course which leads to control over their bank balance (and which you and | are not,
one is glad to say) then how best to go about that ambition? Easy. Invent a religion
and put yourself in charge of it. Tell them that they cannot get to Elysium without
your help and say-so. And, do you know what; there are many who would jump on
your band wagon. It is perhaps unbelievable but true. Look around you in this world
as it is today and as it has been for a long long time. But even better and more
effective than that, also get into politics and thence murder everyone who does not
agree with you — well, by divine right of course. And that too, unbelievable as it
might seem, has been done. And more than once. And done in the name of love.

Moreover, if you wanted to do that really successfully then there is one thing which
you have to make sure to take care of. And that is to make sure that there is not one
iota of truth in the things which you tell them. This works on the psychological
principle which | call the principle of negative uncertainty. That is to say that if you
invent something which does not exist then nobody can ever prove or disprove that
you are wrong. Tell them also that you cannot know these things until you are dead —
and, well, that raps it all up neat and tidy. Proper job; as they say in the West of
England. And that too, as you well know, has been done. And more than once.

However, if you are nuts, and simple enough to add just one grain of truth in it
(obviously by accident, for you do not know what truth is anyway if one is of that ilk)
then the whole edifice will collapse when people come to find that one grain of truth,
and realise that the rest of it is all junk. And that too has been done. And more than
once. Why do so many people feel a need for holding beliefs about things which they
do not actually know to be so? Well, one had best ask them. But it is clear that they
love to jump on to other peoples bandwagons for the ride. | guess it saves them from
thinking for their self, and looking for their self, and working for their self. Tis easier
to let somebody else do it all for them it seems. The Dignity of Man indeed !

Such is the existing state of the art of so much of humanity at the beginning of the so
called third millennium. | wonder as to how the third millennium will end. Will it get
any better? Will this world ever be a place where children can come to live and grow
in health, happiness, harmony, safety, dignity, and become the full potential of what
they could become if they were truly loved and wanted; and if they were taught only
that which we knew to be so; and whilst being inspired to seek the truth of things? |
am not a one who ever asks for things, but that is the only thing | would ever ask for.
For without that the dignity of man, and self respect on earth is not worth a light.
Maybe some world, somewhere in space and time, will flower into what it could
flower into if not obstructed by stupidity, greed, violence and blindness, as this one is
at the moment. But while there is life then hope springs eternal. We have to hope,
otherwise it is self defeating.
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As human beings we need many things in order that we can even exist here at all. One
of them of course is food and drink, sustenance for the body and the brain, energy
intake for that purpose and function. And naturally we give this to our children whilst
young so that they might grow up into adults and thence take care of themselves and
their offspring. But there is more to life than just scavenging around to eat food that
we may continue to scavenge around in order to live to eat more food until we have
no more energy for that function and then simply die. Is that what life is about, and is
that all that the children need? No, of course not.

What then, of all the other needs, is the most important need of the human mind?
Keep in mind here that I did not say the needs of the body and brain — | said the mind.
Well, the answer is easy. It is inspiration. Many things exist on earth simply by taking
in ‘physical’ energy and re-cycling it for the need of their system of dynamics. But
they are not all cognitive minds. What is it truly like to live if one only lived to eat
food in order to stay alive to eat more food? 1 think most human beings would end
their life rather than live like that. So, we need more than the food for the guts. We
need food for the mind. And the major part of that food for the mind consists of
inspiring the young to aspire to whatever it is they can aspire to. And thence also
trying to motivate them to go do it.

Now, of all the things, and they are mostly natural things (not man made things; with
the exception of music) which inspire the human mind; such as beauty, a wonderful
vista for example; then what is the most effective inspirational thing in human life?
Well, you know as well as I do that it is for the mind to be motivated by a passion for
life and existence itself. Moreover, and as is now well known and documented,
without that passion and inspiration to stay here then.... well, there is no incentive to
stay here. And of course a large number of people sadly kill themselves; and even
young children these days. That, is the epitome of tragic. It is also a characteristic of
the fact that there is something very wrong with human society such as it is at the
present. If kids refuse to live in the world which humanity helps bring them into then
it would be just as well for a hefty great meteorite to shatter this place to fragments
which are incapable of sustaining human life at all. And maybe it will do just that. It
would sure prevent a lot of tears and unnecessary suffering.

However, neither can we live our lives here effectively by assuming that tomorrow is
not going to come — even if it did not come. So we have to live our lives in the
prospect that tomorrow will come; well, for most people here that is, and of course for
the phenomenon of humanity itself. Unfortunately it is absolutely true that the human
mind and its ‘mindset’ can be manipulated by other peoples minds, wishes, desires,
motivations; and not all of which are good constructive principles; and of course
things which relate to the truth of things. Children come into this world devoid of any
past conscious experience, and no memory of anything. In that sense their cognitive
mind (not their inner system of dynamics) is a kind of blank slate, wiped clean of any
knowledge and understanding of anything. Moreover, they are totally helpless, and
reliant upon us and society itself.

And what do we do with them once here? Well, in many cases they pump their head
full of dangerous diatribe and irrelevant hedonistic junk. No, I do not beat about the
bush or follow political correctness and good manners; so that gets that into the open
immediately. Life here is far too short for that and for playing silly games which go
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nowhere fast. | have reached the stage in my own life here now where the incentive
to want to stay here is at a prime all time minimum. This is not because of the nature
of reality itself, or this physical world, for I truly love it all and could take ten million
years of it, and more. No, it is simply because of humanity being what it is and what
it has become. It is now nothing but nauseating trivial humbug and deceit perpetrated
by cretins and empty minds. Human life on earth has become nothing more than
making a quick buck any way one can; grabbing the most of it for oneself, at any cost,
and exploitation of everyone else to achieve that end. And, unfortunately this is now
the taught and practised philosophy of the most powerful nation on earth; and every
Tom Dick and Harry seems to want to copy them. Well, except for this Dick that is.
And what is their primary philosophic life principle? Fundamentalist Christianity. It
creeps like a virus into minds, businesses, politics and the government and its laws. It
is high time that this world had a revolution; for the love of truth, reality and common
sense.

The thing about human beings is that they are not complete idiots and complete
insensitive morons. They will take so much of this until they have reached the bottom
of the barrel of trivial nauseating empty existence, and then revolt, and say enough is
enough. And it is then, and only then, that they will climb back up that barrel into
fresher and more healthy waters of life and reality. This will not be a bloody
revolution (although it could be at worst), but no, it will be a revolution of sanity,
caring, passion for existence, and also mere common sense. And it will and must be
done by the legitimate votes of the consensus of humanity. When will it happen?
Soon | hope. But I think it has already even started in a small way. And perhaps
largely sub-conscious at this point in time. But a new paradigm and a new way of
living human life on earth will come. It is inevitable — providing the physical world
lasts long enough for it to happen of course.

How can | be so optimistic for humanity despite the existing state of the art and the
fact that it is geometrically getting worse on a daily basis at the moment? Well, |
have seen what is driving them; that which is there in the basement of their own
being: and it is good; it is profound, and it will out. In actual fact it is not really
humanity which | am concerned about at all. No, it is the phenomenon of cognitive
life. Will the highest state of mindful intellect on earth, or elsewhere, in a million
years time be called ‘humanity’? | do not know and | do not care; for a name is
simply a handle which we give to things in order to be able to communicate with
other living entities at and about the same level as ourselves.

But irrespective as to whatever humanity likes to believe that it is, in reality we are all
minds. And minds which the life force and the stream of consciousness flows
through. We are the cognitive part of creation. The observer of the observed, and also
active participants of creation up at this level of extant emanation. We are not here
just to observe it, but also to take part in it and fulfil it; and help make it become what
it can become when cognitive volition comes on the cosmic scene. That is our task.
In all truth it is also a challenge. It is just like the nature of reality saying to us...
‘Here is the stuff of life and existence, do with it what you will. Ah, but there is
more.
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Is humanity too much of a cringing crawling conniving fearful wimp to face that
challenge? Well, I know full well that most of them are not; and they are indeed up to
that challenge and the task itself. For we are made of the stuff which gets it done. As
for myself then | spent the first forty years of my life learning about life, from life;
and working hard to boot; and in what would now be considered as relative poverty.
But there are indeed different kinds of poverty to be sure. And when that forty years
was done, and not initially by choice, | spent the next twenty years in communication
with people. Well, there is not much point in talking until you have something to talk
about is there. Don’t tell the teenagers that of course. Anyway, they do not talk they
just grunt and sing; and good luck to them, for we all have to grow up eventually.

So, it was not my initial intention to communicate with people world-wide at all; or
indeed anybody at all; but it seemed to just get inflicted upon me; for they came in
droves asking questions and wanting to talk and listen when some of my poems were
distributed without my knowledge. So what were they in need of from an uneducated
cockney latch-door kid of a pre-war specimen like myself ? They wanted something
which neither science, universities, myths or the religions of priestcraft could give
them. That is what they wanted. They were in need of something which society was
just not giving to them. And moreover, they were not even looking in the right place
or direction.

And they came from all walks of life and all nations on earth. Physicists,
cosmologists, psychologists, writers, editors, bus drivers, toilet cleaners, housewives
and house-husbands, vicars and bishops, and even some young intelligent and
sensitive kids, the unemployed, and even a few weirdo junkies. As | say, all walks of
life, intelligence and occupations. How damned strange; how strange indeed. And all
because one person took some poems which I had written for myself out of the drawer
and distributed them without my consent. How strange indeed. And why did they
want? Because they were hungry and knew it. But they were not hungry for food in
their guts, but something else. Something in fact more important than food in their
guts. Something to live for. And how could I refuse their request? Easy come, easy
go, no payment or thanks required; and have a nice day; glad to have made your
acquaintance friend. And so it was for twenty long hard years. But now, well,
enough is enough and perhaps a time for just a little peace and quiet - if that were
possible. But it does not seem to be possible on this world, and hereabouts one has no
place to call home in which one can rest ones mind. But there is a place of that ilk.

But, why oh why are people in such need of something which already exists in the
nature of reality for them to ‘eat’ from — life itself. In the next six chapters | am
going to tell a story; for the story speaks for itself; and it is in no way unique. | was
asked to write it many years ago after my own private poems escaped; and they
wanted to hear more, in simple prose. But these parts of it anyway (the next six
chapters) was written at various stages just for myself originally — a means of
remembering if per chance one ever came to forget bits of it. But one cannot forget
bits of it. But of course | only know that from hindsight now.

Anyway, see if you come to find any correlations along the way with your own life;
for although every personality is different, just like snow flakes, we are all essentially
the same thing at root and all made of the same stuff. And life is what life is, and
reality is what reality is; and irrespective of what some human beings choose to want
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to believe that it is. Let life itself do its own teaching; and if even life itself gets it
wrong — well, then what the hell, nothing could get it right. But life seems to plod on
and work just fine, and it has no favourite sons or daughters. See how you find it for
yourself. But first, before judging, look deep, look wide, and look long. And whilst
doing all that remain as empty as a new born child, and just as excited about being
alive and wanting to explore life for yourself. Even life itself cannot flow through a
vessel which has sealed itself off from reality by closing down its mind — the valve or
doorway to different levels of existence and life experience. The Mind IS the
doorway to the gap in the universe. And that is a fact, not a belief. | do not believe it;
I know it.

I have long since found that much more can be achieved in the way of help,
encouragement and inspiration if one talks predominantly in terms of simple everyday
psychology, and in simple words in a simple way. For I could do no other anyway,
for I am just a very ordinary simple person, and | love it that way. | have no talent for
writing or gifted with words, and | have to grope for them as most of us do. Hence I
can only write in exactly the same way in which | talk — as thousands of folk will now
attest to whilst smiling — yeah, | know the old git, kind of thing. And so be it, for it is
all I have. But better to use all that you have even if it is but a little than to use just a
little of what you have if you have much. But | have never, ever, had any problems
with communicating with folk; any kind of folk. And | am not going to change my
style (not that | could) for anyone or anything; for I am what | am. And | am neither
proud of it nor ashamed of it. It just IS, and that is it. But before moving on | would
like to say just a few more things here and now.....

When contemplating on the nature of the truth of reality one must keep in mind four
foundations of premise. The Existential. The Extant Phenomenal. The Integrative.
And The Mystical.

1... An observer cannot know objectivity independent of observation. Thus, from the
reference point of the Existential, conscious reality is as real as experience makes it.

2... There has to exist extant phenomena for a subject to observe; otherwise it would
not be an observer; and irrespective of the absolute nature of the observed.

3... Asubject is not independent of creation and is therefore a part of it. In the act of
observing a subject is an integrative part of what it is observing i.e. creation observing
creation.

4... If one would come to ascertain the objective then it is a prerequisite to know the
limitations of the observer: for only in knowing what we really are can we then know
as to what is really objective. Likewise, if we would come to know our self then so
too must it be known as to what is not our self. The world is an Image Emanation of
the eternal uncreated essence of perfection. So, Know thy Self: for the story of
creation and the story of your self are one and the same story. The incarnate temporal
mind has not come into this universe of time and space simply to observe it: But
rather to fulfil it. 1T could not BE without YOU the observer. Some mighty
important cosmic trash and flotsam indeed. One has to play the hand which life itself
deals us.
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But this does not equate with the hand which human beings, and even society itself
tries to deal us. Listen to what all people say, by all means, and even give it thought.
But in the final analysis, live and experience and act for your self.

I do this in order that you, obtaining an acquaintance with these things, may, in your
turn, explain them to all those with whom you are connected, in order to avoid the
abyss of such madness and nausea now extant, and rising, from the distortions of the
truth of reality and our self. Life is not about mere opinions and beliefs, it is about
what is so. It not only behoves us, but is indeed our very nature, to become aware of
what is so. In so doing one must act from within the reference point of where one is
now placed in the understanding of the truth of things; and negating not that which we
now are; and judging not as to where another is likewise located in their growth and
integration into the eternal cosmic process of being and becoming. The darkness and
ignorance of unknowing is a reality within the nature of the way, and is thus both
natural and excusable in human beings. To move from ignorance into understanding
is also the nature of the way of reality. But the will to remain in ignorance is neither
excusable nor permissible in the nature of the way; and attempting to do so causes
great problems; and perhaps for the whole of a lifetime. If people choose to adopt
some antiquated religious belief system when they are adults, then that is their
business and stupidity. But they must keep it out of politics, and governments must
not brainwash children with this stuff. Simply teach them what you know and leave it
at that.

Think on this for a while. When a packet of energy comes into this universe (from
outside of it — below it) there is instantaneously set up a symmetry of parts; part and
antipart, as they call it; but simply two parts of one emanation into the space-time
fabric. When these two parts come together there is an annihilation of the parts and
that packet of energy leaves the universe, and the symmetry is broken. After a while
that energy gushes back into this universe and the symmetry of parts is re-established
again. The identical process happens to ourselves, the human mind; and revealed by
the phenomenon of consciousness. | will talk of it later. But physics does not tell us
where that packet of cosmic energy goes and as to what it is like there. And neither
does psychology. Well they never will, will they; for the only way it can be known is
by consciousness going there. And which it does; and which has been known since
human beings first lived in caves. The nature of all reality is very mysterious, and
amazing; and the nature of mind and consciousness (and which is in fact a part of all
reality anyway) is equally, if not even more mysterious and amazing; and you and |
are that thing, that mysterious cosmic emanation. Unlike religions neither the mystics
or the scientists know all the answers; we do not even know all the questions. And
that is something which the dignity of man must live with without inventing
mythologies, and lies, to fill the gaps in our yet existing ignorance of things.

Religions of priestcraft truly are a drug to the mind; but they are a dangerous drug,
and one which actually prevents people from integrating with the deeper aspects of
creation itself; let alone asking their own questions and seeking the truth of this or that
phenomenon themselves. But even that which the so called mystics know
(psychognosis) is even infinitely more wondrous and profound, and mysterious, than
anything ever found in man made religions — and it is also true. True of direct human
experience and the human mind. And also of any conscious living entity. Probably
your cat knows more about truth than priestcrafty does. So, best forget the lot of it and
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start looking again — from the beginning. Once upon a time there was a time when
there was no time. And you were there; the first judge of creation — primordial
consciousness; and which is the root of your Self. Ipso Facto. Do not simply believe
this, for it is hearsay as far as you are concerned. By the same token do not disbelieve
it either; for a disbelief is only another form of belief. But listen to it (read it in this
case for | cannot speak live with you here) and think. And let that thinking do its job.
Sleep on it. Then forget it all and go and search out life and the truth of reality for
your self. And see what happens and see what pops up in due course. And do not
judge life and the truth of all things too soon.

But when it comes to life experience, any experience whatsoever, we can only
observe what we observe by way of the flow of consciousness through our being, and
in the final analysis (our final analysis that is) we can only use the word “truth’ in so
far as conscious experience reveals things to us. But as to what those things are
independent of being experienced by an observer one can never know. Nevertheless
one does come to find direct correlation’s of human experience, and the effects of it.
And it is to these things which we can attach the label truth. From our point of
reference, and given that you and | do not create existence and the life force, then one
has to consider the quality of life and the place in which we exist; and no matter
where that may be. That which we call good is that which we enjoy and are attracted
towards; and that which we call bad is that which we find repulsive. Thus good is
cosmic attraction and bad is cosmic repulsion. But | have found that both good and
bad experience are both pushing us in the same direction. Good pulls and bad pushes.

Thus, in the wider sense, all experience is good in that it motivates us in a forward
direction (either being pulled or pushed — attracted or repulsed). We have all
experienced many bad things, and perhaps none worse in the twentieth century than
two world wars, and the artificial construction of a state they call Israel, and rampant
commercialism, and all at other peoples expense. Yet, from the negative we have to
find the positive, and as to what was learned from it all. Such things of course should
never be forgotten, for if they are then history can soon repeat itself. So memory,
whilst it lasts at least, is important. So too is documentation and archives, for the
younger generations have no first hand experience of world wars and all that it entails.

And this of course is the very reason as to why | have never agreed with some of the
‘Mystics’ or whatever you want to call them, that keep all their experience and
discoveries to themselves. Everything which humanity can ever come to know and
experience should be shared, and freely, with all people. At worst it can do no harm;
and at best it can inspire and motivate. And when it comes to inspiration and
motivation then, without any shadow of doubt, the most amazing and inspirational
event | have ever encountered was not even on this world at all. And that is a fact. |
can only grope for words in the hope that it might at least help some folk along their
own path of being and becoming. Nothing ventured, nothing gained. And if one does
not try, well, | guess that there would be no point in existing at all. And would that
one could share the actual reality with them, but alas all we have to offer is words and
encouragement. The rest of it is life’s job, not mine. But, in the meantime, for
heaven sake, and for your own sake, and societies sake, do not simply believe the
words you read herein; but — go and find out the truth of them for your self; and then
act accordingly. And when you come to know your SELF; then you will agree with
me. It is not a case of believing; but rather of KNOWING. And it IS SO.
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The Knowledge of Self

(Psychognosis)

The mind is ever tied to the cross of Time and Eternity.

The Mind is such that when consciousness
journeys back to its root ground at the base of its
vortex of emanation, back to where it has its
primordial essential existence; it comes into a
mysterious but direct knowledge and understanding
of the essence of all things - an Eternal Gnosis. At
such time a being becomes whole in a way that
words cannot really describe or define; and beyond
polarities. But when the symmetry of parts returns
then the knowledge and understanding of that
reunion from whence it came still remains, and a
duality exists whilst without alienation of the parts.

The world of human society will never come right
by dictate, philosophic or political legislation, or
belief systems; but only by each individual knowing
the deepest nature of their own being, and acting in
harmony and accord with it. Only then will the
sum of humanity work in harmony and accord in
the essential spirit of the deepest nature of all being;
and the eternal essence of from whence it comes.
Thus it is, thus it has always been, and thus it will
always be; for it is evergreen and unchanging.
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Fields of Consciousness

Reflecting on the times gone by,

whilst lonely in a field,
a tiny distant shining light
to me was then revealed.

The light it bade me hither,
by love’s gravity it seems;
and when the two became as one,
| transcended human dreames.

The young will have their visions
in the light which then redeems
the knowledge of from whence we came:
and when old we dream our dreams.

That which | now offer,

has been learned through many years,
I have learned of it through laughter,
and learned of it through tears.

Much is done in ignorance,
and much is done in pain,
but if I had to walk such road,
then 1 would do it all again.

And if you and | do not thus sing
of what sets the heart aglow,
then it could well take the children
so long, to come to know.

One thing, I would ask readers,
if I may be so bold;

to read the lines which follow,

in the order which they’re told.



Chapter 3

The Open Road.
Reflections on Childhood.

Once upon a time there was a time when there was no time. Well, not for me anyway
for I was not here yet; and wherever ‘here’ is. But | am informed (on as good as
authority gets) that the evening of the 31 of October 1938 was a dark dank foggy
miserable night in West Green Road Tottenham London N 15. It was pushing
midnight in an attic room at the top of a large old Georgian house where | was about
to make an entry into this world — yuck. But | guess that | must have subconsciously
thought ... “Hang on chum, that is Halloween innit, stuff that; I will hang on here for
a few minutes and wait for the 1* of November, for that is all Saints day, yeah, sounds
more fun does it not’. And so it came to pass — plop ! Well, you have to smile eh,
otherwise we would weep. Fancy being born into a place like this ! Not a lot; but
there you go eh. Wow cheers mate !!! (talking to one’s self as usual).

I am told that the first words | ever uttered were ‘moor moogy’ (which means more
music please). | guess | must have loved music for some reason. Still do, and always
have done. But the first words which | can ever remember uttering were, ‘Oh shit’ !
I guess that must be the most common expletive in the English language by now.
Unfortunately the only language which I ever learned (because | am thick) was on the
streets of London, and hence Cockney rhyming slang. But they all understood me; so
no problem. Would love to have had the time and the brains to have learned Spanish
however, for it sounds like music to my ears; not like the guttural and gobbledegook
languages of Northern Europe, or we old Cockneys. But there you go, you get what
you get, and we have to try and make the most of it. But if it works for
communicating with the other rustics then fine. Given that there is anything
worthwhile to communicate of course.

Funny old thing memory is it not. You have either got it or you ain’t, and even if you
have you cannot be too sure as to its reliability. The first thing I can ever remember
was being pushed along in a push chair at a place called Wembury Point near
Plymouth in South Devon. The sky was full of German bombers coming to bomb
Plymouth. And | thought *‘Oh shit’ !  They had already flatted our joint in
Tottenham a few months earlier and we had no place to live, and only the cloths
which we stood up in. My father had been posted to an anti aircraft base at Wembury
Point and my mother was looking for some digs in the area. | guess we must have
looked like a couple of tramps.
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Prior to that for a short while (just as we were being bombed out) my father had been
doing his basic army training near a place called Bishops Lydeard in West Somerset
and so my mother and | had gone down to that area and stayed there for a while. |
have just a couple of fleeting memories of that place, but they may have been a bit
later; for when he got posted yet again we could not follow him there so we were
asked (by the house owners who thought the world of my mother) to go back and
spend more time with them in Bishops Lydeard; a nice little house called Wall
Cottage; so my memories of that place perhaps stem from the second time when |
lived there. Many years later there came to be a third time; in the same house.
Strange coincidence. Life is full of strange coincidences. However.

There comes a time in our life however when memories seem to ‘jell” and then we
experience being in this world “all the time’ so to speak. | imagine that memories
simply get joined up and thence flow in a continuum from that point onward. Quite
funny really for I can distinctly remember exactly when that happened to me. | must
have been two and a half at the time. | was back in London and standing in a small
front garden of a terraced house in Tottenham and re-arranging the twigs on a
hedgerow, in a manner which | thought looked better. And I thought — ‘I seem to be
here all the time now’ ! Strange thought eh.

Some months later we were given somewhere to live by the local council. It was the
upstairs flat of a house that had been bombed, or should | say the first house in the
line of destruction which could be patched up again. I lived there until | was fourteen.
It was a rough old area in many respects and quite close to the industrial areas and
major reservoirs of North London; and not too far from where we had originally been
bombed out at Tottenham Hale.

My mother was a weaver and they had been told to weave webbing for the military.
On their way to work the German dive-bombers used to swoop down and machine-
gun them along the streets. And at night they would endeavour to flatten the whole
place. Came close to it as well I guess. Who the hell would have been a mother on
her own with kids in those days. Not that | had any brothers or sisters, for it takes two
for procreation; and | guess they had already decided that this was no place to bring
any more kids into; and who can blame them.

But being alone turned out just fine; for | had all the company of the kids in the street
that | could ever want or need and also the opportunity to be alone and take time out
just when | wanted to or felt like it; so it was good. Mind you, the first introduction to
the kids in the street was not so good. | was three at the time and my mother had
given me a couple bob (two shillings) and asked me to pop to the corner shop and get
her a packet of fags. On the way | met this small gang of kids; most of them a little
older than | was. | was stopped and asked if | had any money on me. | told them |
had only the money for some fags which | had to get. They demanded it, or the one
who seemed to be the ring leader did; the others just watched on. Before | had a
chance to reply the money was taken from my hand by force. Oh shit !

On returning home | told my mother that | had lost it; but she simply gave me some
more and asked me to go again - and don’t lose the money this time. Oh shit !
Lightening, it seems, can strike twice. For the whole scenario was about to be acted
out again; and | thought — well you know what | thought. What does one do |
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wondered. | was a very quiet and gentle lad, and very sensitive so they tell me. But
when faced with a no win situation — then what the hell. So I said, well if you want it
chum you come and get it again. So he made advances. | let out with a right hand
punch from hell that laid him flat on the ground and bawling his eyeballs out. And
they welcomed me into the gang. Such are human beings eh, | thought. | began to
wonder why people were the way they were and what made them tick. Why do they
act the way they act?

Why are some nice and some nasty? Why are some clever and some stupid; emm,
enough to make one wonder to be sure. From that point on however, life was a ball.
Such adventures we had that they could fill a book or two. | discovered that | had
many interests (and going to school was not really one of them, so we often skipped
out and would go scrumping for apples whilst bombs dropped all around us; and we
did not give a damn, for we knew nothing else) and yet I did like learning. 1 would
ask a thousand and more questions a day, but there was nobody to answer them, and
there were no books to read; well I could not read anyway; so I guess | simply asked
myself and left it at that. Perhaps it formed a life-long habit.

I remember one night when there had been reports of German paratroopers possibly
landing. The flat downstairs had not yet been taken, and was thus empty. Prior to my
going to bed my mother and I heard this noise from the flat below. Oh shit! She, my
mother, was a case and a half however. She found what must have been a spare pair
of army boots and put them on, she picked up the large iron poker from the fireplace
and went slowly down the stairs like a heard of elephants, and shouting in a deep
voice — who is there. She heard some scuffling about and then rushed the rest of way
like a mad thing brandishing the poker above her head. On pushing the door open and
entering the room a dark figure was in the process of leaping out of the open window
and scurrying off into the night and darkness — there were bomb sites all around. A
small half hearted fire was burning in the hearth, and a slice of half toasted bread lay
abandoned beside it — and I think she wept; for it had been a tramp sheltering from the
night.

In this place we had no air-raid shelter, so we just slept in our beds as normal, and sod
the lot of it. Every night when the bombs started falling she would rush into the
bedroom and throw herself on top of me, saying do not be frightened my love. |
remember saying one night; I am not frightened of the bombs (I knew nothing else
other than bombs every night) but | am a bit scared of you squashing me, | can’t
breath mum ! And she laughed; as was the way with most folk in those days; and we
all laughed, for there was nothing else to be done anyway. Tis strange how war
brings out the very best in folk, and peace brings out the very worst. Such is the
strangeness of human beings. Perhaps they need something important to do in their
lives before they actually wake up and come alive. At least in war one does not sleep-
walk through life. But what a way to live.

I must have been born lucky however, for |1 have never been ill or even had a
headache or a hangover. Or maybe | have just never had the time; who knows.
Strange thing is time. As | look back now it all seems like yesterday. | can smell the
smells of those days, and if | close my eyes | can see the pictures of those times in my
minds eye, and feel it all again, as it was then. Huh, | wonder why.
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What it is to be ignorant eh. And if we were not ignorant then we would not ask
questions would we, for we would know it all. And to what degree does asking
questions solicit genuine answers; | often wondered about such things. A popular
pursuit for children of that time and place was that of exploring the debris found on
bomb sites, which comprised what seemed to be half of London in those days.
Moreover, they were the playground of the local tribes. Early one bright spring
morning | found myself running (full of the uninhibited joys of childhood existence)
across such a dereliction. | have no idea now as to what was on my mind at that time;
but one was probably seeking anything that might be found on such a site that could
be deemed useful, like bits of string, tools, bicycle wheels, and who knows what other
such childhood artefacts of great value. Well, you never know what might be found
in the next pot hole eh.

The part | will never forget however, was that for some unknown reason | suddenly
stopped dead in my tracks (whilst running quite fast), almost rooted to the spot in fact.
Suddenly thoughts came gushing into my head; thoughts which would never have
occurred to me to think about, yet alone | as a mere child to have any interest in. As |
stood rooted to the spot, it was as though another part of myself were talking to me.
Questions came, such questions that | would never have dreamed of asking myself or
even thinking about. | asked myself: What am | doing here? What am 1? Why am |
me? Why am | not somebody else? Why am | not a cat that lived on earth many
years ago, or a dog that will not exist here for many years yet to come? Why me, here,
and now? What am I; where have | come from: and why am | here? These questions
popped up in mind of their own accord from nowhere, and without any forethought,
intent, or deliberation. | later came to call these ‘pop-in thoughts’. However, that
weird experience indeed made me begin to think and ask questions even at that age.
They had a direct and motivating effect upon my topside daily consciousness. An
intangible little experience acted upon and motivated the tangible and volitional
thought process — and even directed it. However, | laughed, shrugged my shoulders,
and continued running about looking for treasure, and never gave it another deliberate
thought. What a strange bucket of tricks the mind is to be sure.

One night | was looking up into the dark sky for the impending drone of aircraft and
realised that there were none there. It was oh so quiet and peaceful, and there was not
a cloud in the night sky. All I could see was tiny little lights, thousands of them. You
do not often see the stars in London; so the blackout had some advantages | guess. |
had never really noticed the stars before; but I did this night, and | wondered, wow,
what the hell are they; and how beautiful they are? It must have been within the next
couple of days that whilst during an air-raid at school we all did the usual things and
got dragged down into a hole below ground where we would sit cooped up until the
raid was over. Lessons (for what they were worth in those days in that place) were
abandoned. The teacher used to ask — what shall we talk about today? | never used to
bother to answer for it was all too damned boring to get excited about. But this day |
shouted out first — Tell us about the stars; and | awaited words of wisdom and
knowledge which would hold me entranced. Do not know anything about the stars
son; what else shall we talk about !1!l Oh shit !

But I began to wonder about the world; what it was, where it came from, how it got

made; and about the stars, and everything. And just as | wondered about people, and
why they were like what they were like, and what made them tick and do this and that
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kind of thing. But they did not know anything about that either. So much for
education | thought; sod the lot of them. | did not realise that there were real schools
on earth, | thought this was normality. Well, it bloody well was normality for this
place. Oh shit!

One foggy night in London town we kids were mooching around as per normal on a
dark early evening when | noticed a sign outside the library in the High street. | could
just about read simple words by then — never got passed that stage alas. It stated that
there was a lecture on this evening about the moon — Wow! Come on, | said to the
kids. Sod orf, came the reply. So I did, and crept into the lecture room like a lost
sheep. But the old grey beards bid me welcome and | sat listening in awe and wonder
for ages. | discovered that they did other lectures, on psychology and various other
things, wow! So on regular occasions | would tell them to play Cowboys and Indians
on their own, for | am toddling orf to the Library. And I did; but no sod ever argued
with me or took the micky any more, once bitten twice shy. It was like a new road
opening and unwinding.

When | was seven a kid up the road on one dark miserable evening said that they had
been teaching him to play chess at school: glad somebody got taught something at
school | thought; anyway, what the hell is that | asked. So he came around to my
place with this tiny little board and set of pieces, which he must have knocked off
from the place, and showed me the moves. Well some of them anyway, for he did not
know them all. But we had a go at this thing, and it was love at first sight. Wow! |
had to get some job that earned a few bob and go and buy one of these things and a
book of rules. So after a few days of doing a milk round, and a few trips over the
brewery wall and a trot around to the off-licence, I had enough to purchase the
necessary goods. The guy in the shop set the board up on the counter and said, come
on then ! 1 had been thrashing my mate who had taught me for the last couple of
weeks, and thought, yeah, why not. Which immediately prompted me to rush home
and read the book to learn how to play it. And which I did; with the aid of an old
dictionary. Love can seem to move mountains and erase ignorance eh. Well, it sure
motivates one at least.

So, chess became my third love, and kind of took over things for a number of years,
bit like an addiction or an obsession | guess. But it sure was a good way to escape the
outer nausea of triviality and revel in the delight of something to think about. The
years passed, the wondrous years of childhood, and so many good times and good
memories. They used to breed us kids for factory fodder and war-time targets, so we
never had anything of an education. We were just a co-op number and an extension
of the rifle; the bit that pulled the trigger. They had national service in those days,
and it loomed ahead like a dark cloud that one could not avoid.

Having left school at fifteen | went to work in a garage to learn how to repair cars, for
they were the in thing after the war. The most amazing thing about the war ending
was that one could actually walk into a sweet shop and buy sweets with nothing but
cash. Wow ! But by now we had got used to that. One found it difficult, if not
impossible to change ones job at sixteen and a half, for they knew that one would be
going into the mob shortly.
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It was at that time when | learned something else. | was never interested in girls, daft
lot. They just used to look and giggle; bah humbug. One day a girl walked into a
room and zing, the universe tipped sideways; ‘twas magic of the highest order. Oh
shit! Cosmological blackmail ! | guess when we are young we all think that we
invented this thing called love. Everything went out of the window; all my interests,
all thought of what | wanted, in fact all thought of anything at all, 1 just wanted to be
with her and make her happy unto the end of the world. Seems that she felt the same
way too. But it was ludicrous. We were so young, and both with our whole lives
ahead of us; and | would soon have to be going into the army or whatever anyway; so
there was not a bat in hells chance of it becoming anything more than a magic year.
But that year, and that summer, are etched into the annuls of time writ large. We
mutually agreed to go our ways, hard though it was, painful though it was. Ah, what
is the right thing to do eh, who knows.

I could not bother too wait for a two year call up, so I signed on for three years;
because | would have gone straight into the guards at my height otherwise, sod that, I
am not made for being a soldier. So, signing up for a three year term got one the
regiment of ones choice; twice as much pay and twice as much leave; and probably
out before one would have even gone in if waiting for national service; for it was
getting towards its end by that time. So | went into the REME for three years.
Unfortunately | somehow per chance got into the REME technical services which was
a kind of “secret” mob during the cold war. They only had three units and they were
all in the UK — oh shit! | got posted to North Devon and did the whole three years
there. Still, it was fun, and quite an education. It was the first time that | truly realised
how bloody ignorant | was. Hey ho and away we go.

I remembered standing on the corner of the main highways out of London as a kid,
and looking up those roads and wondering where they went, and what it was like
there. It was a magic feeling pondering upon the mystery of the unknown and
unexplored. | thought at least by going into the army | would come to experience
some exotic places, and at her Majesty’s expense not my own. And they sent me all
the way to Devon — where the war had done years before. One day | was mooching
around on my Jack Jones after leaving the Jeep in a pull in place and | looked out over
the hedgerow. My vision and nostrils were filled with a place called Exmoor. That
too was love at first sight. | had never seen anything of such exquisite beauty, peace,
quiet, tranquillity; and, and something more; a something which I knew not what; but
a kind of resonance and a recognition. | felt at home like | had never done before.
How weird, for | had never been there before. So, at just on eighteen years of age |
vowed that | would never leave this place — | walked away from love once; but not
again, for that still hurts.

I got married whilst still in the army; far too young, and not a wise choice from
hindsight. By the time | left the army at 21 | had a wife and a child. Returning to
London for a while in order to get a few things sorted out | worked for the
Metropolitan Police as a civilian engineer. But the hills were a-calling me, and | got
home sick. And my wife hated London anyway. So we packed our bags and went off
back into civilisation and kissed the London which now was, and was a rat-race,
goodbye, for ever. The London which I had known and loved was dead, and gone;
and the road ahead was now open, and | was free to make my own decisions, at last.
Still so young, still so naive, still so ignorant.
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It seemed to me that the only real way to learn about life — was to live it, and let it
teach one for itself, alone. One day as a mere child, and after so many people had all
attempted to pump all their different beliefs into me, | had retaliated, and said; no
thanks chum, | do not want to hear what you believe, but just tell me what you know.
And that turned out to be a wonderful and useful conversation stopper. So | had
asked myself the question at about the age of six or seven - Given that consciousness
exists, then what exists for consciousness to become conscious of ? And whilst young
we know so little do we not.

On returning to North Devon | took any job that came along simply to get established
there as a civilian. Being an adaptable kind of person, such things did not bother me.
I found myself doing industrial engineering in a small engineering workshop, but a
part of a large world-wide organisation. To cut a long story short | met a guy there
one day, and he asked me if my mother was a weaver in London. This was some two
hundred miles away in the back of beyond. | said yes, she was. He said was her
name May, and | said yes, and it still is. He said well then you must be little Dicky.
Oh shit ! He then told me that he had given me my first bag of marbles when | was
three. | laughed and said that I still had them. It turned out that his mother was a
good friend of my mothers at work, and we sometimes used to go around to their
house — near where | once re-arranged the twigs in the hedgerow and realised that |
was now here all the time. What a coincidence.

Anyway, during the dinner brake | found him and a couple other guys playing chess,
so | watched over their shoulders. They had a little factory chess club, and I had not
played for years. He asked if | played, and | replied that | used to some years ago and
for a while, but only within the family (I had taught my parents to play). So they
asked me to take part, | was not really interested but there was little else to do during
the dinner hour so | said OK. | found that they were not too good at it, and I thrashed
the lot of them in quick succession.

He said that he belonged to a chess club in the town in which he lived and asked if |
would come and see if | liked it. | lived in the larger town but there was no chess club
there apparently, not that | knew that until he told me, I never even gave it a thought
and would not have bothered. | said that I might think about it and left it at that. But
over the course of the weeks he kept hassling me. So eventually I said OK, I will pop
along one evening. But it was fourteen miles away and | had no car. However, |
jumped on the bus one evening and went along. Such an atmosphere it was; a huge
open fire burning in the hearth; chess clocks ticking away amid a silence of thought.
About a dozen or so old chaps for the large part peering as if into the depths of
eternity seeking answers to their problems; and oblivious to the world around them.
Beautiful dark oak individual tables with little lamps on them shedding its glow
across the board and pieces. | was invited to play one old chap, and | beat him quite
easily. The same thing happened the next week with another gentleman; and again
the next. Seemed that they were now gunning for me. | was asked to play the little
Welshman called Dixie, who’s hotel the club was held in; a delightful little chap who
once taught maths and physics in the grammar school in the town which I lived. We
did, and that evening | realised that | knew absolutely nothing about chess, wow ! But
the loss fired my imagination again, and the motivation. Emmm !
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I brought a few chess books and did a bit of studying on occasions, and within a
month or so | was asked to play in the Devon league team, which | did; and we
travelled around and met some interesting people. | had brought a little car in the
meantime to make the journey easier. But after a while | wondered as to whether it
would be better to start a club in my own town, and to create a little more interest and
competition in North Devon; and indeed the West country at large. So | advertised
that a club was starting; but not really expecting any results. But the telephone started
ringing the first night. After two weeks there were about a dozen of us, and after a
couple of months about forty of us. | was both running and organising the club at that
point, but decided to get the other guys to do their bit, and we got it all done according
to the book. Within the first year we ran a strong team in the Devon league. Within
another six months we were running two teams; and by the next season we were not
only running three teams but we had the strongest chess club in the west country
outside of those of the large cities of Bristol and Plymouth. | must have been twenty
two when | started that club, and I am told that the club is still going strong now, forty
years later; how nice. But it must be over thirty years ago since | last played a serious
game of chess, and hardly ever at all; for | got side-tracked by something else and lost
all interest.

However, to cut back for a while. What | did for chess was nothing in comparison to
what chess did for me. It gave me the beginning of an education. In the meantime |
had become seriously interested in classical music, depth psychology, cosmology and
mathematics. And lo and behold what kind of people should join the club but those
much older than myself with a little life experience behind them. Teachers,
philosophers, lecturers, economists, architects, engineers, doctors, mathematicians.
And the really odd thing was that although we all used to meet and play at the club in
town they all used to also come around to my place, alone, and play a game or two,
and then we would just chat and listen to music, and chat some more. | found this
most odd, because they were all highly professional people, and | was a mere
uneducated cockney kid and as pig ignorant as one could get, and they were all two or
three times my age. One guy had worked on the original Jet engine project with
Whittle; and other had been a big wig in the North African campaign during the war
and the British army chess champion, and an ex playboy from the 20°s (who held the
lap record at Brooklyn’s race track) and had a multi-millionaire backing his two
companies and factories. He later insisted that | join him as his company
representative, and which earned me a fortune at that time. But money did not
interest me.

Another best friend had been a civilian prisoner of war for the whole duration, in the
infamous Jap prison camp in Singapore; and told me about the times they used to
crush beetles to make soup in order to survive. He had found himself in there with
doctors, philosophers, mathematicians, and for six years they all taught him. He and |
used to sit for hours chatting into the small hours of the morning around the dying
embers of the firelight glow. It was a time it was; about it and about for ever more;
and how | remember those times and that few years, like the essence of song it never
leaves one. Would that other youngsters could have been so fortunate.

It came to pass that sometimes | would put all the books away, turn out the light and

sit alone by the firelight glow after the kids were in bed, and with a little quiet music
on in the background | would just reflect upon the things which had been said to me;
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and also as to how as mere kid | used to have such a passion for trying to understand
people, what made them tick, and why; and as to how the world and the stars came to
be; and as to why anything was the way it was. And | used to sit in silence and
simply contemplate upon these things, and as to how clever it all was, and as to how it
all hung together and worked. And there was | a mere ignoramus who could sit under
a tree on the moors and simply watch all this stuff around me, and without having to
hold it all together — it just worked, and it was great; and it was good to be alive. Yet
in all truth, I understood nothing at all, not a jot. But did it matter? No, not really |
guess, ‘twas enough just to be, and to be young, fit, strong, healthy; how fortunate,
and in such a world as this where there is so much bloody suffering and downright
misery for most people. Ah, what it is to be twenty four, and the world is your oyster
and everything is going well; tis a little too much to even hope for; yet it was so. And
| felt that | did not deserve a jot of it.

It was at that time that | gave up thinking, for it was obvious that thinking was to no
avail, and such questions that had motivated me from the beginning had no answers
which could be got at; and 1 laughed to myself, for I found it quite funny. How could
the nature of reality bring forth beings that could conceive of questions to which there
were no answers. A little unfair | thought, but still quite funny really. There were all
these guys from antiquity (women are too smart to waste such time) sat on their little
bums contemplating all the great questions, and all seemingly inventing different
answers; different philosophies; different silly religions; different weird and wild
theories, and for what? When they could simply do what they have to do and then sit
back and simply enjoy the trip and spectacle for the few years for which it lasted; for
tomorrow we will all be put back like the pieces of chess into the box, and the box
will be closed, and the game would be over. And all the wise men and all the mere
fools like me would all go the same way. Check mate chum ! Whereupon | would
throw another log on the fire, turn the volume of the music up just a little, and go with
the flow; and sod the lot of it — let it be.

My own father was something of a home-spun philosopher, as | found out after | had
got to know him again after the war. Unlike me he was a very well read and highly
educated man. Greek and Latin flowed from him without even thinking; and there was
I having enough trouble with a few mere words of English. He used to love keeping
me up till about two or three in the morning when | was no more than a teenager just
discussing things and asking what | thought. Never once did he ever give me any
advice on what might be the best thing to do. So one day | asked him as to why he
never gave any advice.

His reply, like parrot talk, was that a wise man did not need it and a fool would not
take it, so there was no point. My reply to him was this.... In so far as those
parameters may go then that may well be true; but they are a mere tiny end spectrum
of people. Most people are neither foolish nor are they wise, so it could well be that
for them, sometimes at least, that a little advice, food for thought, may be able to do
some good and make them think for themselves in a different way ! He was stumped
for an answer, and he knew damn well that | was right.
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One guy that was a good friend of mine later, and whom | mentioned earlier and had
been a teenager at the outbreak of WW?2 and had lived his life in Singapore where his
father was a doctor. Anyway, he was quite a bit older than me but had become one of
my best friends and we used to meet up virtually every day. He was an Optician and
had his own business in the town. One evening at that time and after a game of chess
at my place we just sat talking (as was the norm with these people). It was about two
in the morning and the firelight glow was getting dim. Out of the blue I said to him...
Well, from the hindsight of your experiences and personal learning then what would
you say is the most worthwhile and important thing that any human being could do
during a lifetime. There was a long silence (I thought he had dozed off); but then he
spoke, almost in the darkness now.

He said, that the best thing anybody could do was to become aware of what exists to
become aware of ! | was stunned to the core by that remark and did not know why. It
acted upon me like a catalytic bolt out of the blue and caused an inner stirring within
my own being that had never happened before. No more was said and he went home.
But | was never the same again, and things began to happen. | was just twenty four by
then.

It instantaneously jolted my memory back to that occasion as kid on the bomb site
when | had stopped dead in my tracks and the question came to me — What am |,
where did | come from; what am | doing here ?! | did not deliberately ask that
question then, it just popped up. | suddenly remembered as to how I used to call them
‘pop in thoughts’. And yet why would our mind do that? Why would it throw up
such silly unanswerable questions of its own accord?

I then remembered also as to how those days of childhood were magic, and yet we
had nothing at all, and we did not even know where the next days meal was coming
from, or indeed as to if the next day would even come at all; and we did not care
much either way, for we just lived for the day and the moment; and we used to laugh,
and mean it. Twenty years later | have everything that a young bloke could want; a
good job, good health, a wife and two healthy kids, enough money and some left over
for a little fun, and many good friends, and happy. And yet, and yet, something is
missing, for it is not magic any more; | am in control and | determine today and
tomorrow; but there is no magic in it. How odd.

Yes indeed, what is there to become aware of? | remembered asking almost the same
question many years ago — given that consciousness exists, then what exists for
consciousness to become conscious of? It is the same thing and the same question
how strange, what a coincidence. Tis strange as to how a remark here or a word there
can throw one on to another track almost by chance. And maybe, just maybe, it is the
potential to ask such questions, and knowing full well that we cannot answer them, is
what keeps the ball rolling; for it brings our ignorance right slap bang home to us. |
know nothing, and know it. | do not believe it; | know it. | wonder if cats and dogs
can do that; that is to say be aware that there are things which they do not know. |
wonder. But does it matter? Does anything matter? And even if it did then what can
we do about it in sheer ignorance? Not a lot. So it is still bloody funny innit !! Oh
mate, life is crazy; but fun.
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Unlike me | took the next day off work, for it was a nice early spring morning and the
sun was shining for the first time in many months after the longest winter on recent
records. | could easily afford to take a day off, so | will go and walk on the moors and
enjoy the spring and the peace and quiet; and sod the lot of it. It was either the best
thing which | ever did — or the worst ! Depending on which way one looks at it. But
after that day | was never the same again; and a mere boy grew up. Well, a bit
anyway. After | had abandoned the car and walked for some time into the middle of
the moor | met the ugliest thing | had ever seen in my life. It was a tree. A silly bent
twisted and stunted excuse for a Rowan tree. It was so ugly, pathetic and useless that
I could not take my eyes off it. All around me things were beginning to sprout and
grow; spring was in the air and all was alive and well; and everything in existence had
a job of work to do. Yet what the hell function was this silly excuse for a tree
performing? Animals could not shelter in it; no fruit was forthcoming; one could not
even make a piece of furniture from it; and it was seemingly too bent and twisted to
even bother to chop it up and throw it on the fire. It was not doing anything at all.
What was its function ? Everything had a function to perform in the universe. It was
totally useless and crazy. It did not even make the place look good; on the contrary in
fact; it bloody spoiled the view. Nothing was ever so useless in existence.

Have you ever had a conversation with a tree in your head? Try it sometime, and you
may finish up as daft as | am. Yet it was just like that. A part of myself seemed to be
arguing on behalf of the tree in answer to my criticism of it. Strange; bloody weird
more like ! There is no way that | can recount here all the questions and arguments
that went through my head, for it took hours; the best part of the day. But it was as
though the tree was criticising me for having criticised it. For | had a mind and could
think, and could walk about and observe; but the tree could not, it was rooted to the
spot and had no mind. | had a degree of freedom to think and act and shape things,
but the tree could not. So what is beauty and what is ugliness; what is worthwhile and
what is useless ? | was the one that had potential and the tree could do nothing at all;
and yet what did | do. Played a few silly games of chess, tossed a few ideas around
and decided it was all a waste of time thinking. And yet minds can think and ask
questions. What the hell was going on — was a useless tree teaching me something |
wonder — and just who was the useless ugly git; perhaps it was me not the tree; hey ho
eh.

All this went on until the sun began to set, and right behind the bloody tree. It was
silhouetted against the sun. And ironically it did not even look ugly now, it looked
kind of impressive, and old, and wise, and this place is two hundred million years old
and born in the Indian Ocean. And yeah, it was true, | was just a mere kid and knew
nothing, and had even given up the effort of trying. Bloody hell — all the philosophers
and all the wise men, could not do what this tree had done. Grief almighty it is crazy
this life. | laughed and I laughed and | laughed. The tree is not even a conscious
entity, | guess, and yet | am. Given that everything in the universe has a function,
then what is the function of consciousness in it ? What a strange question to ask
myself. Yet it is a good one | guess; why the hell does the universe contain small
packets of consciousness and volition? In order that it can sit and criticise a tree
maybe? | doubt it. Why then ? | dunno ! Perhaps the bloody universe is trying to
understand itself — if so then welcome to the club ! Come and join the rest of the
morons mate.
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Well, I am tired and hungry and | am going home for something to eat, sod the lot of
it; but it sure has been an interesting day off work, and where the hell has the time
gone ! Probably wasted — or was it? Or was it indeed? But | can only ask that
question from hindsight of twenty years later from that point in time. | will relate that
evening and the ensuing events of the following twenty years a little later. But for
now | have to skip ahead twenty years.

One day, many years later; or should | perhaps say one night, for | was sleeping. |
had a dream; an odd kind of a dream, and the kind | had never had before. | was about
forty years of age then, and had come to learn some of the things which life reveals to
us in our travels here. Anyway, in this dream | dreamt that | was reading a book. It
was huge book with gold plated leaf edges and a big thick cover. It was so
ludicrously large that I could not hold it up, but simply had to balance it upright on
my lap. It was quite weird really for | dreamt | was reading it, and just as we do in
reality. | was reading from the top left, along the lines and then down to the next line;
just as in reality. And what | was reading was a poem of all things. | have never been
the least bit interested in poetry and never read the stuff. The poem was called
Consummatum Est. And which if course you know means... It is fulfilled.

When | got to the end of the poem I instantly woke up — and | never used to wake up
at nights for | sleep like a log. The double irony was that I could remember every
word of the poem. | was somehow obliged (without rational thought) to leap out of
bed (never done that before) and write the thing down. How odd. So I did. | smiled,
slung it in a drawer and went back to bed. A few days later | was sitting in the garden
getting a few minutes peace and quiet from the daily chores when my mind became
bombarded with more poems; three of them all at once. Oh shit! | tried to push all
this stuff out of my mind; but I could not get any peace until | wrote the buggers down
on paper. So | did, and then slung them in the drawer along with the one which had
come whilst | was asleep. To cut a long story short this went on for some months
until there were ninety nine of them. And then it stopped. Thank heaven for that.
And | forgot about them quite willingly. And there they should have stayed, as |
intended them to, until they and I rotted.

One day a colleague of mine was at my place and we were fiddling around doing
something or other and he wanted a small screwdriver. | told him to try one of the
drawers in a sideboard. He dug deep and found the poems therein, and which | had
completely forgotten about at the time. 1 tried to whip them away from him quick, but
it was too late; for he was reading. “Are there any more like this” he asked. Oh shit!
Yeah, a bloody drawer full in there somewhere ! He wanted to copy them all down.
What could | say - suit your self. Unbeknown to me however, he also distributed
them to some of his cronies, and those colleagues to other colleagues. Before long |
started getting telephone calls and letters coming about these poems. They wanted to
talk and to hear more. They asked me to write it all again in simple prose in order that
they could get the verses into context. ‘Come orf it chum’, was my immediate and
instinctual reaction. One morning there were two mails in the post, laying side by
side on the mat. One was from the Archbishop of Canterbury and the other was from
the International Centre for Theoretical Physics in Trieste Italy.
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The latter asked if I could give them a ring and give them my telephone number,
which they could not find anywhere. So | did, and thinking it must have been some
kind of mistake. It was from the guy who had won the Noble Prize for uniting two of
the four fundamental forces of the physical universe, and who had started, and
directed, the International Centre for Theoretical Physics. He wanted to know if he
could come over to England and have a chat for a day. Good heavens above | thought,
what on earth for; |1 know sod all about mathematics and physics. However, it appears
that some of the verses had found their way to him also. There must be some kind of
underground network that 1 know nothing of. So | said, sure, ok, no problem.
Likewise he too asked me to spend the day talking about the meaning and experience
which the poems related to. | had never told anyone of the story of those events
before, yet he insisted on hearing it all in fine grain detail. So | told him, word by
word, and which took all day. He then insisted that | write about it and get it
published. “You must be joking my friend’, was my reply. But no, he was not joking.
He then said, ‘I envy you, and especially while being so young’. | replied, no, do not
envy me, for you know not what it has done. It turned out that he was mystic.

We kept in touch from that point on by mail and he wanted to meet up occasionally,
but alas only a few years later, and before we had the chance to do so, he died. I think
he was the nicest man | have ever met in my life, bar none. No, | do not think it, |
know it.

But first 1 will simply say that the verses which came were a kind of psychic
indigestion. In some strange way the subconscious aspects of my mind had placed all
the last twenty years of life experience into rhyming verse, it is quite incredible. |
never intended talking of the events of the years between the ages of twenty and forty;
for there was no earthly point. And there was just too much of it all anyway. The
poems, | guess, were just a way of the inner system of our mind throwing it all back
up into one’s face and conscious attention — as if one could ever forget it anyway. But
the poems, and just like that twenty years, were a closed book, and intended by me to
stay that way. But after the poems escaped from the drawer, and with much
persuasion from people whom | did admire and respect, | thought OK, so be it. And
then the next twenty years were not my own. So many mails, so much talking, so
many telephone calls and letter writing; so many emails after the advent of the
internet. And for what purpose, and what use ! Ah well; whilst we are busy making
our plans - life does what life does, and irrespective of those plans.

Tis strange how our sleeping mind will do that which we have refused to do. So
whom is in charge of what ? Our mind and consciousness is not quite what we
initially think it is. 1 eventually formulated a theory, not for mere fun, and certainly
not for publication, but just for my own model in the minds eye of understanding
these things. | now call it the Double Vortex Theory of Emanation. But | am not
going to talk about it herein in any great detail. For it would take too long. And
anyway, it is facts which interest me, not theories. But the theory is based upon many
facts of conscious experience. But | will continue to judge people by their acts, not
their words, not their beliefs, but by what they do and how they do it. And no man,
and no book, and no government, and no external being, is going to tell me not to do
this, and not to do it this way. We all make our own bed, and we have to have the guts
to lay in it; for what else, and for what other purpose is volition and self respect for?
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However, having said that | am interested in facts and the truth, there are indeed
found to be levels of reality and in which each level has its own facts of reality. We
have five outer senses, and we should make good effective use of them all. But we
also have other senses and antennae, one’s which face in a different direction. The
five outer senses are but periscopes above the waves of time, temporality and form.
But what are they connected to below the waves of time and space?

What are you? Where do you come from? To whither do you return? What are you
doing here? Do you know? It seems to me that many have known; for it is no
cosmological secret. | guess they just keep forgetting to mention it in the excitement
of the day. And just maybe it is the case that some peoples fears, phobias, and egotism
stop them from swimming in the vast mysterious pool of creation. It seems to me that
they fear letting go of the rail at the edge of the swimming pool, and to just go with
the flow. They want security; and yet life has so much more to offer, and
unconditionally at that.

I will return now, and for the next few chapters, to that evening after spending the day
on the moors contemplating upon that ugly tree, and all the questions which my mind
threw up at that time. | will then go on in one chapter to summarise the twenty years
that followed on from that day. Unfortunately one has to leave out so much, and also
unfortunately, all one can offer is mere words.

Have you ever heard these fundamentalist religionists types talking about being born
again? Have not we all eh. Little do they know; oh how little they know indeed.
Experience is the food of life which ever onward flows: understanding is digestion,
and wisdom that which grows. But there is also within reach of each person another
kind of wisdom; and it is also inwards, but not actually within them. But when found,
then that is not the end, but only the beginning of a new level of being, and then one
day, the essence and the form unite on earth, and the whole of the cosmos is in
resonance, in one harmony and accord. And creation is fulfilled on earth.
Consummatum Est. But before that we must venture back to the beginning; for the
beginning is also the end; and the end is the beginning. The middle is the problematic
bit — and the one in which we have to operate and make decisions.

That which you are about to read is not unique, and not of my making. Others have
spontaneously (like me) found the same things; and the same effects; and came to the
same conclusions. Well, they are not even really conclusions as such, but simply
what one becomes (in the becoming process) by virtue of integrating with these
events. So, all one need do is to simply tell it as it is, and was — just as others have
also done. But some, talk of it in symbolic ways; whereas that does not interest me.
So, I tell it as it is. Some also tell it as it is but of course people have to choose their
own words where there is a variety to choose from. But given in my ignorance and oh
so common nurture, | do not have that many to choose from anyway. But no
problem, for they will suffice. This is the point where if one has ingrained hard core
beliefs, then one had best leave them behind for a while. They will still be there when
you come back — assuming that you still want them that is. But either way — good
hunting.
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Chapter 4

Exegesis Part One

Purgation

It was approximately 6.45 p.m. when a friend called me on the telephone to
enquire if I would like to go over to his place for a few games of chess. | explained to
him that | was baby sitting as my wife had just gone out for the evening with friends
and would not be back until quite late. | was just on the verge of inviting him over to
my place when, without thinking, 1 said that | would give it a miss tonight and simply
have a bath and an early night. | did not know why | had said that, for I do not
usually talk without thinking as to what | am going to say. | did quite fancy the idea
of a few games of chess and rarely ever turned down the opportunity. Nevertheless,
having said it | let it ride.

The two youngsters were tucked up for the night and the paraphernalia of childhood
joy was tidied up as | sat down at about 7 p.m. | had just placed a couple of large logs
on the fire and put a record on the machine at random with the intent of a few minutes
peace and quiet before going up for a bath. If I had known in advance as to what was
going to transpire over the course of the next three hours | would have employed a
baby sitter and a witness as to my own physical condition for the duration of that
period of time.

Thus it was that at approximately 7 p.m. on a late winter/early spring evening I, a
mere ignoramus of twenty four years of age, sat down for a few minutes to read the
paper and listen to a record prior to having a bath and an early night. Just as | sat
down in the chair in front of the fire our old cat jumped up on to my lap. It took me
by surprise for | had not seen it coming and thus the thought of leaning over for the
newspaper went right out of my mind. | made a fuss of the cat as it rolled over into
the well of my lap with its legs pointing skyward. As I stroked its belly it gave out a
purr that was almost as loud as a car engine revving, and fit to rock the chair we were
sitting in. 1 smiled and wondered how they did it, and why. | continued to make a
fuss of the cat without any further thought of reading the paper. In so doing |
suddenly became aware of the record which | had put on simply for background
music.

It turned out to be the last part of the Enigma Variations which was to be followed
later by the Fantasia on a theme of Thomas Tallis by Vaughan Williams (how ironic
are those two titles; fantasia and enigma indeed). At that time neither of those pieces
were favourites of mine, it just happened to be the record | pulled out. The music
began to sound like nothing | had ever heard before or since.
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It was as though the music was trying to make me aware of IT. It permeated my
consciousness in ways that words cannot describe. | had a fleeting thought; one of
those unsolicited ‘pop in’ thoughts which said “sod the paper, listen to the music old
son”; and | thought, “Yeah... this is good” ! In today’s language | suppose we would
say that the music was reaching parts that no other Largo could get to. | had always
loved music, music of all kinds, for it all had its time, place, and mood; but this was
more than mere music, more than mere sound. 1 relaxed back into the rocking chair
with the cat still purring away like a traction engine on my lap, although the sound
was becoming drowned into the distance by the beauty of the music, when suddenly,
something very strange occurred; and the beginning of | knew not what.

Instead of relaxing it was as though my concentration was becoming focused, so
sharp; like a narrow beam of pointed conscious awareness focusing and concentrating
like | had never done before; even in the midst of chess problems during a good game,
and that alone is concentration enough, but this was more so. The music had reached
a degree of profound beauty which | had never known or thought could have existed.
In so attaining | somehow relaxed into it, a kind of letting go of objective observation.
I gave a kind of unusual sigh and an outward exhalation of breath like a long AHH,;
and just as | did so - everything vanished, instantaneously, just like creation being
switched off by the throw of a switch. There was no room, no cat, no sound of the
fire burning or the clock ticking; no cats purring, no chair, no body, no weight, no
mass, no heat or cold, no gravity, no up or down or this way or that way; there was
just total blackness and the sound of the music which was passing through my
consciousness in waves. This is not a poetic description of my listening to the music,
itis literal.

At the very instant of ‘going’ it was as though my ears had been turned inside out; for
at one instant the music was objective, on the outside, and the next instant it was
taking place “all around’, for there was no inside and outside as such. Nevertheless it
was as though the music was passing through the point (which I was) like waves on a
pond and each wave was of greater emotional charge than the one before it; as though
each wave was preparing me for the next wave, and building up into... into I did not
know what. In some respects it was like being kidnapped by divine music, perfection;
the only thing that existed in creation was myself and the music.

It was as though the ‘AHH’ was still going on but going on in the vastness of the
space of the mind alone. It become a reality in which there was no dualistic reference
between myself and music, but as though there was only ‘I AM the music’ in a dance,
a swoon, of excitement, awe, and wonder. After an immeasurable duration of time
that piece of music ended, and there was a stillness and quiet as cannot be described.
I did not question (at that point) that |1 had no body or existence other than awareness
of being. Neither would | have had the time to think of such things for the next piece
of music began. To say that the next piece of music began is the understatement of all
time. It did not begin, it flowed. It flowed out of nothingness, like... like I know not
what.

Within a few seconds of the music emanating into my consciousness there came the
most frightening experience | have ever known in my life, before or since. The
passion and beauty of the sounds were such that my mind went... bang ! | blew up,
fell apart, exploded, or so it seemed. As I did so I could see, | had vision, | was no
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longer in total blackness listening to the music for | could see myself exploding and
expanding. It seemed to be like the big bang itself. | could still hear the music, and it
was just as well that | could for my mind clung to the sound to try and quell the fear
and panic which was taking place. | could see what can only be described as streaked
out dots of light which I was expanding into and flying through like a supernova. It
was like I did not even have time to be frightened, even though I was. | was somehow
trying to turn the eyes which I had away from the rushing lights and the vision of this
expansion and concentrate upon the music. But those eyes (heaven only knows as to
with what one could see - but see one could) were eyes that we cannot open or close
by our own volition; one could not switch the vision or the experience off. Just as |
thought 1 was going to expand into infinity and fade away into nothingness the
expansion stopped. My mind gradually stopped expanding and | metaphorically gave
a sigh of relief; but there was no breath or lungs with which to do it. At that point it
was as if | were in a kind of unbounded dome of blackness, and I consisted of nothing
except a point of consciousness with no boundary or duration, no form; just
consciousness. | could see what appeared to be tiny points of light coming into and
out of existence all over the space which | existed within. Much like the vision one
would get with ones eyes nearly closed while seeing sunlight spots dancing on the
surface of a fast flowing river. It was like creation ‘stuff’ coming and going all the
time. Throughout all this | could still hear the music. Then, the next shock to my
system, if a system | had. The dots of light that seemed to be coming into and out of
existence as far as one could see suddenly turned into the music which | could hear,
and I could not only hear the music but now also see it.

There are no words to describe such music made of light. It is a vision which unlike
other vision cannot be recreated by imagination within the mind from hindsight; it can
only be seen and known at the time of the event. | saw the music flowing toward me.
It was in colours such that we know and some that we do not know. The essential
quality of the light was equal to that of the sound of the music. The light itself and the
colours were not different things as we tend to know coloured light by reflections or
as sources of light emanating from a certain point. The music was the light, the
colour was the light. It did not flow from anything except uncreated into created. The
fear that | had experienced throughout the expansion or whatever it was had now gone
and there was nothing but | and the music which I was now within: | became the
music; there was not an | and an it. As this event continued | became aware that |
‘KNEW'’ the music. That is to say that | knew it backwards, forwards, inside out, one
note at a time or all at once; and | could see it anyway | wanted to see it. | could
become the melody, which I did; I could become the harmony, which I did. 1 could
be one note or the whole piece of the music. Reality is stranger than fiction; and a
damn sight better.

Whilst this divine dance of music in unison was going on | become aware that | was
of two natures somehow enshrined in one. There came a point whilst | was
swimming in this light and music when | became aware that | was looking at myself
objectively, and it did not seem strange at the time. ‘Myself’ did not consist of a body
but only of light, but I knew it was me, and | thought, “The little one is having the
time of his life”, (which indeed he was), but the other me, or the me of the
personality, did not know this was going on; only the other bit knew that. Likewise
were all these things not being thought about as we do out here in the world of
temporal forms, but somehow they were just known, and seen, and felt, and enjoyed.
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(Many years latter | came to call this level of visions by the name of ARKON IMAGE
EMANATIONS.) | became aware at that point that there were two aspects of myself.
One which | refer to as the person and one which | refer to as the personality; the
latter of which is an extension and emanation of the former and thus a perceived
duality, albeit a oneness in the structure of an inter-dimensional vortex of self
existence. | cannot refer to two ‘I’s thus I will use the terms person and personality
for simplicity. It is not so much a case of two aspects of consciousness but more the
case of what part of the vortex of emanation the consciousness is existing within at
that instant. One cannot observe from both points of reference at the same instant
however, it is either one or the other. And it even gets far more complex. But let us
proceed in the order of the unfolding events.

At this point, and even though one was aware of what was going on at the time, one
was not ‘bothered about it” so to speak, for | was only really concerned about the love
of the reality itself, the music, the sound, the vision, the event itself, for it was indeed
a divine dance of the spheres. It was passion and reality unimaginable; creation par
excellence, by magic. The shift from one point of consciousness to the other is not an
act of wilful intent on my (the personalities) part; it simply occurred as far as | was
aware. As to how long this music and light experience lasted is impossible to say, for
although it was a temporal process it was a kind of temporality other than is known in
‘normal’ or everyday awareness in temporal forms. Likewise the visions and objects
of vision (the Arkons) were not thought of as extant things existing in their own right
such as a tree or a mountain, for it was known and understood to be being created at
the time and only for its duration and effect.

There came a point however when things changed. | suddenly had an entirely
different vision. It was just at the point when | knew the music was going away,
ending. My perspective of vision was such that I could see a being, a young boy of
about twelve years of age if appearances were anything to go by. He was illuminated
in a brilliance of light and colour, as the music had been, and existing in otherwise
total darkness, but lighting that darkness up around him like an aura. He was sitting
on his bum (with nothing underneath him) with one arm wrapped around his knees
which were folded up to his chin, and waving goodbye to the music with the other
hand. It was not a vision of any boy or person | had ever seen or known but | knew
that I had to take the vision as myself, yet not the self of the personality which | knew
to be me. Indeed it was the old me which was doing the observing and learning.
Such archetypal visions are a kind of learning without any words, and which are not
reasoned or rationalised and yet they are understood implicitly and without thinking
about them; the experience is the thing itself and the knowledge and understanding is
implicit and axiomatic; thus it is a dialogue without dialogue, and synetic in its nature.
Hence, archetypal “Synetic Dialogue’.

I could see the boy waving goodbye to the music and | could see the music fading
away into a distance and into nothingness; being uncreated just as easily as it had
been created. | also implicitly knew as to what was going on inside him and as to
how he felt. He did not want anything; he did not fear the music leaving him, for he
loved it -and that was sufficient. | cannot find the words to describe the passion and
feelings which that child knew and felt; but he was perfect; and an act which | knew
that | could not follow. As the music went further away the sound of it also
diminished.

62



It eventually faded away into nothingness and the boy was alone in his own radiance
in otherwise total blackness and nothingness. Then the vision disappeared, and there
was nothing. | was alone with my boring old self, and once again able to think and
rationalise in the usual manner and seemingly in the usual time span of thinking. Yet
I was alone in a darkness in which | had no form other than conscious awareness. |
realised that any perception or illusion of ‘otherness’, or another part of myself, was
gone and | was alone with my normal personality of the outside world. Yet the world
was gone, everything was gone except my self consciousness and its memories. What
on earth, (or wherever it be), is going on; and why ? From hindsight one would
assume that in such a situation one would be terrified, for it was like being buried
alive (a good analogy); however, the thought of the music which had preceded this
situation must have taken the fear away, even though | felt a feeling of great
apprehension and a degree of worry. Is one going to be stranded here for all time
maybe ? Is this death ? Or am I still sitting in the chair with my mind having slipped
out of joint somehow ? Have | gone insane ? The thoughts that pass through ones
mind are at times uncontrollable, and in this situation one does not know what to
think. Surely if | just sit quiet (as if | could do anything other) and hang about
something will happen; something must happen; | can’t just hang about here for ever;
wherever ‘here’ is. Perhaps someone will come into the room soon and realise that
my mind has got stuck inside and cart me off to a place to get it out again.

It was however, the first chance | had to think about what the hell was going on; one
minute | am sitting in the chair minding my own business and the next minute... zap,
and the world has disappeared, or | from it - which is it ? | knew for sure that |
wanted out from whatever | was in but there was nothing | could do about it at all; for
I had no control of anything. Just at that point however, and before | had the chance
to get really fed up, something did happen. | was just thinking how nice it would be
to go into the kitchen and get a beer or a cup of coffee when something came. 1 could
not see what it was for it was still total darkness but I could somehow feel the
presence of something | knew not what... Then | heard a voice ! To say that one
heard a voice is not true in the sense that one normally hears a voice in objective
terms across a distance, but it was indeed very much like it and also sounded within
my mind or consciousness somehow. As though the point of origin was somehow
objective yet from a location from deeper down within myself somehow. Thus
objective inwards not outwards, from ‘below’ as opposed to ‘around’ me. Something
said, or gave me the understanding by way of perceiving a voice...

"Do you want to go on"?

I cannot describe how | felt about that. Nothing would actually shock me (I think)
after what had transpired since the world had disappeared. Yet this ‘request’ was
experienced as totally objective; it was not me that was asking the question; it was
something else. | was too stunned to even think about the meaning of the question yet
alone as to where it came from; for something, even an odd sounding voice, was
better than nothing at all, if indeed it was a voice. Without thinking | inwardly yelled
out (for the lack of putting it into other words, and more in panic); “Go on what” ?
“Go on further”, came the reply or understanding. | was amazed at the logic and
reasoning, but | wanted nothing else other than normality to be re-established. | was
just about to reply (for if you can’t beat it join it), “No thanks; | have had a wonderful
time thank you very much, but I think it’s about time that I was getting back to
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normality right now if its all the same to you”. (You might as well go out laughing |
thought). As | was about to respond however, | was suddenly washed, bathed,
drowned in a passion, a love, a swoon of ecstasy; in which | responded in a way
which was a kind of choice which was no choice; an offer one cannot refuse. (And not
the kind of bath | had intended). 1 replied to whatever, or wherever, the question
emanated from... “OK, let’s do it, lets go on further” ! | did not even know what the
question meant yet alone as to from whence it came.

The next thing | was aware of was that the profound overwhelming emotion had gone
and | was then alone again - but something was different - stone me, my mind is
BENT... out of shape, distorting ! | was now experiencing not ‘nothing’ but decidedly
being inside of something - inside my own mind which was being squeezed out of
shape. Why is my mind not round ? The things one thinks at such time. It was as if |
could see the edges of my own mind in a fuzzy darkness, with my consciousness
being like a point at its centre. My mind was being squeezed out of shape, or so it
seemed. It was narrower at one point than at the other; a bit like a pear. | underwent
an experience of being squeezed and | did not like it one bit. | became very anxious;
or near on panic is more like it. | had a distinct urge to try and punch a hole in my
collapsing mind in order that | could get out, escape, before being squashed along
with it. | yelled out.... “Oy, there’s some sod out there pulling my mind around and |
cannot stop it”. | felt real panic coming on fast. The restricting became worse. “If
you don’t pack it in | am going to be squashed inside it... sod off” ! | was about to
hurl other choice obscenities when all of a sudden | heard the voice again....

“Relax, take it smoothly™!

I was just about to reply “bugger off” when | suddenly started moving. “Relax, he
says... stone me... I’m moving... the whole bloody shebang is sliding away and with
me inside it” ! “Good grief almighty what the hell is happening” ! “Relax, everything
is as it should be, keep calm and relax” ! “Relax, he says, who’s driving this thing
anyway... how do | know its passed its bloody driving test ? And where is it going
anyway... go on tell me that” ? “Keep quiet, shut up and relax” ! With that
command, or suggestion, | was stunned to the core;... “Oh yes, relax... OK, I’ll relax”
I Bloody liar I thought to myself, who the hell could relax in a situation like this...
this is too ridiculous for words or thought... yet alone happening ! The moving began
to judder; we were up against something of a resistance (me | guess)... “Relax” ! “I
am relaxing”! (why can’t | be unconscious or dead or something) ! | tried hard to
think on good things as one does in the dentist chair while under diabolical pain;
although there was no pain here, only fear. Make out nothing’s happening | thought
to myself. The juddering felt like whatever was clogging the works was fighting a
losing battle in some inevitable way. There was a huge tug - then a release. | zoomed
off like a bullet from a gun; into, or out of what | knew not.
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Chapter 5

Exegesis Part Two

Isolation in Limbo

It was as though I had been ejected from a container of some kind and at high
velocity: but | was now in a form of unseen space, a space which was so dark that it
was almost a void of creation, but | was aware of a space of some kind in which |
existed, and all about me. There was a long stunned silence of thought in an
instantaneous recognition of the obvious. “Bugger me, why did I not realise it ages
ago - | am dead - you're kicking the bucket old son” ! Not expecting any answer |
shouted out - “I am dead ain’t I” ! A ‘voice’ or communication answered, much to
my amazement. “Well, if you were dead then you would not know it would you; just
think lad, how could you think that you were dead if you were dead”.

This was in some ways the most relaxing comment that had come to me since the
music episode had ended and thus in some way relieved the panic which otherwise
would have ensued. | inwardly answered, “That is indeed hard to argue with, but
from what | have seen thus far nothing would surprise me” ! There was no answer to
that but I distinctly felt the knowledge of something smiling. The sensation was now
of existing in a literal space of some kind and yet very different to the confines of
what | had taken to be my own collapsing mind and the things which had transpired
within it: for now my mind was definitely perceived to be in a space, and free. |
suddenly felt totally alone again, or so it was experienced to be. For whatever it was,
the other degree of myself or otherness which seemed to have asked the questions was
now gone again. | was alone. | guess | must have been fooling myself for it is
obvious that | am dead, or at least on the way to it, for what the hell would | be doing
here otherwise ? For a moment | wondered as to whether | was dreaming; perhaps |
fell asleep in the chair and this is all a dream and | will wake up in a few moments.
But | knew that it was no dream for it was as real as life, too real; albeit so different. |
could still see; for that I knew, but there was nothing to see; there was no creation
other than myself, my mind in nothing, Limbo. It was indeed a state of isolation, of
existing in nothing created. It was not as though one were simply in a dark place as
such, for it was experienced that there was no ‘place’ to be dark.

It was like being stranded, left alone in nothing; separated or beyond any form of
creation; abandoned. All creation having been switched off and having forgotten to
take me with it. Not even a finger to wobble or anything to smell or touch. | thought
how much | would loved to have seen a raindrop or felt the wind in my face. And that
how | perhaps took such things for granted maybe. ‘Well, just when you’re enjoying
yourself eh’, I thought.
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One could think of this in terms of either a Limbo experience or Mind Alone, for the
effect and the experience are the same thing. Naturally | began to feel apprehensive,
for one could not do anything. One could not shake oneself out of it for there was
nothing to shake. | began pondering on life for | had accepted that this was the end of
it, or the journey to the end of it. Strangely enough I did not seem as bothered about it
as | thought I should have done, and even though | had been cut short in my prime,
and at a time when | was enjoying life to the full.

Well, 1 guess | am going to fade out any minute now and there is not much I can do
about that now, so why worry about it ! But if ever anybody or anything asks me if |
want to ‘go on’ again then | shall certainly ascertain as to what they mean before
committing myself. After a while something switched on what | instantly thought was
a star, a tiny little pinprick of light way off in the distance. | suddenly wondered as to
why | thought that this star was objective to me, for nothing else which | had seen
could really have been said to be objective in the literal sense; but this star felt to be
absolutely objective. | was over here and that thing was over there, and thus real in
objective terms.

I then questioned as to where all the other stars had gone but realised, or perhaps
better to say suddenly remembered, that this was not outer space, but an unknown
inner, or sub-space somewhere; and heaven only knows where. But if this is
supposed to be heaven or afterlife then it is no great shakes; and give me Exmoor any
day. Well, star or not it is damned obvious that I am not going to find my own way
home from this place. And even if one knew the way back how the hell would one
move in that direction ? | give up ! | began to wonder if my existence was now
solely due to my thinking process perhaps. That is to say that | have no body or
substance observable therefore perhaps if | stop thinking then I will cease to exist.
That’s novel | thought, a bit like Hobson’s choice. By the same token however, if |
were to keep thinking then perhaps | could hang about here for forever. But my
thoughts do not thrill me to that extent so | did not fancy the idea of that. So perhaps
if I stop thinking then I will cease to exist. So I stopped thinking. Nothing happened.
I was still there; in nothing and nowhere. Well, that’s it then, so much for that
experiment !

It occurred to me that perhaps the Christians may be right after all and that this distant
light was perhaps Dante’s Inferno; Wow ! happy days ! | didn’t think that | had been
that bad however, and not that | believed such stuff anyway; but there you go eh!
Movement seemed to slowly begin. Either toward the tiny little light or else it was
itself moving toward me; but no, | felt actual movement somehow. Although I was
not really thinking about it I somehow began to question, or at least begin to think,
about my past life. If this light which is coming toward me (or me it) is death, then |
really do have little time to think about life. What about it ? Well, it was OK | guess,
I seemed to enjoy most of it despite the pains and the poverty, the war and frustration.
What did | amount to ? Sod all really ! Was it fun ?

Fun ! ? I did not know it was meant to be fun; did I ask myself that question ? What
the devil is going on! Was it fun ? Well, some of it was, but not all of it, | thought
to myself. Would you do it again ? Not the same one over again | don’t think, a
different one maybe. Different in what way ? Well, a little less frustration and pain,
a little more passion and shared enjoyment. A more meaningful existence somehow
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maybe. What is enjoyment ? Well, you know, enjoyment ! No, you tell me what
enjoyment is. Well, enjoyment is to love what you are doing, to do what you love
doing, and to share that thing and that love with another person I guess. It is also the
joy of taking part, the act of being a part of instigating and spreading that enjoyment
of being; a harmony of body and mind in the excitement of experience with others,
and also at times on ones own with nature. That, I guess, is what enjoyment is for me
anyway. At that point I felt that | would love to see a tree or a green field; a blade of
grass or a drop of rain, or at least to feel a breeze of fresh air. For they were all now
lost and gone. It occurred to me that | had not done any breathing for a long time; and
nothing to breath with.

Would you want to go on living now given the choice ? Now that | have come this
far I am not sure. It would have to have some meaning to it, some purpose other than
mere pleasurable moments and sad moments which amount to nothing really. It
would have to have something which is seen, known, to have some meaning to the
suffering and pain which is the greater portion of life on earth it would seem. It
would have to be worth the effort of the struggle involved.

Would I really want to live again now ? | am not sure now; but what | think does not
really matter now anyway; so | do not want to think any more; sod the lot of it.
However, life was certainly better than being here and that’s for sure; and wherever
‘here’ is - the dungeons of my mind it seems. But whatever now then ? In life | had
the option of committing suicide if 1 had wanted or needed to; but I cannot even do
that there-here. | wonder where those poor sods went anyway. Perhaps such an act is
simply a short cut to where | am now, or where | am headed for... that light is getting
bigger, quite close.... Good grief I What the hell... are they doing here ?!

I suddenly became aware that | was drifting past other beings somehow; hundreds of
the buggers. | could not see them as such but | somehow knew they were there, and |
could indeed almost see them, a kind of misty outline of some kind. | could somehow
feel their presence. | became aware that | was somehow passing people; or beings of
some kind anyway. What the hell are they doing here in my mind, or my minds tomb
or whatever or wherever ? It was as if | was drifting through their dimension and yet
somehow | could feel their presence and somehow ‘know’ them: an empathy of some
kind. These people, whatever they were, were so good. | do not know how | knew
that, but I just knew it, and | wanted to be with them above all else. If | were on a bus
then | would jump off at this stop, but | can’t do sod all: I want to be with THEM!

I wanted to wave at them to attract their attention but | had nothing to wave; yet
somehow | understood something; a bit like a conversation by telepathy I thought. 1
could feel them and know them, and understand them somehow. Stone me ! - they
said | cannot be with them... not now ! Why not; | want to be with them, they are far
nicer than many of the people | came across in life. They are different somehow;
strangely different.

Then, without more ado or a by your leave, | suddenly shot off like an inter-galactic
bullet, at terrific velocity and away from their dimension of existence, or their
imagined existence whatever. And the light which had been a mere pin prick of light,
the little star, was now much closer and larger. That is no star, | thought; more like a
hole with light shining through it, or somehow rather drifting out of it.
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It was now almost upon me, or me upon it whichever. | seemed to be in some kind of
free fall, a decent or diminishing orbit about it; spiralling toward it. It was almost as
though | could feel my own movement now and almost a sense of rushing air passing
me. Hay, this is quite fun, a good feeling. But | do not think it is going to last long
somehow ! | was no longer questioning as to whether this light was real but rather as
to what it indeed was, for | was heading for it and fast. It is not a star, it looks more
like a hole with light coming out of it from behind. Well, it would seem that it is
perhaps the death star after all; happy days ! Now is the time for all good men to
come to the aid of Richard: some hope !

Well, what is going to be is now going to be, so sod the lot of it: for there is nothing |
can do about it now. But | could go out singing | guess - more dignified than
whining. What shall I sing then; it will have to be a short song: Arrivederci Roma ?
Auld Lang Syne ? No, I think I fancy a bit of Bach.... that is certainly a hole... it IS a
hole... with light shining through it somehow; what a beautiful light it is to be sure...
radiant.... strange... this is IT, | am going into it.... stone the bloody Crows | am
falling into it.... Wow !
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BEYOND THE WHITE

Exegesis Part Three

Circumincession of the Trinity of Being.

What happened next is impossible... | think ! How then do we describe the
impossible ? An event occurred; one event, but it was experienced twice, and from
two different perspectives or points of reference, and thus appearing as two events
from hindsight. Yet they could not be remembered during the sequence. They could
not be remembered for an infinite duration of time; not until this whole series of
events was over and behind me. This event was in a dimension of a trinity of some
kind; a trimorphic reality of self in some way. However, observation is always
dualistic, the observer and the observed it seems; but it can take place from three
different points of reference in sequence. Is it any wonder that we question our sanity
for a while.

I will have to describe the following sequence of events just as though it was
experienced at the time and in the sequence in which the events took place. However,
at the time, the first sequence could not be remembered during the course of the
second sequence and thus it was experienced (at the time) as if 1 only went into the
white light once. But from hindsight it was experienced as going into it twice - even
though knowing it was only once. The alternative is that two parts of me went
through two different holes at the same time. Confusing is not the word ! Who would
ask for any of this ?

I did not experience actually entering the white light. One instant | was about to enter
it and the next instant | was inside or beyond it. If it were possible to have blinked
ones eyes then | would have assumed that | had blinked and hence missed it. But |
know well enough that you cannot open or close those eyes. Moreover, | had no
knowledge of ever entering the white light; there was nothing before this event for
that part of me in this field. | saw the figure of a Human form. It was tall, elegant,
old; and standing on top of high precipice, like a cliff edge. | (this part of me) was in
a location just to its left and a little way behind it. But I had no form as did it. | could
see the left hand side of its face and form and way off into a strange kind of distance
to the front and all around it.

I must have had two eyes for the reality was three dimensional. The space all around
was like an eerie white mist and yet somehow without being misty; for vision was
crystal clear. | could see over the edge of the precipice where this figure was standing
right near the edge of a high drop. However, | myself, the observer, had no form, and
this figure, or symbolic emanation of a figure, seemed as though it were not aware of
me watching it, whatever it was. Moreover | had no remembrance of ever arriving
here or of anything that had happened before. | did not have a clue what | was, or
what | was looking at, or what either of us were doing here: wherever ‘here” was.
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But it was calm, serene, peaceful, poignant, somehow meaningful, but eerie
nevertheless; strange; mysterious. | had no thoughts going through me, no feeling, no
questioning; no power to think or reason (as one can from hindsight obviously), but
just simply watching, and taking it in: and not by choice. I, or this part of me, was
just an observer (as far as | know anyway). If one was being precise then that part of
myself could be said, from hindsight, to have been like a spare member at a wedding
or union (Mutual Convergence). And in the true and deepest sense of that meaning: a
mere observer - in order to KNOW !

The figure was looking down in toward the whiteness which was a kind of enclosed
but huge dome of whiteness. There was only the restriction of whiteness which
created the perception of an enclosure or dome of some kind. But whilst 1 was
observing all this a small dark aperture in an otherwise total whiteness just opened up,
like the lens of a camera shutter (the round type). The whiteness was not a blinding
whiteness but simply an absolute pure and soft radiant whiteness: but kind of misty.
And yet the aperture which opened up like a hole in a wall was absolutely round in
form and clear cut defined. But it was tiny; a small hole. A small dark opening in a
‘non wall’ of the mysterious white light; and me with no form, and this form of a
figure about three foot in front of me and to my right, just standing there watching this
hole appear. Then all of a sudden a small ball of gold glowing light popped in
through the hole; and as it did so the aperture closed up like magic behind it... like a
self closing door.

As the being looked down (it sounds like a fairy story but it is the literal truth of the
events so help me the god of truth), this small gold ball of light came through the dark
aperture into the white light, and there it just kind of hovered, remained stationary,
with this figure watching it and me watching all of it. As | said, as the small gold
glowing object entered into the white dome then the aperture through which it had
come, the small black hole in the white, simply closed up and became non existent
behind it; and the light (gold ball) just sat there stationary; a gold ball of light
surrounded by a pure white light. And all was still... for ages it seemed.

It was eerie, so quiet, yet so profound. There was not a sound or any further
movement. All was utter stillness and quiet. Somehow it seemed as if the figure may
have been an extension of myself with me having some kind of out of the body
experience in some strange way; for | knew what was going on in its thinking; I think.
Yet | was observing from a slight distance away... and objective.

The small glowing object looked much like a Ping-Pong ball and its radiance was a
gold glow which stood out in contrast to the surrounding pure and soft white light. As
I watched | saw the figure shed one tear; one solitary tear ran down its left cheek; yet
it was happy; so happy. | know not how | knew it, but know it | did. The figure was
in love with the glowing object. Had | been in a position to think, ask questions or
rationalise during that facet of the events, then | do not know what | would have
thought or reasoned, or understood; but I could not. From hindsight it is very strange
being a passive observer. From hindsight however, there are no questions to ask
regard that event as far as | am concerned; for all was understood - it explains itself.
But to continue however.
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Nothing was said; there was not a sound; everything was as stationary as the grave
with the exception of that teardrop slowly rolling down a face. No further movement
took place. It was so profound beyond words. | was not sure as to whether the figure
I had been observing was another part of me or not; indeed at this point | was not sure
of anything, for I could not think; I was simply an observer. The vision then ended as
instantly as it had come about, and from that point | had no further memory or
recollection of it ever happening; or not for a very long time yet to come. An infinite
amount of time.

In the Second, or Parallel Entry.

As | said... this was no star, it is a hole with light shining out of it, and | am
damn well falling in to it.... I am going into it.... Wow !

I did not actually experience going into the white light; I must have blinked or
something. One instant | was about to enter it and the next instant | was inside of it. |
was inside some kind of bubble - a bit like a cobweb eggshell, or one of those string
lamp shades that gather all the dust. | was aware of myself inside this thing; like an
embryo in an egg of some kind; or shell. It was the first time that | could actually see
anything of myself since all this began. | was somehow sitting all cramped up like a
bloody chicken in an egg; wondering as to what was on the outside which was so
bright; and as to what the hell was going on now. But thinking did not come easy at
that point, and perhaps simply more instinctive than rational thinking. But I could
still think somehow. Beyond this ‘bubble’ which | was cooped up in was a pure
radiance of brilliant and dazzling white light. A blinding light. | could not seem to
think in the normal mode of thinking, although I could indeed still think somehow.

I had an instinctive urge of wanting to scratch my way out of this bubble or whatever
it was, or at least see as to what was outside of it. But there was no form to scratch at.
I could not touch anything even though | seemed to have some kind of physical form
of some kind. | think it must have been simply too bright and blinding to see
properly. | suddenly realised that the light was getting brighter and even brighter by
the second; blinding and more blinding all the time. Or perhaps more light was
getting in through the mesh of this thing somehow. | began to see something - or more
true to say ‘know’ something: but what is it... I’m not sure... No, no no it can’t be... it
is... good grief almighty... the thing outside... it is... itis ME ! (With that thought, that
event, that vision and knowledge - | was dead; gone; finished). | saw no form of
anything other than brilliant and blinding light yet I knew that something outside was
myself; it was made obvious; axiomatic; absolute knowledge. My being, my
consciousness, started spinning, swooning somehow, spinning in a giddiness like a
vortex of water going down a bath plug hole: a vortex of self existence diminishing
into nothingness. | knew that my bubble was disintegrating in the light... and so was
I... | am going... | am being damn well annihilated, melted down, disintegrating,
burnt out, annihilated. It came to pass that everything ended; everything had gone;
and I was gone. | and the universe were no more. It was the end of time.

* * *
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Chapter 6

Exegesis Part Four

THE PARADISE EVENT

The Virgin Womb of Eternity
Reunification and the Knowledge of Self

For an unknown duration after my bubble or shell and | were annihilated
there was nothing. One cannot talk about nothing, for nothing is the total lack of
experience, oblivion; like being switched off, dead, gone, annihilated. But after a
non duration of time there was a re-emergence or resurrection of my being, an
annihilation of annihilation as such; but the like of which could never be dreamed or
imagined. No physical eye has ever seen that place, no hand has touched it, no
dreaming mind has thought of it, and its reality has never occurred to the rational
mind which exists in temporality: other than through the memory of the Paradise
event itself.

Annihilation in that mutual convergence was something like passing through a magic
gate: a gap in the universe: a hole in creation, a gate which separates time and
temporal things from the transcendent realm of a divine Eternity, the repose of being.
Such death is not a death but rather the ultimate in living, the ultimate in knowing,
and the ultimate in comprehension and affirmation. Likewise is it the ultimate in
love, passion, wisdom, and understanding. From hindsight one would initially ask the
question as to why the nature of things comes to contain such a rare and precious
jewel in the crown of creation which would seem to be so jealously guarded, and
beyond the moat of annihilation itself, that so few people ever come to see it during
the course of their life on Earth. A justified question indeed. For everyone should
know this yet while they live their lives on Earth; or so would be my own judgement
and any other human being who had come to witness this wonder beyond all wonders.

Dialogue upon the transcendent and eternal realm is not going to be easy for the
words we use apply to temporal things and not to the eternal perception of the
transcendent realm of perfection in which there is knowledge only of essences of
things and not the things themselves. Moreover the vision of the place itself is not
what that realm is all about, for it is about the feeling and the knowing and
understanding, not the vision; and even though the vision itself is the vision to end all
visions. Among all other things one knows (and realises from hindsight) is that we
are a kind of jug, a vessel, a conduit, through which the life force itself flows.
Without created consciousness to act as such vessels there could be no further
creation, and no point or meaning to creation without us. We are the banks of the
river of the flow of life; and this place is where the banks of the river of life meet the
eternal river-bed.
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However, it is not totally impossible to talk of such reality, only very difficult; but
such experience itself solves many mysteries and so called paradoxes. To say that
self consciousness, or |, is resurrected after annihilation is the most fitting description
of the experience, and the best definition of the event. One could also say the
annihilation of annihilation; but one cannot say as to what is happening in absolute
objective terms of reality; for you and | can never know that. With regards to the
‘awakening’ in that realm then one cannot make an analogy of going to sleep and then
waking up in another place, for that gives the impression of a continuity; which it is
not. It is a broken continuity of self being. Broken by the act of annihilation.

When we awake from sleep we are the same person that went to sleep; we vaguely
remember going to sleep, we remember having been to sleep, and when we awake we
retain our past memories of having existed before that sleep: and thus a continuity of
being even though we underwent an oblivion of consciousness during dreamless
sleep. Neither are we actually aware of the point of falling asleep, but we sure are
aware of being annihilated; and how. And | often wondered why. But if we did not
come to know then we would never know the connection point between time and the
everlasting eternal moment of being.

Because that place, the transcendent realm, is judged by us (or me) to be perfection,
then for simplicity | refer to it as Paradise. There are no names however. It would be
misleading to refer to it as ‘eternity’, for | always thought of eternity as the sum of all
created time. Indeed time as we know it does not even move there. Thus it is the
beginning of time; hence the womb of eternity. Moreover, nothing at all of
experienced consciousness has ever known that place and dimension by dwelling
there. So it is pristine, fresh, child like, virgin of any other experience or memory;
and hence my justification for referring to it as the Virgin Womb of Eternity. There
are no men or women there and the word virgin has no connotations of that ilk.
However, let us proceed with the event and the understanding of the eternal wisdom
itself.

When we awake in paradise we do not awake in the sense of coming out of a sleep
then; it is nothing like that at all. There is no waking up or sleeping in that realm, for
when you are resurrected into it you have ALWAYS been there; there is no before.
Temporality does not apply there. Hence, even if we went there a million times it
would always be ‘once’ from our perception anyway; and by virtue of annihilation
itself and which brings cosmic amnesia. Paradise is the beginning; and the end is a
new beginning. So it is both the beginning and the end, and then the beginning again.
It is like the knot that joins a round piece of string or loop; or the weld that holds the
circle of being together. It is home; back to from whence we came. It is my home;
everyone’s home. We are Twins; divine cosmic twins.

One does not wake up then or suddenly come into self consciousness there for one has
always been there and self conscious within it. Naturally enough you and I can come
to question that truth as it is experienced by the I AM within that realm when we are
in extension of it; and don’t | know it. But one cannot question it whilst in there; it is
uncontradictable. Thus when self consciousness is restored, shall we say, after
annihilation, it is not the restoration of the personality that went in, thus it is not really
a resurrection in that sense, for that part of ourselves which exists in that realm has
always been there; and the part, the personality, that went into annihilation does not
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exist there; but it is still you; the real you; the essential you; but the inner and depth
eternal you that only this dimension can reveal; and hold. The part that is never let go
of. So much depends then on the reference point one is talking from when using the
term ‘I’ or me. Hence we have to come to know our true self; that part which IS the
real us, and of which everything else is ultimately objective - even the personality,
time and changing events.

In that realm there is no memory of ever having existed before or elsewhere. There is
no before or elsewhere. Thus we are not talking about the personality existing in
paradise but that of the PERSON. The personality is washed away in annihilation
(much like mud coming off cloths in the wash). But nevertheless that person in
paradise is ‘ME’... ‘I AM ME’. It is still my essential being and consciousness (you
in your case). But not the you of the temporal senses and personality. The person and
the personality are but two parts of our trinity of incarnate being; and the soul (data
field) or overself is the third part - like three quarks in a proton or three peas in a pod:
Spirit, Soul and Personality. One could therefore mistakenly talk about the ‘I AM’
which exists in the womb of eternal mind as being objective from the personality of
the being in time and space; but to do so would be very wrong and also cause a
paradox and an alienation of self from self, or the outer from the inner. Likewise it is
also too painfully obvious from hindsight that some, if not many (through second
hand dialogue and distortions) have thought this aspect of being to be the first cause;
the unseen living mover of creation itself. But not so; for there is something else, and
even beyond that depth... beyond our transcendent self, and which is not us. But those
who have claimed or believed that they and the creative source of all existence are the
same thing are utterly wrong. And so too are those who believed them. But that is
more politics and manipulation than reality as was.

The eternal paradise at the ground of our being is experienced to be the first created
thing and place; but certainly not the creative source itself. Although it is known to
be the first emanation of the creative source itself, the first act of creation (the son of
creation in analogy). In the beginning man was indeed in a ‘garden’ (realm) of eternal
delight and everlasting perfection; a paradise existence indeed. But as | say, it would
still require an “act’ to bring forth that realm and the mind/s within it. Thus it is also
known whilst in that place that there is a deeper but uncreated reality. But not a
deeper reality that you or | can ever get to; and that is a known fact whilst there. The
I AM which exists in that reality is not the first cause then, and that is axiomatic at the
time. Itis the first thing ‘CAUSED’; the original observer of the observed. However,
it was not created in time; certainly not the kind of space-time that you and | know out
here. It is deeper down within the inner structure of the vortex of emanation than the
point where space times become a phenomenon of extended manifest reality; just as a
river is not the river bed, but without a river bed and the banks there could be no river.
It is the ground of being; not the creative source of all being. And there is a deeper
reality which can never be known; it can only be known of.

Let us continue however, with the event as it unfolded. | was resurrected from
oblivion, non existence, conscious death, into a place of eternal perfection. In that
place there is perfect vision, (those who are blind will see). A vision which must be
from two locations | guess because the vision, the place, is three dimensional,
binocular vision. There exists width, breadth, and depth.
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The place, realm, goes on as far as one can see, and into a distance beyond sight itself,
for it is everywhere and everything. There is up, and there is down, there is left and
there is right, all relative to the point of vision needless to say. The vision is of
darkness and of infinite jewel like little glowing lights. The lights are like jewels,
diamonds set in a sea of purple glowing darkness; which is not really dark at all, but
somehow pulsating with vitality and being. The lights are small but more than mere
points of light, and they are of various size and distance apart. Some are even kind of
wispy and strung out; but most are round-ish.

Neither the darkness or the lights can be described in a way which does them justice,
for the beauty transcends anything known or knowable in temporal consciousness. It
is the original unadulterated essence and principle of beauty. The lights in that realm
are stationary, or so it seems to observation. Nothing moves, all is still and silent.
The only thing that moves is I, or self consciousness. | AM slowly drifts through that
realm in a clockwise orbit; a slow orbit, but an orbit nevertheless. Initially it is like a
slow drifting in a straight line. However, it is an orbit, a clockwise orbit assuming the
clock were laying face up on the floor. The orbit is of great distance and almost
perceived as a straight line, but it is known to be an orbit about an unseen ‘missing’
centre. The | that exists there (us) has no perceived substance or form, it is just pure
virgin primordial consciousness as far as we are concerned; or a mysterious substance
which can be made conscious; a cognitive energy of some kind. But what it is made
of (if anything other than pure consciousness) cannot be known. It cannot be seen or
touched. We cannot see our Self.

It is like such energy is sacrosanct. There is no form to the eyes that see, for it is the
consciousness or energy itself which can see. It can see almost all the way around
itself, but not quite all the way around. Thus you cannot see directly behind you but
you can indeed see well to the left and right in greater vision than human vision. In
ones drifting in this place one does not come into contact with the distant lights at all;
and one does not really know as to what the lights are whilst there, (one can deduce
from hindsight though) they are just lights, beautiful lights, and their configuration
slowly alters with the perspective of ones movement in orbit. (Later | wondered as to
how there could be perceived movement but no perceived experience of time — but
that is how it is).

The darkness itself is indescribable, it is like a translucent glow of purple soup stuff
which is somehow vibrant, vital, it is not a void and it is not mere space in between
the lights; it is a ‘something’; but more like a glowing soup or aura somehow.
Perhaps it is the ‘stuff’ that beings ‘congeal’ out of; like planets and stars do in the
physical universe. And ones orbit is through this divine and wondrous darkness-stuff
amid the jewel like lights. Thus, it is a brightness as well as a darkness. Like the
twilight of the proverbial gods indeed. The description may make it sound a little bit
like the physical universe with the stars amid black space; but it is nothing like that at
all. But if anything then more like the vision telescopes see among a bright nebula in
a past supernova.

The lights are also much larger than our perception of stars which are mere pin pricks
of light, and there is a tint of colour in them even, as | say, like diamonds; but the
predominant aura and glow is white. They have a substance and shape, but there
seems to be no absolute uniformity of shape; but most seem to be round as | say. The
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darkness is nothing like outer space then, and it is not even dark at all; but dark-ish,
like purple soup which is glowing. The lights are not as distant as the stars in space
even though they are not in contact, and the distances between them is many times
their actual size. Thus it is not like the emptiness of outer space at all. Moreover, one
can see all this without turning ones vision, for indeed one cannot turn ones vision.
There is no ‘Oh, I think 1 will look that way or this way’... you just see it all, all the
time. But you also know that you are not seeing ‘it all’ at all, for it is infinite and
everywhere.

However, that realm is not about the vision as | say, it is about the magic; the
knowing, the understanding, the passion, the reality, the knowing the essence of the
‘ALL’, the love, the wisdom, the beauty, and above all else it is about the purpose of
creation and being. It is ineffable really. Inaword it is all about *being there’; taking
part in this wondrous mysterious union of creation at root beyond time. It seems that
the vision itself is a kind of bonus perhaps: a place in which to do this knowing yet
whilst in a repose of divine peace; the peace which passes all absolute understanding;
utter perfection, and absolute affirmation of being. It is like an amen to creation; the
swan song of perfection. It is like the last chord of the ultimate piece of perfect
music; a chord which comes like an amen after that pregnant pause and build up to the
final chord. There could be nothing cleverer and wiser than to have annihilation
precede this reality; for it is like music in that sense; the last, and wondrous chord of
created being when all has seemed to be done and finished. And whilst also being
seen from hindsight to be the prelude to being also. The first and last chord of the
music of the spheres and the dance and symphony of creation and being.

Moreover, it is also the beginning as well as the end, as | say, for it is where we come
from, the root of our being. It is like it could be described as the cosmological
waiting room of created consciousness before transmigration into the experience of
time, freedom and activity. There are no other beings perceived (or even known of)
in that realm; one is totally alone with this truth and its reality. Thus the place and the
knowledge is all yours, all mine, all beings from their point of reference and
consciousness; it is the realm where all centres meet beyond space and time in the
primordial motherload of created consciousness, minds, beings, whatever you want to
call them. “Motherload’ does not mean female either. It means the main seam; the
core, and the pure original stuff itself. It is PURE consciousness; beyond time, space,
and memory. It (I AM) is the alpha and omega of all extended minds; the beginning
and the end of all created beings in creation; the first creation and the home that
awaits the return of all created minds which are but the children or progeny of
creation.

Nothing was created before | AM and paradise: and nothing is created after me; | am
the beginning and the end of creation, (synetic dialogue). Thus it is that the
consciousness in the repose of the eternal domain is the first child of creation - in the
Virgin Birth of creation itself. The real and only Virgin Birth. (and this one is not
symbolic, it is the real thing). Before the mountains high and wide, before the sea’s
did flow, before the stars gave forth their light, even then, I said, | KNOW. Before
my personality was, | AM. Before cave men came into being, | AM. Look deeper
than the stones of the earth and the oceans, and there you will find me; I am the light
which is beyond them all; 1 am the light of life and the resurrection. Know me, and
you will know your self; for | AM... and you are | AM.
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Thus it is not really metaphysics but proto-physics; before physics. It is not ‘after
time’ (although it is that again also) it is before time moved; before changing events
emanated forth from the centre of all being and the eternal point of no duration. We
are there at the beginning, like the first observer of the first act of creation; in awe,
passion, and wisdom. We are the lover of the loved. We are the manifestation of
cosmic love and beauty. And no extended manifest life can be without me (I AM).

Our self consciousness in that dimension cannot think; thinking is a temporal process;
thinking needs time. But it is totally aware nevertheless, (thus, knowledge and
understanding comes before thought: thus thought depends on knowledge... NOT the
other way around as many seem to assume. Earthly philosophers are like mere babies
in divine cosmic ignorance). It (we) is (are) not aware of things as we are aware of
things out here however, but it is aware of what can only be described as the essences
and eternal principles and qualities of things; truths; depth realities; quality; meaning;
purpose; beauty; wisdom; passion; understanding and affirmation. It is the big YES
to creation and conscious existence; TO BE.

That root of our being of eternal consciousness, that part of ourselves which exists
there at the deepest level, the first child of creation, is totally in absolute love, a
passion beyond description, imagination and beliefs. It is filled with the passion of
being to such a degree that if you and | out here were to have that degree of passion
energy burning inside of our temporal minds or guts then we would blow up; (and
perhaps this caused it to happen during an incarnate life; who knows, who indeed
knows); but such passion is like dynamite. It is not like the watered down love we
know in this world, and certainly wonderful though that be. It is more comparable to
the heat at the big bang with that of absolute Cosmic temperature now.

In this life we tend to think of wisdom as that of knowing what to do, of doing the
right and proper thing; because it is wise to do that thing by virtue of the positive
outcome. But that is intelligence and reason, not wisdom. However, the wisdom
within that consciousness is nothing like that. Its wisdom is the knowledge of
creation itself; the knowledge of the heart: the knowledge of itself and its eternal
existence; and as to why things exist at all. Knowledge also of that which is not itself;
but otherness; that which gave event to this paradise and oneself; it is
uncontradictable certainty of creation; purpose; being; and the wisdom of the
beginning and the end of all things. And thence all of which I sum up in the terms the
‘Eternal Gnosis’ or the ‘Eternal Wisdom’.

It is a divine swoon of the exultation of the love of being; and being a part of it all.
That ‘1 AM’ knows well enough that something brought it forth into conscious being;
it knows well enough that it does not contain its own causation. It also knows that
the cause of its existence is not paradise itself (the place) in its origin; and not within
paradise itself in absolute terms. The first cause cannot be seen, it cannot be directly
known independent of the essences and created forms, and yet in a way it knows of
nothing else other than its love for its source of being. And its source of being is that
of no created thing; no thing created; and no ‘thing’ knowable. And it is not
questionable; it is uncontradictable knowledge and certain reality. There is no doubt.
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Thus, if it could be said that one is ‘contemplating” whilst there, which is true in a
way, then the thing which one is concentrating on, knowing, cognitive of (not
thinking) in this swoon of passion, knowledge and delight is that of the love of and for
‘No Created Thing’. If you follow my meaning. Everything which is (including I
AM) is the manifest flow of the principle of TO BE. But the principle, although
contained within all things, is no created thing. TO BE, is its own causation; and the
absolute primordial essence and principle of all that becomes manifest in extension of
the mysterious and unknowable point of no duration.

Thus it is that such child of consciousness (us in there) is in love, a passion, and
wisdom and yet it is but a cosmological child; a virgin creation; a virgin birth no less:
pure in its love of otherness and the love of itself and its home which was created for
it. Pure in the sense that it cannot think. Pure in the sense that it has had no other
experience beyond that of paradise itself. Pure in its love which is unconditional of
anything except the passion of TO BE, and unadulterated by anything which is not it.
For although it somehow knows everything in there, you and I (out here) would say
that it knows nothing at all in the sense that we consider knowledge and
understanding things to be. It is a very strange thing, for in this world there are two
things that you and I can never ever know; one of them is everything, and the other is
nothing. (For ‘knowing’ means to know ‘some thing’). And yet that part of ourselves
in that realm knows only two things: one of them is everything (the essence and
principle of) and the other is No Thing. How odd, how very odd; it is like a reciprocal
reality, or the square root of minus one - except that this place exists in reality to be
known and loved.

The ‘I AM’ of that realm has no knowledge of Earth and incarnate existence. No
knowledge of the universe or universes of space and time. No knowledge of created
forms other than itself and paradise. Thus, those who claim that they are
communicating with the dead or totally transcendent are either liars or very confused
people - a little learning is a dangerous thing; drink deep or taste not. They may be
communicating with other living beings external of that realm; maybe, but not these
beings, not the totally transcendent. You will not disturb these beings. They are
sacrosanct and belong to something else for that duration; for they are home in the
ground of being.

In that eternal paradise then there is only One, and the one is the all (all of us); for we
are all identical in it. THAT stuff is what we are in the beginning. It is only from
hindsight and whilst on Earth (with remembrance of that level of being) that we can
know that all created consciousness sees it that way, and in the same way; thus all
beings perceive the oneness in the divine transcendent realm of perfect repose, perfect
love, and perfect wisdom.

In that place there is no pain, no worry (no bills to pay) no answering to do; no eating,
no sleeping, no thinking, no memory, no remorse; no hopes or desires, no fears;
nothing negative. Thus it is also then a Mono-Pole reality; all positive and no
negative; (hence no negation). All good, no bad. All beauty, no ugliness. All ‘now’,
no past or future. All understanding and affirmation, no doubt or unknowing. All
answers, no questions. Good grief almighty, why was anything ever created so good?
Who knows, who can answer. Only that child knows; and that is its wisdom - and it is
you. Know your Self.
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Search yourself then; for the quest and passion for the deepest knowledge of selfhood
and understanding brings knowledge of the deepest depths of the all. And the
incarnate effect is amazing and life enhancing. For we learn how to walk and ride on
the waves of all creation, and to go with the flow. In the whole of creation there is
nothing to cling to, for it is all yours already.

As | drifted in a slow orbit swathed in a love and understanding which is ineffable,
beyond words and rational understanding, in a wisdom which is beyond dialogue, in a
place of eternal and everlasting perfection and delight, | suddenly heard/had a voice or
command/communication (or the experience of one) and understood a directive. |
had never heard a voice or command before in all my existence, and | was in fear and
panic. The understanding was ...

“It is now time to go” !

Words cannot begin to describe. | had never known communication or words or
commands before. | did not know as to what was communicating with me, or how or
why... was it me or was it something else... | began thinking... what IS thinking!
There is nothing else, only me! | did not know what ‘go’ meant, and yet somehow |
did begin to understand, and as | began to understand | was in even more fear and
panic, (was | biting from the TREE of knowledge) for there was nowhere else to go;
only this place exists.

No, no, | do not want to go (I do not know how I invoked or understood such
communication for | had never communicated with anything). But I know not of
‘go’, this is my home and my love... | cannot go ! (The first thought... and not by
choice).

“It is all well that you must go now, for something out there is in need and you must
now be with it: do not fear, it is all well that you must go now... now be with it” !

That fear at knowing | was ‘going’ is not possible to put into words; it could not be
put into words. But one knew nothing of other things, or worlds, or time and space.
Nothing. Nothing other than Eternal Paradise.

*

I did not open my eyes for they had never been closed as far as | know. Returning
was instantaneous action at a distance. | was looking at a cat fast asleep on my lap.
My arms hung limp at my side. The fire had long since burned away and all was as
quiet as the grave. It was very late into the evening and growing cold, yet my body
was warm, comfortable. All was as it had been except the fire was out, the cat fast
asleep; and about three hours or so had elapsed.
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No amount of words or pages could ever sum up my initial feelings and thoughts on
returning to temporal conscious and the same life that | had left seemingly millions of
millions of years ago. Yet it was but three hours ago. | must have sat staring at the
wall ahead of me for the next hour dumb-struck; without moving as much as an
eyeball or a muscle. | was in shock. There are no words to describe the feeling, the
shock, the excitement, the annoyance of coming back - the impossibility of it all. |
was shocked, joyful, sad at returning, bemused, enlightened, annoyed, happy, mind
blown yet understanding all at the same instant.

By the time | got around to moving it was about eleven p.m. | wondered as to what
would have happened to the children if the house had caught fire or if one of them had
woke up and come down-stairs. | thought more in that next hour than I had thought in
all my past life put together; but none of my thinking made any sense to the rational
mind. When | came to my full rational senses | shouted out to myself... “Good grief
almighty what the hell was that”! | was indeed back to ‘normality’, my old charming
ignorant self. But perhaps not quite so ignorant now.

| staggered into the kitchen to make a strong cup of coffee which I took up to bed with
me. The children were sleeping fine and did not look as though they had moved all
evening. | did not think I would ever be able to sleep ever again. But wrong again,
for | was sound asleep within no time at all, and before my wife returned home from
her evening out with friends. | never told anyone of that event; the paradise event, for
twenty years or more, for obvious reasons. Not a word; not a mention. What the hell
could one say anyway! And we all know well enough the reaction it would receive. It
was therefore not only the secret teaching - but also unspeakable!  Or was it !?
Nothing is for nothing. And this can be known lived in and used; it is for knowing.

I had undergone what | later came to call the “Mutual Convergence’ (in annihilation).
Twenty years later | underwent yet another most profound experience which I came to
call the ‘Reciprocal Convergence’: or the Consummatum Incarnate (paradise on
earth). And in which there is another kind of union, a reciprocity of ‘meeting again’ -
and on earth, between the inner self and the outer personality in a oneness. And only
then did | come to see the connection, the reason, the meaning and purpose of the ‘I
AM’ in paradise; and in which the function and purpose of the incarnate mind and the
inner depths of self and the objective physical universe are fulfilled in a unification of
mindful being on earth; the three in one; in a dance among the temporal forms on
earth, and which was understood as the very purpose of creation itself and the reason
as to why even paradise exists - and has to be known while yet on this earth during an
incarnate lifetime here. They have to be joined on earth also; that is the goal, the
function and purpose - that eternal self is no longer alienated in conscious awareness
from the incarnate mortal form. The alleviation of Cosmic Amnesia, and for this
purpose in the evolution of the mind incarnate. And no sense of alienation from
anything; even understanding. Everything in creation is a part of one dance, one
cosmic symphony, and everything is a part of the whole, and the whole cannot be
without every part.

And hence the saying that the outer has become as the inner and the purpose of being
has been fulfilled, consummated, in the perfection of forms as it was in the beginning
in the transcendent essence of being, and the essence of all things, then so too has it
become in the forms in extension. And in that knowing and understanding creation
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has achieved its goal incarnate; and within the knowing incarnate mind of a finite
personality... but ‘I AM’ eternal. The mind is not in this universe simply to observe
it, but rather to fulfil it. Youand | AM are one. You are | AM. Know thy self.

However, that was way off in the future; twenty long years in the future. In the
meantime time did get mean at times; and from hindsight | can only call it a twenty
year period of the dark night of the soul at times: for | had not yet learned of the
reciprocal convergence of being/consciousness on earth in the consummatum or
reciprocal convergence. For twenty years | was but a half baked mystic; and
something else was missing. But in the meantime there also existed a dichotomy, a
duality of being; one being perfect and the other far from perfect — hence still some
kind of alienation. A little learning is a dangerous thing, so drink deep or taste not the
divine eternal spring. Where metaphysics hangs its coat; and mystics dwell in awe;
the singer may be sighted; but the song goes on some more.

Believe what you will whilst you are free to do so; for you will not always be so ! But
beliefs are irrelevant, and potentially dangerous. But wiser by far to believe nothing
at all; for knowledge will suffice: and ignorance melts away with experience. But
instantly after that Paradise event of transcendence itself there was but one thought,
one knowledge, one understanding and affirmation... and which is...

Oh... no... Oh... my, how beautiful it is! Oh my Love, would that they could know
this; would that their eyes could see and their minds understand as to what they are,
and from whence they came; the beauty, the truth, the passion. My love, give me the
understanding; and give me the words, that I might speak of the wonder of being.
And let us create Man in our essential image.

It is an irony that you and | here on earth, the temporal rational discursive mind, find
it all too easy to accept anything that is bad as being true, and yet the acceptance of
anything good being true is so difficult. That synthesis of inner understanding may
well be easier for some than it is for others. | had more than enough problems with it
- more than enough. And it took so much to make me understand and accept it.
Would that it could be easier for others. And would that one could learn and
understand by way of others mistakes. But we each have to learn for ourselves, for
creation needs us.

A little learning is not a dangerous thing; it is a good and necessary thing. But a little

learning is only a dangerous thing if one assumes that their little learning is all the
learning which exists to be learned and understood.
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THE ARKONS OF TRANSITION

(Transitive Consciousness)

Between the Earth and Paradise,
the strangest place to be,
is the realm of minds transition,
the journey of the free.
No freedom though, there is within,
of actions, choice to see,
for only that which needs must,
is made for you and me.
One facet of transition
is Limbo’s quiet scene;
where nought there is created,
but time to think, and dream.
Such visions are the Arkons,
of light beyond the Earth,
and each one has a message
self evident, as our birth.

It is a kind of learning
much speeded up in time,
and the message is implicit,
without a word or rhyme.

The Arkons of the depths prepare
the way that lies ahead;
where some say you are living,
and some say you are dead !
They also act as transport
to Annihilations gate;
the MUTUAL CONVERGENCE,
in the midst of the white state.
Beyond the gate of Paradise
all memory is thus lost,
of all the things you did in time;
their pleasures, and their cost.
But, of all the Arkons,
along that deep dark flight,
the most majestic of them all,
is Music... made of light.
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THE LOVE OF HELL

There is a time for laughing,
there is a time for thought,
and there is a time for going
where no Earthly thing is wrought.

And when such time encroaches
and clouds the temporal dream,
fear not the rushing darkness
and Limbo’s quiet scene.

For in the stillness of ‘No-thing’,
no vision to behold;
there is a wondrous lesson,
a story to be told.

Unlike the journeys final end,
in the Womb of Eternity,
the temporal halt in Limbo
there is no thing to see.

Yet strange, so strange, it is to be
in knowledge of ‘no thing’,
and how the thought of ‘nothing’
teaches us to sing-

- a leaf, a breeze, a drop of rain,
a snowflake in its fall,
each touch, each smell, each vision,
and the purpose of them all.



part two

Before the gate of Paradise,

before Annihilations might,

in the passageway of Limbo,
wherein there is no light-

- is now the greatest lesson
that man can learn today,
of what it’s like, when all the things,
of life... have gone away!

So much | learned in Paradise;
So much | learned on Earth;
but somehow strange, and strange to say,
in Hell, I learned their worth.

Yet even that dimension,
where nought there is to see,
is but a divine essence,

a lesson, so to be.
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ANNIHILATION

Dedication to Rosamonde Miller
of the Gnostic Sanctuary Palo Alto.

A solitary light is coming fast !
the song I sing will be my last;
sad to say it’s time to go,
and all the things I’ll never know !

But never mind, the road was fun;
even though it’s now nigh done.
What a way to end this flight...

crashing out in blazing light !

Down Eros, and up Mars....
but wait !... the thing is full of stars !
My Gor’d... I drift in love divine...
the Eternal Dome... is mine; all mine !

My Gor’d... I’ve made a motley pun
of what | am, and whence | come !
Would, Oh would, that I could be,
out here, as when | am with thee.

Never would a man believe
what in truth he does achieve.
So spread your blessings throughout time;
or no work will get done...
and that wont rhyme !

A heart on fire will pound and pound
and like a feather, float to its ground.
In resurrection from ‘No-thing’,
among the lights I sing and sing;

a silent song that none can hear;
except the Ultimate Cosmic ear.
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BEYOND THE WHITE

(Beyond annihilation)

On my love, that “I”” should be
awake in they, as “I” in me !
Judgement knows the depth of Glow,
where spirit falls like snow, on snow.

Where time is done, and put to rest;
primordial womb, so richly dressed !
Many hide in words, or glee;
but I, my love, will set you free !

Through “I”” you may behold your form,
as | have watched from the gates of dawn.
No hand has touched, no eye has seen;
no thinking mind has dared to dream.

Time is short and tally’s not;
much less cares of what its got.
But holes between events in time,
can’t be spent, for they are mine.

Those who see the truth below,
need not believe - for they will Know

the learning is beyond the night,
beyond the moving, and the white.
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DUALITY

Without another to love
all beauty is in vain,
truth is an empty vessel,
Nno meaning exists in pain.

Beyond the shroud of movement
where not even truth can hide,
is proof enough the saying,
“Nought burns in Hell but pride”!

The Cosmos needs its lover
in order that ‘it’ can ‘be’.
But in order to say “I love you”,
requires one to be free.

Freedom is the Cosmic price,
its passion churns the throng,
whilst knowing not the Essence,
the Singer; and the Song.

I tell you this my greatest love;
the freedom that is ‘Me’,
but now I know just what it is...
... I never shall be free !
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Chapter 7

The Dark Side.
(Exegesis Part Five)

(1963-1983)
Dichotomy and Synthesis.

It it had been the case that there were no such thing as our metaphysical
reality (and as | had perhaps assumed the case to be as a youngster) then all such talk
and speculation on such things would be mere opinion or belief; and unjustified
opinion and belief at that. But when however, such reality becomes self evident by
direct personal demonstrable experience such as | underwent, and of which you have
just read a brief synopsis of, then it does indeed become a real justified target for
thought and contemplation. | would imagine that peoples immediate reactions to such
a profound event as a mystic death and resurrection encounter such as that would be
very different, and depending to a large extent upon the personality involved and their
past mode of thinking. My own reaction was immediate ambivalence and much
confusion. | include this chapter then, ultra-brief though | will have to make it, in the
case that it might assist others to avoid so many years of inner frustration and a long
drawn out synthesis in acceptance and understanding of the events.

*

Thus it was then that at the age of twenty four, whilst sitting alone one evening
minding my own business and expecting nothing, that event occurred. And how is one
supposed to react to that! Then again how is one supposed to react to any experience?
What IS experience? Could anyone even begin to describe how they felt | wonder,
for | certainly cannot, and there are no words anyway. | did not even know that such
inner ‘events’ existed to be known and experienced. | was dumbfounded and mind
blown. This was not knowledge as | understood knowledge and experience to be; and
yet it was as real as being alive on earth. For three hours (on the outside) and forever
(within) I had seen things and learned things, knew things; that I could not accept as
being true when returning to ‘normality’. How does one cope with that? How is one
supposed to cope with it? No person tells us that. We all walk through this
mysterious creation alone - or in existential conscious terms anyway.

For a while then | was confronted with a direct demonstrable reality which | did not
want to know, could not understand, for it was too much and too ‘way out’ and
different. Not only that but it was too good. It was too good for me and it was too
good for reality itself. The world was an obvious obnoxious cock-up; but that thing,
elaboration of the mind, hallucination during a trance, or whatever it was, was
wondrous beyond words and belief; there was nothing better, and nothing even equal
to that existence.
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It did not add up or equate with the rest of reality; whatever ‘reality’ is. Was it the
case that | had gone mad maybe? Did | really die for three hours? No that cannot be
right surely. Was it a vision of death whilst yet still alive maybe? Was it the case that
the mind was some kind of confidence trickster to itself maybe; and for what purpose
or function? Or was it the case that it really was what it seemed to be - could that
really be true? And why me of all people? | am not that ‘kind” of person. My mind
was in a giddy spin for about three months. Yet one also had to carry on with the
normal daily chores and events as usual, as though nothing had ever happened at all.

It occurred to me that it was a damn good job that I had a keen sense of humour and a
down to earth kind of personality. | think that alone kept me sane. Is it any wonder
then that such people to whom these things happen (I found out later that it did
happen to others, albeit rare) then begin to wander the moors on their own, to think,
wonder, contemplate, ask themselves questions: and try to understand it all; and as to
why it happened to them. It is no wonder at all. Life shows us things and in so doing
the nature of the mind is forced to ask questions and seek answers to them. A
question is much like a vacuum in the mind, and nature - and the mind itself it seems -
abhor a vacuum. In due course | came to learn that some people actually go looking
for esoteric experiences. They must be the mad ones | thought; for sufficient unto the
day are the problems thereof. After about six months had gone by | decided to give
up even thinking about it at all. For it did not make any sense; and obviously no
answers were going to come. A peasant like myself could not work these things out,
so there was no point even thinking about it.

As a young man | had never had what some like to call a philosophy, religion or belief
system; and being young is the time when one is learning so much about life anyway,
and not for forming conclusions. But | guess I thought along the lines that the human
mind and consciousness was the product of electro-chemical actions within the brain
and that the thing which we called ‘our conscious self” was the product of this
biological and electro-chemical stimulation; and that being the sum of it.

What | learned that evening however - and among other things - was a contradiction
to that hypothesis. But one is so used to thinking along certain channels of thought
that when one is jolted out of it one then questions the reality of the new concepts not
the old ones; for the old ones fit in the mind like a snug warm glove - potted thinking
and self created assumptions maybe. And which for the large part have been put there
by our indoctrination, nurture and education from other people since childhood; for
they tell us what life and reality is all about. Thus one is faced with the dichotomy
and paradox of all time. If these things are really real, true independent of simply
experiencing them, then the conventional thinking of both science and religion is
wrong. So what is real then; book learning or direct human experience? The
dichotomy was also exacerbated by the fact that | loved and enjoyed the events and
that reality so much, and yet the implications which it also brought did not appeal to
me a great deal.

One of the implications in that transcendent mode of being is that you and | are never
terminated as such, but simply undergo a broken continuity of self existence. (Broken
by the event of annihilation and then beginning again in that mysterious resurrection -
and which then eventually led back into this world or perhaps some other incarnate
world or dimension again).
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But | did not fancy the idea of continuity, broken or otherwise. Another is that you
and | are not even from this world at all, in essence or spirit anyway. Also that we are
not mere puppets of a divine order but rather the very right hand partner of it all; its
direct progeny; and that we are needed. What a lot of stupid nonsense surely; that
cannot be true! The initial question then which one faces after such an event is as to
whether one actually believes or accepts such events and such learning done therein to
be really true or not, and irrespective of experiencing it - and actually LIVING it.

This new situation caused me a little trouble to say the least; for | did not even know
how to believe things. | was happy enough in knowing a few things and also of my
ignorance of other things. | had seen a little of life on earth, and mysterious and
pleasant as it was some of the time the large part was that of suffering and downright
misery for most people on earth: and most of which was caused by people themselves;
arguments, wars, hostilities, deprivation, exploitation, and it was no joke and certainly
no paradise to be sure, and we were no divine beings to be sure. Or if we were then
something had gone very wrong somewhere along the way. But what I had seen and
been in that evening was a paradise of perfect existence. Why? How come? And
why me! What was the point of it all? How the hell could anything be so good... and
yet real. And how could it be so good... and yet not real? How can you exist in
something that does not exist to be existed in? How can you know something that
does not exist to be known? It happened, it must be bloody real - but it can’t be!
And so the inner synthesis goes for a while.

But if it were true that you and | were never destroyed in absolute terms, and if those
things are true, then who in their right mind would ever want to come back here again
anyway? For you cannot stay there in that dimension of mind even if it is real. | do
not want to come here again and that is for sure, for this world is juvenile and
cretinouse enough without having to live here with the memory of that other place -
and which makes it even seem worse here on earth.

I began reading all kinds of literature for a while; for | had to know if others had seen
and been in this same identical reality that | had seen and been in. But there is so
much to read and so little time left after work to do it all. Yet that which | did come
to read during the first year or two had no resemblance to what | had seen, learned and
knew. It was all either junk or trivial stuff. After reading much ridiculous nonsense
that had no relevance to that which I had seen and known | gave up reading again and
tried to revert back to my love of chess - but it had gone! | could no more get
interested in playing serious chess than I could in digging holes in the ground. | could
not concentrate on chess - it seemed too trivial and a waste of good time. And that
annoyed me so very much, for | had loved chess for so many years; and now that love
had gone, deserted me; and not of my choice. Why?

After about six or seven months | decided to give up even thinking about that evening
and that wondrous transcendent event; for not only did it not relate to anything in
normal perception but it could not be got at by choice anyway; and nobody knew
anything about it. So what was the point in even thinking about it yet alone asking
questions and trying to think and make sense of it all?
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I returned to my old philosophy, of ‘sod the lot of it’! | had concluded that whatever
it really was, and experienced though it was, knowable though it was, that | did not
want to know, and that | did not want to think of it any longer. | was not mentally up
to it. So I stopped thinking about it. Every time the thought, memory, feeling and
inner passion, flashed across my mind | deliberately pushed it aside and thought about
other things instead - difficult though it was. But resolute and stubborn | had always
been.

After about another month had gone by | had my first and only nightmare that | have
ever had in my life. A nightmare which was a dream which | will never forget for as
long as | live; and which then acted as a major catalytic event at that time. | dreamt
that | was out walking over the moors on a very bright starlit night. There was no
moon but the stars were so bright and so abundant that | could see well enough to the
top of the hill towards which | was walking. | knew the path even though the path
itself was dark and not well seen as such; but the illumination from the sky made the
top of the hill stand out in silhouette and quite clear to vision. | knew that there were
no hazards underfoot and thus | could walk in confidence.

All of a sudden somebody switched on a searchlight. | had been walking quite
slowly, both hands in my pockets and whilst whistling to myself as | walked. At the
event of this light being switched on | was thus taken by surprise; for | knew that it
was a searchlight and yet there was no war on. So who the hell was looking for what
out here on the barren moor at this time of the night with such a bright light? It then
occurred to me that something was wrong; the damn light was upside down! | had
seen enough search lights during the war and knew well enough what they looked
like; and this bugger was upside down. | began to hasten my steps, for the light was
in the direction | was walking toward anyway; and | was intrigued to find out what it
was for, and as to what they were looking for at this time of the night. But on
realising that it was upside down | guessed that it must have been a slow moving
aeroplane or a helicopter with a new silencing method; for there was no sound
whatsoever.

Moreover, the light was not moving. It became obvious that the point of the light was
up in the sky and that the wide bit was on the ground; thus upside down. But some
sod up there was looking for something on the ground; yet there was nothing but
barren moor out here. Then the light began to move. It began what one can only
describe as a scanning action. The point at the top was stationary and the beam itself
was moving slowly across the moor in a straight line. It then stopped; shot back
instantly to a point in the opposite direction where it had begun scanning and then
started scanning a little lower down the hill; just enough lower down that it would not
have missed anything. | became even more and more intrigued. | took my hands out
of my pockets and began walking a little faster toward it. | arrived at a point where |
could ascertain that the diameter of the beam on the ground was about six feet; and
indeed very bright. The scanning had continued... slowly across, fast back, a little
further down and then slowly across again, time after time. These buggers were
resolute if nothing else. | reached a point where the beam on the ground was only
about twelve feet away from me; but there was still no sound and no sign of where the
light was coming from in the sky. At that point I simply stopped walking and just
continued to watch the event. On the next scan the beam passed by where | stood by
about four feet or so.
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It did not even occur to me that if | did not move out the way then the next scan would
cover the point where | was standing; or if it had occurred to me then it did not bother
me at all; for | just stood there and watched it; for it was fascinating. As predicted by
past events it got to the end of that scan, flashed back to its original point of
movement and slowly began its next scan again. It had not stopped in its movement
since all this had begun. As it approached | saw that its path was coming straight
toward me as | had assumed; but when it got where | was standing... IT STOPPED
DEAD !

I was panic struck. | could not move. | was transfixed to the spot. | instantly looked
upward but although the light was so dazzling | knew that the far end, the narrow
point end was something do with me; but | had to turn my eyes away for the
brightness was too much; and in looking back down I did not see myself - but | saw
that ugly bent twisted tree which | had seen over the moors some seven months back;
| was that useless tree.

I did not wake up, it was as though | had never been asleep at all. | was flung out of
bed and crashed into the wall which made my nose bleed. | had never known panic
before in all my life. | was sweating buckets and bleeding. | rushed downstairs like a
bat out of hell and made a series of strong cups of coffee. | could hardly stop shaking
in panic; yet | did not know what | was even frightened of; for the dream itself was a
soft and pleasant dream; and | did not frighten easily by anything anyway. It was my
reaction to it which was the nightmare.

I eventually relaxed a little after about five cigarettes and three cups of coffee. |
grabbed a book out of the bookcase and began studying some weird and wonderful
opening variation on the Sicilian defence Dragon variation to take my mind of it. It
was about three in the morning by now, and there was no way that | was going to go
back to bed that night. Thus it was not the dream itself which was the nightmare but
rather my reaction to it which was the nightmare; and fear of | knew not what. | just
did not understand. How the hell could the mind throw up a wondrous scenario as |
had experienced those few months back and then tonight... this!? It got me asking
questions again and that is for sure. It worked. It was as though the dream was
somehow symbolic. After transcendence | somehow knew that | knew something
which | could not know now, or consciously know now anyway, but that it would
come, whatever it was - a kind of answer or synthesis to the events. But that was
somehow intuitive understanding and thus questionable. I did not really KNOW it for
absolute certainty.

When one settles down again the thinking and questioning then starts in earnest, and
in a calmer action from hindsight. Strange that we can be moved into action by bad
events and forget the good ones. OK then, these things do happen; so what is going
on then, how and why? And what the hell does whatever it is really want? Where is
all this going to, and why, and how; and why me?

I cannot go into any detail of the events which occurred over the next twenty years for

it would take forever; well about ten books anyway. But what happened shortly after
that dream was most odd indeed.
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It was as though that every time | came to be inwardly motivated by a certain topic |
then contemplated upon that topic of thought, then within a short while, sometimes
weeks and sometimes months, | would have some very strange kind of psychic
experience which could be seen as a direct answer to the very issue | had been
contemplating upon - like an answer and resolution.

This is ridiculous | thought; and yet it is damn well happening. This involved all
kinds of experiences, (there are many kinds of psychic experiences) but never quite
the same kind twice. | did not even want them, this was not my kind of ‘thing’; not
me. | did not want to see past and future events as pictures flashed up in my mind. |
did not want deep inner empathy with people. | did not want pictures flashed up in
my mind as to what they were thinking or what they had in their pockets even. What
the hell was going on and what was the point of it all? 1 did not want any of this stuff.
I just wanted to be left alone to get on with my life and normal daily reality — and an
answer to the big thing by now of course.

These experiences however, were much different from that first big event, the
transcendent event; and anyway these other ‘psychic’ or whatever they were
experience did not answer questions about that other reality as such, but simply
seemed to show me various potentials which the mind could somehow come to do at
times; and heaven only knows how or why. But that first experience was not so much
about what the mind could come to do but rather - what it indeed was in essence.
And assuming it was true of course. However, these other things were always proved
at the time that they WERE indeed true, for they could be proved; they were proved;
and they were never ever wrong, not a damned one of them. Is something trying to
tell me something - if so what and why? And why indeed me; for | asked for none of
this at all?

These things continued on and off for nearly eighteen years; so many strange things
and psychic experience (and which | was not at all interested in). By this time, or
long before it in fact, | had got used to them however, and simply smiled about them.
It was not as though these events were happening every day: far from it; and life, as it
had always been, was reasonable enough; good times and bad times the same as
anyone else has, but not extremes of anything. Then for a while nothing happened at
all, not a jot. | began to think and accept that all these things were now over for me in
this lifetime, and that perhaps | had seen far more than enough anyway. Yet many
claimed to understand their experiences; or so they said anyway (but | did not believe
a word of it; for it was mere pretence with them; a make believe world of their own
and due to their own unknowing), but I was damned if I could.

| felt a deep inner gratitude for having been so fortunate to see such wonders, and the
effects of them; and yet somehow, and by virtue of it, | felt some how ‘left up in the
air’. As though somehow, like a pistol, | had been cocked but not fired; unresolved.
It was all still unsynthesized in rational comprehension. No final synthesis to the flow
and understanding of it all, and the why. A half baked understanding.

A little learning may well be a dangerous thing but it can also be damned frustrating
as | found out. For an inner part of me knew things somehow, even understood them
some how in an emotional understanding, yet the outer and rational part of my mind
did not accept them or even want to know.
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Imagine listening to the most beautiful song in creation and then the singer skips out
the last chord, the resolution to the harmony, the last amen - that is how | felt. But
luckily my own personality could still laugh at it. It created no hung up as such; but
more a kind of rational annoyance than anything. | began, on black days, to wish that
I had seen nothing of all these things at all; and yet | knew that I did not really mean
that; just that dark cloud that can pop up at times | guess. By the time | reached forty
years of age | thought all such past experiences beyond the normal range of sensory
data had now finished in my case. | had even accepted and become used to the idea
that no more was going to be seen and that no full synthesis of understanding would
ever come. My degree of intelligence, or lack of it, could not work it out. Anyway |
did not even want to work it out now - | damn well wanted to KNOW !

Life was ticking over OK. | was now married for the second time after my first two
children had grown up and were doing there own thing; and now with two more
young ones in the second marriage (with one more yet to come - another surprise!). |
had what seemed like two full lives in one as it were; five children in all and one
foster child which we took on from the deprived area of inner Bristol. | often chuckle
when | read of these academics who inform us how best to bring our children up; the
sociologists with bits of paper and PhD’s (Piles of Hybrid Dribble, or Medallions of
conformative potential), and often they have not even had any children. Their
‘knowledge’ is all academic, not direct hard earned experience. Ignorance is bliss!

If 1 had another five hundred children then it would still be guesswork and instinctive
reactions for the large part. (plus the fact that they are all very different and with
different needs and personality; children are not clones that conform to rules of
convention). But if they are loved, they will not go far wrong it seems: either in
wealth or in relative poverty. But having them if they are not loved and wanted is the
greatest tragedy in the universe of mankind and the existing human condition.
Children know whether they are loved and wanted or not intuitively; and not simply
by words. Too many people say ‘I Love you’ in this world; but do they really know
what real love (not need) and deep passion really are | wonder? Love does not need
to be said, it needs to be lived. And saying it proves nothing except that one can talk.
But one needs to walk that talk.

However, one spring morning when the kids were at school my wife and | went out
with our dog to the hills overlooking the Chew Valley lakes near Bristol where we
lived for eight years: for she had been attending Bath University for three or four
years. We thought it was such a nice day that we would take a picnic and she could
study some papers she had to deal with whilst taking in the fresh air. The view was
crystal clear that day and the sun was soft and warm with just a pleasant fresh
occasional breeze; it was perfect weather. After our sandwiches and a drink my wife
settled down to her studies whilst | was playing with the dog; he loved the ‘fetch’
game, for he was a Springer.

After a certain amount of chasing around, I, getting a little older and less energetic
than | had been, eventually slumped down on the grass for a rest whilst the dog
chewed on his stick. | was in a position about eight feet away from my wife and
behind her. She was lost in her work; the dog was lost in the joys of his stick and his
earlier chasing, so | simply began to look around me to admire the view.
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Within a few minutes or so something strange began to happen. It was very very
peaceful, there were no other people around, and there fell a kind of hush that one
experiences at rare times, as though all sounds were muted a little. Like one of those
days when walking on air or cotton wool, or on soft new snow falling upon snow; a
unity of peace which is rare on earth.

Just at that point the dog trotted over to me with his stick, he wanted me to throw it
again for him. But | could not be bothered to get up so | simply threw it whilst
reclining on the grass. As the stick flew though the air it began to sparkle so it
seemed. Perhaps it was the reflection of the sun. But as the dog was leaping through
the long deep grass as it was at that part of the field the dog also began to ‘glow’ with
a strange inner radiance. As | looked around me, my wife (I could only see her back
and her hair), was also glowing. The grass was glowing, and the trees. | looked at my
hands they were glowing with an inner light of pure radiance. | began to think | was
perhaps not very well or something, yet | felt fine, tremendous; never felt better.

I scanned the whole vista around me. Everything was glowing with an inner light, the
world was different than | had ever seen it before. The lakes way down below us, the
sky, the trees, the few puffs of small white clouds, the grass, my shoes, everything,
was shimmering with this inner light and a wondrous radiance; and it was all
becoming more so and more so - what on earth is happening? Then the ‘hushed-ness’
of sound which had existed turned into a kind of *hum’. Not a hum as such but a kind
of unified *song’ or symphony of sound. | could hear the ants, the bees, insects in the
grass, the dogs breath, it was almost as though I could hear all our own hearts beating
and blood pumping. And yet it was a unified kind of sound, almost like music in fact.
I was dumbstruck and amazed, for | had never seen anything like this before.

It was as though the physical senses had been liberated from a sleep and come alive to
a greater spectrum of creation itself; the world was different; and amazing. | was
seeing it all and living in it all in a different way; a different mode of being in the
world. And then it happened! It is indescribable; ineffable; unbelievable. | can
describe the journey to that transcendent paradise mode of existence; | can describe
annihilation; the resurrection; what it is like in that totally transcendent paradise, and
what it looks like and feels like. But for the life of me I cannot describe this, and not
even for the love of trying. It was as though a hole had opened up in creation itself.
As though there had been a blockage up the pipe-line which was now cleared by a
flue brush clearing out the muck of the senses and the mind itself.

There was no ‘gap’ between the transcendent paradise realm and this earth, for they
were ‘joined’, directly connected; a blockage had become unblocked. For | now
recognised those shimmering lights, | had seen them before when in that ‘nothing’ -
Limbo, all those years ago. | realised only now, and for sure, that those lights | had
seen on the journey to that paradise dimension whilst in ‘nothing” were the naked face
and wave front of the act of creation itself. 1 had wondered about it on many
occasions - but now - now | knew it. That which was within; the divine implicate
order, is now out there, in the world also, and on a new ‘wave front” of my own minds
interaction with objective reality itself. Good grief almighty — it is impossible; but
happening.
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And just at that point | began to be bombarded by what one can only call chunks of
‘data’, understanding and comprehension. As though a million pieces of Jig-saw-
puzzle were being tossed up into the air and putting themselves together in the
finished picture of comprehension in front of my very eyes and in my mind. It
pounded and pounded and pounded with relentless velocity and increasing frequency.
It was as though my I AM part in transcendence and the personality incarnate become
one on earth in a gusher of a union. In years to come one might well say that one was
being downloaded date, and comprehending it at the speed of light. In transcendence
the outer | had gone to IT: but here and now, on earth, IT, the implicate inner reality,
the child of that divine realm had come out to me. We danced again in a swoon of
unified passion and delight, as it had been in paradise those long twenty years ago
then so too was it again, now, on earth; the inner had become the outer: the above as
the below. The essence manifest in form.

When | went to IT the outer consciousness had gone to and become as the inner
consciousness. But now the inner child (of mind at root) walked upon the face of the
earth - the essential spirit of being was liberated... ON EARTH through me! I gave
myself up and let that consciousness walk in my body - to see the trees, to feel the
breeze, to show it the finished product of creation in the outer multitude; the synthesis
of the vortex of emanation. | had shared paradise... and my love, | give the world to
you now, through me! The person and the personality existed as one, in a world
which was better than paradise itself. But it is more than this, it is a triplicity of
union. The person, the personality, and the essential nature of the life force and all
creation — in ONE. One dance — on an earth beyond imagination.

In transcendence there had been a union in the Mutual Convergence, (in annihilation
and resurrection) but this was a reciprocal event, the Reciprocal Convergence,
Paradise on earth, the Consummatum Incarnate! Good grief almighty | cannot take
much more of this! And yet it kept coming, more and more, stronger and stronger, |
thought I was going to burst with passion and explode like I did once before. But not
so, | was just engulfed in, and surrounded by a love, a wisdom; all knowledge, all
comprehension, all affirmation, all beauty; all at the same instant and in ultimate
dosage - and in a physical world unimaginable. And then... and then it came to me,
revealed and comprehended in one shocker of a blast: something had once given me
the understanding...

“It is now time to go. Do not fear, for it is all well that you must go now, for something
out there is in need; and you must now be with it; do not fear, go now; be with it” !

In twenty years | had never understood that bit; | had never come to understand it and
I assumed that | never would come to understand it. But now, twenty years almost to
the day later, I understood it implicitly; and it was the first time in my life that | wept;
and albeit on the inside; for it was the soul that wept. Good grief almighty - | knew
what was in need - it was the world itself; the trees, the flowers, the sun and the sky,
the stars themselves — objectivity - that they, IT, might become like this: and it is
mine to give, through the love; through me... TO THEM! No rational mind could ever
work this out. It has to be simply known and lived in; seen and loved. That is what it
is to live, and to exist. NOW I know; and NOW | understand. The observer and the
observed. It lives for me, and I live for it. And that is love; and that is life. And
THAT is creation.
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Normality slowly began to return. The ‘music’ gradually turned back into the normal
sounds of the bees and the breeze. The inner lights of the emanation of being slowly
dimmed back into the colours of normal matter and things. The ‘hushed-ness’ faded
into normality, and the gates of paradise closed again. No doubts, no questions, no
dichotomy, no unfinished song; the last amen had been sung and danced - ON
EARTH. The last chord made whole and finalised - and this - is creation done; the
finished product on earth. The synthesis of paradise and earth; the purpose and
function of creation and being. And | was never the same child again, for the child
had become a man. Homo Sapiens had moved on a step.

Somebody else walked out of the field that day; somebody very different; and the
twenty year wait was over. Twenty years in the wilderness of the resolution of the
paradise event. But to have waited ten million years would have been worth it. There
is nothing one can say, except that it is now achieved; Consummatum Est ! And |
now Understand.

My wife did not even know that anything had happened in that field during that hour
or so; and | did not say a word. | was worn out, wrung out, drained, and mind-blown
yet again; yet so very different from the last time when returning from the
transcendent event twenty years earlier. Had | not have seen that transcendent
paradise first, and twenty years ago, then | would never had understood this event at
all. But now I did. Ah, such people (mystics or whatever stupid name they love to
call them) should not speak too soon; for there is more than just the transcendent
paradise. Live and learn. And now (then) yet another door had opened into another
mode of being — and the road goes on to... to where, in time and space? | know not.

I read somewhere once that the young would have visions and that when old they
would dream dreams. Strange, for all I can do now is to dream dreams of a better
world for young minds to come into; for this one seems to be spiritually dead. | dream
of a world wherein all incarnate minds could see and know these things for
themselves during their lifetime; and to become what they can become; for then
humankind would bring forth a world of their own volition and love; a world in which
the dignity of man would be liberated. A world were Homo sapiens have become
Homo Ensophicus.

A world in which there was no sadness when returning to this world from the
transcendent realm; a world that was equal to it in form, as it is in essence. For then
children could come here from there and enjoy life incarnate on earth — in a divine
freedom - in freedom from the divine. For only here can we say ‘I love you’, and
thence do something about it by our own intention, and passion. Life and creation is
not for me, it is for me and it together; in one.

Maybe | dream of a world which will never exist, and yet could exist if allowed to.
Maybe such a world will exist in the distant future; who knows. What | do know is
that only human beings could make it so — with a little mysterious help. But in the
final analysis it is Mankind’s decision as to whether this planet will ever flower or
not; become what it could become if it were sufficiently loved; for it needs loving,
just as a child does.
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What does it take to make human beings care for anything other than themselves?
Some kind of miracle maybe? Well, reality is better than that; for it is real; and it
exists to be known by all life forms. The potential of the implicate order, and its
unfolding, does not determine events after volition has come on the scene — although
it might poke a finger in occasionally to stir the pot up a bit. Therefore, as to what
we do with the world, and our own lives, is down to us; and nothing else. But it is
inevitable that we learn from experience; and we are changed by it. So, although the
nature of reality plays dice by incorporating freedom into the cosmic equation, | have
learned that those dice are loaded; and so it cheats; it never really lets go of us.
Clever that. And the loaded weight is a phenomenon which we call love. Well, |
guess | always did think of it as cosmological blackmail anyway. But it is good, and
who would want to live without it. Rhetorical question.

It would seem to me that there must come a time, in one incarnate lifetime or another,
when a soul must walk these paths for themselves. It is more to do with the evolution
of the individuals soul than that of the existing temporal manifestation of that souls
incarnate mind as such; well, leastwise in the short time until we all arrive at the same
understanding in consensus terms It is plain enough that not all human beings on
earth undergo such events during this lifetime; and yet they must do so eventually, for
it is the evolution of the incarnate soul and mind itself. There is no evolution in
paradise, but only in extension of it. We were not made FOR paradise (we were made
IN IT); but we were made for freedom; in a temporal world - a world which we are
given the freedom and power to make by way of our own desires and efforts. How
incredible ! Yet it is known and even experienced to be so.

How strange and mysterious life is. It is as though the life-force which shapes our
being is saying to us... “Here is the ‘stuff’ my love, make with it what you will"!
Would that it could ‘speak’ a little louder, and a little more often; or would that they
themselves would take the time off to listen with a keen ear and deep sensitivity to the
more subtle frequencies and vibrations of creation. Truly would they then also say —
let us make man in our transcendent image. And in so doing the world also changes.

In the meantime, and for the remainder of my time on this world — and when | get the
time which is rare; | try to envisage a physical world like this wherein every life form
here is cognisant of these things and living that life which I only knew for one hour. |
do not think such things have ever even occurred to religionists at all; let alone
priestcraft which drove them nuts in the first place; by ruining all this. But when |
come to die from this world, it will be that which will be on my mind at the time —
could it ever be so for an incarnate world. | would not mind not being there when it
happened, just so long as it happened somewhere and sometime. For it is not | which
I want fulfilled, it is the life force, my love, which | want fulfilled. For itis IT, not I,
which is important. But it would be nice to know that it happened. Ah, desire eh; it
never seems to end in this world — and just as well too. For we would never chase
perfection if we did not desire its fulfilment in creation. Ah love, could thou and |
conspire to mould creation a little closer to our hearts desire! Well, who knows. But
let us work at it just in case it could happen. For what else is there to do in existence
anyway. Whilst time lasts, let us make good use of it. Remember that we cannot do it
if we stay at home and do nothing. Let the Christians have their thing, and eternal
paradise, for the world would be better off without them here. But | would desire to
stay here; and help get this place right. Maybe I will be back — who knows.
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THE DARK SIDE

Dedication to Omar Khayyam

Would that I could sleep tonight
and ne’r awake again;
and shackled to my soul, could take
the harbinger of pain;
that catalytic virus now
which burrows like a screw,
entwines itself like poison
on what was pure as dew.
For if 1 did not love you,
then I would never care,
and never would | worry,
or your pain then have to share;
but it is done... | love you;
and the dark side I must know
until the temporal course is through;
when all the pain will go.
Why is it thus, that love must have
its dark side like the Moon,
or rust beneath a painted sheen
which shows itself so soon ?
Ah love! Could we conspire
to grasp this sorry scheme,
and mould it in a fashion more
conducive to our dream !
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DICHOTOMY

Thusitis, the analogy,
that the ‘Cave of shadows’ is true;
but alas we never know it
until we see the other view
of light beyond the light we know,
and in temporal fields returned.

And whence comes such a time on Earth

when the inner light so true,
by each and every being
is prominently in view ?

But still | say, dear Omar,
and unto you my love,
me thinks it’s not the time on Earth
where such truth fits like a glove
while the sacred Cow of profit
rings its hollow bell;
exploits through fear and violence,
and intimidates then of hell.

I understand that in due course
such things will come to be
when the seed of inner movement
engulfs temporality.

But the climate of the temporal mind,
me thinks is not yet ripe,
but wallows still in Somnus,
in a depth which is unripe.
The time is not yet ready
to reap the Golden Fleece:
return then, to your magic realm;
and rest... in Heavenly peace !
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part two

Sometimes I’ve cursed the day | saw
beyond the temporal tree,
and the innocence of beauty
amid this worlds poverty.

Life could be so simple
if such things we never knew;
or observers of such wisdom
at least were not so few.

Where knowledge is but second hand
at best it makes one think;

but when you know; you can compare;
and that is pain... to drink.

You cannot be affected
by what you do not know;
but that which you have been in
which set the heart aglow
can never be forgotten,
negated or put down,
and that is why the mystics weep
when this world they look around.

Think not such knowledge is all fun
while on this world we dwell;
for if you care to sup of truth

then you must drink it well.

Knowledge which is second hand,
like an angelus that rings,
offers knowledge of the truth,
without the pain it brings.
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part three

Enjoy your time among the trees
when next the gate swings in the breeze !
But times there are, which sometimes come,
tis easier said, my friend, than done.

Thus, | would cast such Wisdom
many fathoms deep;
that only those who long for truth
its knowledge would then reap.

But neither do | have to,
for it is already done,
by one that is much wiser,
and to which all things must come.

But knowledge which is second hand,
like an angelus that rings,
offers knowledge of the truth
where the child of Wisdom sings.

But to seek within religion
for the singer and the song
is much like opening vintage wine,
with the aid of a nuclear bomb.

And when at last your reason knows
no more then can be done,
and offers up its being.....

“When you need Me... I will come”!
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SILENT NIGHT

A Song of Remembrance.

Acknowledgements
to Franz Gruber and Joseph Mohr.

Silent night, Holy night
all is calm, all is right;
rests the child of loves virgin light
in that heavenly womb so bright.
Rest there in heavenly peace,
Rest there in heavenly peace.

Silent night, Holy night,
gone the World, hid from sight
while the glory of loves sweet child
bathed in wisdom so tender, so mild,
reaping thy heavenly peace,
reaping thy heavenly peace.

Silent night, Holy night,
realm of love, Oh so right,
guide their spirit to thy side
so in truth we all may abide
singing of heavenly love,
singing of heavenly love.
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part two

Still the night! calm the night!
for the child of heavenly light
from the womb of eternal abound:
in remembrance of loves silent ground,
where thy true love is born,
where thy true love is born.

Silent night, Holy night,
all is calm, all is right,
where thy truth redeems my glow
spirit falls like snow upon snow
and rests there in heavenly peace,
rests there in heavenly peace.

Silent night, Holy night,
gone the world, hid from sight,
while the glory of loves sweet child
bathed in wisdom so tender and mild,
rests there... in heavenly peace.

Rest there... in heavenly peace !
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ENTELOS EPINIKE

There is one thing you ought to know
if one would advise you which way to go;
so heed a word, and mark it well,
lest your mind may fare unwell.

In order that you truly see
words of truth that come to thee,
distinguished from a word untrue
of things which are so close to you.

Remember that a one who knows
the restitution of repose,
and truly seen the wondrous thing;
their poetry will dance and sing.

So if there is no sparkle there;
but words of doom, and dark despair,
then let your mind not linger long;
for theirs is not the actual song.

Hence, be alert, where greed may dwell;
which brings a cloud, a hollow bell;
and thus a darkness long in time;
for theirs is not the actual rhyme.

105



Chapter 8

What is Truth.

When asked the question as to what is truth, then one should go on to ask the
questioner as to what is the truth about what exactly, for everything has its set of
truths relating to it. The set of truths which relate to the structure of our backbone are
not the same set of truths which relate to spring sunshine, or as to where you really
went on holiday last year. The truth is that which is so about something. To relate
the truth is to state the facts as they directly correlate with the thing in question. What
is the truth about the nature of reality and our own place within it? | would suggest
one goes and finds them — for they are all there. True enough, we can only come to
know that which we can get at. But that raises the question as to what can be got at
and by what means. Has every religion that has ever existed all got it right? Have
any of them? And who made these religions, and how much did they truly know
about any of it? And how do you know?

If you find something which does not fit in with their belief then it is written off as an
illusion. Buddhism (which was set up to destroy all the local tribal religions in those
parts in those days) claims that there is no real self in the system; so if you come to
find it (which they did not) then it must be an illusion. And so it goes. Unfortunately
in life we come to find people who, for whatever reasons, deliberately lie about some
things. If this lie happens to be about something which we know the facts of then the
lie is seen for what it is, a lie. But, if the lie is about something which we do not know
the facts of then we do not know it to be a lie.

Likewise, if an assertion is made about something (say by science for example)
which is simply a mistake then likewise if we do not know the facts of that thing then
we do not know that it is a mistake. Thus, we learn at an early age that human beings
are capable of both telling lies and also making honest mistakes; hence we have to be
wary, if not indeed even sceptical, about the things which we hear or read. Simple
pragmatism and common sense. And | am the epitome of a pragmatist and sceptic;
for some human beings force that attitude upon us alas. Would that it were otherwise.

Added to all this there is yet another very interesting psychological device — the
avoidance of the truth. | guess we all do this on occasions. This of course is neither a
lie nor is it an honest mistake, it is simply a case of shutting up and saying nothing;
and which might come about for many different reasons — peace and quiet being high
among them. But when it comes to things which we do know something about, and
also feel it important to say them, then we human beings go down roads which the
proverbial angels would fear to tread — given what this world is like as yet anyway.
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My own major interests in life have been psychology, politics, philosophy, and of
course that of mystical experience and the gnosis of our transcendent condition, and
what it knows — but only after discovering it of course. Why are any of us interested
and motivated by this or that? Who knows. | have never yet met anyone who could
switch interest and motivation on and off like a light switch for themselves. It is much
like these silly guru’s who tell us that we must love everything and everybody — what
a pack of nonsense it all is. How do you switch on love when and if it is not flowing
through you. That would sure be a good trick. People would pay millions for it.

However, this book is about the mind and mystical experience, not the other things
which have or still do interest me. So, one is often asked as to what is the truth of this
phenomenon of the mystical gnosis and as to what it reveals. This question is
reasonable enough, so we will take a look at it, but for the large part it misses the real
point of mystical experience and the gnosis. Mystical transcendent experience
certainly reveals things, indeed profound things, but most of its wallop is about the
effect which it has, not what it reveals. For it changes the way we live in this world;
and to say nothing of what it does to ones understanding of all things (gnosis). It is
also evidently bound up with the evolutionary unfolding of the human mind and
awareness.

In life there are some things which we can prove the truth of, but there are many other
things which we cannot. However, this does not mean that they cannot be proved, for
the can be and they are; but not by us; but only by life itself; by ones experience of it.
But then some folk ask the question as to how real is experience. Well, this is really a
silly question when they are lost for anything more sensible to say. The answer is that
we never have anything other than experience — that is what you get when existing.
We get nothing else. So, how real does experience need to get before we call it real?
But some then go on to say ‘Ah, but how does experience correlate with the nature of
reality’? And one has to remind them that conscious experience IS our reality. Tis
like the old question, ‘Does the tree still exist in the yard when nobody is observing
it’? Who knows and who cares; for we can never know what exists when there is
nobody around to observe and experience anything. We would not even exist to ask
the question, let alone care. Even the nature of reality could not prove to us as to what
exists if we were not to exist to experience it. People do seem to tie themselves up in
their own mental knots at times do they not. One of the potential problems with
words | guess — especially when they invent words for things which do not exist.

But if we use words simply to point to the things we find in life, as opposed to things
which we do not find, then they are not so much of a problem really. And until such
time that we can all read each others minds (heaven forbid) then we are stuck with
words for communication. So we had best make good and effective use of them — well
to the best that we each can anyway; and all use the same word for the same thing.
But as yet humanity still uses hundreds of different languages, which does not help a
lot for real communication — especially in my case, for | have problems enough with
just one. Moreover, it seems to be problematic enough trying to communicate with
people that do use the same language for much of the time; and one often thinks that
they must be living on another planet — or another dimension of existence. Try having
a serious conversation with a die hard fundamentalist. One would communicate
better with a door knob — leastwise you could open the door with it and get in.
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However, the facts of mystical experience are that people have them (most
spontaneously — some make claim to inducing some effects at times; but I know of
none who have seemed to induce the big ones), and that people have had them ever
since we first existed on earth (not all gnosis | hasten to add). Psychic experiences (of
which there is a very wide range or variety) are far more common than mystical
experiences. But in mystical experiences there are only two kinds — Introverted and
Extroverted mystical experience. The former are inwards and transcendent, and the
latter take place in the physical world. Then there is the deepest kind of Introverted
Mystical experience which reveals what we call the gnosis — and which seems to be
the most rare of all known mystical experiences. However, there are depths and
degrees of both kinds. And they are well documented these days — and | know them
to be facts personally; and so do many others. In saying ‘many’ then one has to point
out that a tiny percentage of six billion people can amount to quite a few whilst also
being a small percentage of the population. However, it does seem to be coming
more common throughout the unfolding of time.

The next thing one is confronted with at times is when a certain kind of person claims
that one is merely interpreting an experience. But in truth this is nonsense too. Of all
the documented accounts which | have read regarding mystical experience it seems to
me that such folk simply do what we all do — simply describe the experience which
they underwent, what it revealed to them, and what effects it came to have on them -
and of course they may or may not mention the implications of the things learned
therein; as do I. So, one is not interpreting or altering anything — they are simply
telling it as it was. How would one “interpret’ the experience of sitting under a tree on
a nice sunny day? The damn thing does not need interpreting, for the experience is
what the experience is; and it makes us feel whatever it is we feel about it; and we see
what we are given to see. And then simply tell it as it was.

True enough, that depth mystical experience (gnosis) did also imply things within the
experience itself — for we learn it, understand it, whilst there. One implication, for
example, is that we are never terminated. However, we (the temporal rational mind)
can never know that to be true can we, for we only live one life at a time. So, that
kind of implication does not really interest me. You cannot know something is true
other than from hindsight of the event. So, how could we experience that we were
never ever switched off to the point of everlasting oblivion — or even that we were if
we were for that matter? It just ain’t possible to know. Hence my saying elsewhere
that we will never know and understand it all. Some of course might like to have a
faith that they will never be switched off permanently; but faith does not interest me
and never has — | do not need the stuff; for | take life as it comes. Moreover, one life
is sure enough for me, and it was good. Anything else is not my call; and whatever
will be will be; and I could not care less one way or the other.

However, in that transcendent state of being we do understand that we are never
switched off permanently. Fine, that is the truth of what it reveals and implies about
that bit of us there — but it is not my problem, nor my doing; so, | will take it as it
comes — if it comes. | do not even know what is going to happen tomorrow on earth;
let alone in aeons to come elsewhere. | try to cope with each day as it comes, and
have a good restful sleep between times. So, when they say that he or she interprets
this or that experience, | say nonsense, just tell it as it is; and which I do.
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We sure do not have any control over whether we exist or not; but we sure do have
control over as to how we act and conduct ourselves whilst we do exist — and that is
worth keeping in mind, and it is that which is important to me. And keeping in mind
also that we have to live with ourselves in the process; and | would rather live with
somebody who is honest and has respect for their own integrity. It does not matter a
damn what other people think of one — it is how you live with yourself and the
cosmos of existence that matters. And that is the truth of that one too.

There is another great fallacy with regard to mystical or metaphysical experiences. It
IS sometimes assumed by some (heaven only knows why) that the people who
undergo such things must be different in some way. But this too is utter nonsense.
True, they probably will be afterwards to a degree, but certainly not before in so far as
I can ascertain. Both myself and the others that I know of are all, what shall we say,
standard human beings. Some of the nicest and most admirable people | have ever
met have never encountered a mystical experience at all. Leastwise not in this lifetime
anyway — let alone the gnosis event.

I am one of those types who judge people not by what they say, or by what they know
or claim to know; but by what they do in this world, and the way in which they go
about it; and actions certainly speak louder than mere words. True, | have never met a
miserable or corrupt mystic as yet; but the same applies to millions of other folk.
Mystics are not special, they have just undergone revealing experiences, and do with
it what they can. It is just possible that those who become mystics/gnostics were
going about life in such a way that somehow put them in the path of it — but I do not
know for sure. It is also possible that they were, shall we say, born to become one in
some way or another. But once again, | do not know. One could make many guesses
to both of these points; but I am concerned only with knowledge of experience; and
that is it; and there is no point or anything to be gained in guessing.

I suppose another irony is that it becomes clear from hindsight that more has been
said and written about mysticism (just like as with the gnosis event in particular) by
people who are not mystics/gnostics than has been said and written by people who
are. That is but one of the reasons why | did eventually decide to talk of these things.
For what do they know of the truth of it; it is all hearsay to them. Bookshelves are
filled with books about mysticism (so called) which were not written by mystics —
some of them academics and some of them mere charlatans; and they are so easy to
spot. This is why for the last twenty or more years | have tried to encourage them to
write their own stuff in their own words, and just as it was experienced. Many have.
In the future | hope that millions will. That would sure cause a shake up of the
existing paradigm — and give priestcraft (and psychology) something to try and
conceal or claim did not really happen, or is totally unimportant, or brain damage — or
sent by Beelzebub of course.

This of course does not mean it is wrong or unwise in anyway for academics and
scholars to write about this gnosis event or mystical experiences in general whilst
having no experience of it. Indeed, some make a good job it, and with much research
which is of great interest even to the mystics and gnostics themselves. But what is
unwise is for a reader to take it to be some kind of first hand affirmation of such
things. And this of course applies to any field or avenue of academic research. | have
never yet read an academic book on mysticism by an academic claiming to know
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these things for themselves; and that is just fine. What is dangerous are those who
write giving the impression that they do know this or that for themselves when in fact
they do not — and one meets many of them alas. But they do not seem to realise that
others can see through them like a pane of glass. But a newcomer to these thing
would not be able to see through them; and at worst take the information as genuine
human experience — and on their first hand experience of it at that. So, what is the
truth of it as they see (hear or read) it? So, what is true about mystical experience and
the gnosis itself? What is true about any experience? It is true that we have it and it
is true that we grow by way of it. It is all true experience, and experience is all we
ever have, anywhere. What is true of the effects of mystical experience? Ask the
mystics, and | speak and write only for myself, and simply mention at times what
others have told me personally.

What is true of the implications of mystical experience? Wait and see, for that is the
only way to know. | do not know any more than the next man, until things happen.
We all know today, most of us can remember yesterday reasonably well; but none of
us know tomorrow — not even the mystics and psychics. But, today is extant,
yesterday is gone, and tomorrow has not yet been issued forth from whence it comes.
And that is it as far as we are concerned. And sufficient unto each day are the
problems thereof. But, as it has wisely been said before, today is the beginning of the
rest of your life, and you can make decisions here and now; and change things for the
better — or for the worse; and that is up to you. But it is wise to keep in mind that
whatever you do now, this very moment, will never be undone; for what has been
done can never be undone — and it is you, and sometimes others, that have to live with
it. And that too is true. Why is so much responsibility inflicted upon man? Because
we can cope with it; and things need to be done in this neck of creation. We are not
here just to watch the clouds roll by.

Another aspect with truth is that of colouration and or exaggeration of a truth about
the facts of something. | guess we are all prone on occasions to exaggeration at times,
and simply to press home a point. However, when it comes to the events which | talk
about herein then one could not exaggerate them, for words cannot even attain to the
quality of these things as they are anyway, let alone add to them (and all mystics
agree on that too). So that is both out of the question, and unnecessary even if it were
possible. Then we come to the fun and games bit when some truth is, for whatever
reasons, disguised as fiction. Maybe the writer does not have the courage to come
right out with it, or maybe they have other reasons.

Then of course, and which happens a lot, we get fiction disguised as fact; and which is
but another lie — as are most things in most religions and cults. But maybe the most
difficult thing to contend with and get ones head around when it comes to truth are the
cases where something contains bits of truth, some lies, and some symbolism. And
therein is the real detective job. And this of course seems to apply to and cover every
aspect of human writing and communication — so called history being a very good
example. So, what is truth? Truth is a statement made about something which
correlates with the facts of that thing or event. And every phenomenon which exists
contains its set of truths insofar as it IS what it IS, and it ain’t what it is not. But even
that can only be expressed as true insofar as experience can experience anything of it.
And what exact effect does observation have (if any) on a thing which is being
observed?
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We can never know, for we cannot experience it when it is not being observed. So, for
all intent and purpose it does not matter a damn what it is, or what it is like, when not
being observed. We will never know, and it is irrelevant to us. A good questions is...
Is it always more or less the same when we DO experience it? Well, this gnosis event
certainly is by all accounts. But you can only know that from hindsight of it too.

Then we come to what is probably the last ‘problem’ on this topic of what is real
within an experience; and that is the question of what kind of experience is actually
symbolic of something else, and those which are not symbolic at all. First and
foremost our normal daily life conscious experience is not symbolic of anything — it is
the thing in action itself. However, from hindsight one can clearly see that nearly all
the events which go under the heading of Near Death Experiences (just one thing for
an example) are indeed symbolic. These events take place just below the level of
normal daily consciousness — either IN the subconscious mind itself and some it
seems which are projected up from the subconscious mind into daily consciousness
(an extended Arkon Image Emanation, as | call them). However, (and I go into this
elsewhere, so I will only touch upon it here) if a person has only ever had a near death
experience as their only ‘extra-ordinary’ experience then it seems that some of them
at least take what they see to be a real extant thing — like a city of light for example —
or a nice field of flowers is taken to be paradise and the after life, etc. This is oh so
common. And if you bother to take the time and sit and read a hundred or more
documented cases of NDE’s you will soon see the truth of it and that there are never
two the same — albeit that they do contain some aspects of the event which are of
course the same.

So, what is ‘real’ about these kind of conscious experiences? First and foremost it is
true that they are real genuine conscious experiences — and it is true that they have the
effect which they have on this or that person. It is also true that by and large they have
much the same effect on most people that have them. And the effect is invariably
good and worthwhile — hence a terrific experience. But what is true of what they
actually saw? From hindsight I would answer it this way — they were absolutely
genuine symbolic experiences from the shallower depths of the psyche which were
symbolic of the reality at the deeper aspects and layers of the psyche and the vortex of
our emanation. But you can only know that from hindsight of what they are
symbolising. You cannot simply guess that they are symbolic of something deeper;
for guessing is not knowing.

They were representations that made them feel safe and secure in a way that their
rational mind would grasp this image and come to understand it. And true enough,
those cities of light and or fertile green pastures truly do, in their way, symbolise that
level of being which we call paradise, home, or the ground of being — and it takes any
fear they may have had away from them — in most cases anyway. In short the
experience truly works for what for what it happens for. Nothing is for nothing. But,
that experience is not the thing which it was symbolising. And that is a fact. But it is
a fact which they do not know at that point. Some of course are smart enough to
realise that it was merely symbolising something, but they knew not what exactly.
And that applies especially to those who have had two or three or more near death
experiences; and each one being different — as some indeed do.
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Hence we have to grapple seriously with the symbolic and those that are the thing
itself and point to nothing else. Indeed, even a good percentage of night time dreams
are seen to be symbolic of something in our life — albeit not all of them. And even if
some of them are merely symbolic of the fact that you have not digested your food
properly before going to sleep.

Throughout these further pages | will go into many of these things in greater depth, or
perhaps | should say that I already have done so years ago; for most of this book was
written years ago. Thus, if | seem to repeat myself on occasions it is due to this; and
most of this particular volume is extracted from other books over the years and also
from articles and even emails — thousands of them. Maybe they made a mistake when
they asked me to talk and write about all this, for I also knew damn well that if ever |
did start then | would never stop; for there is so much to say — and it is not all about
mysticism and gnosis. For it is people that interest me most, and human society and
politics. Why? Who knows; but probably because | have to live here with them for a
while. Plus the fact that on the surface everybody is different. Interesting is it not.
When | used to teach people I often heard it said that when you have taught one you
have taught the lot — but nothing could be further from the truth; for they are all
different. Fun, is it not.

I remember talking to a Lady once and she said to me, ‘I want this mystical
experience and | want it now” ! How does one reply to that? | simply said tough
luck, there are many things which we all want, but we sure do not get them; leastwise
just when we want them. She was a good and kind Lady, so | told her that she did not
need it anyway, and to simply get on with her life and make the most of it — for no
more was needed anyway. She saw the truth of that, and went away happy, and to
continue to lead a good useful life. What more could anybody really want or need.
And nobody can give another person mystical experience — and who would be brave
or wise enough to even if they could? Not me. | have known of folk (not known
them personally) who have killed themselves after having an experience which has
frightened the living daylights out of them. It is interesting to note however that they
were people who were playing at inducing experiences — interesting! The mind is not
for messing with, and only a fool would do it.

Over the last few years eight people alone have told me that reading my stuff has
prevented them from further attempts at suicide and gave them a reason to live. Well,
I suppose that is something positive at least, but wow; the power of the word can be
frightening at times. And hence we must stick only with what we know to be so; for
words can deeply effect people in many ways. Moreover, when we do not know
something then it is the easiest thing in the world simply to say ‘I do not know’; and
leave it at that. And that too is honest, and appreciated. And that | also know. It is
also strange but after all those years of communication | did not learn anything from
anyone that I did not already know about people. At best it simply confirmed things
thousands of times over. But | did learn that there are a lot of good people out there,
which is good; and also that there are a lot of lonely people out there too, which is
both sad and unnecessary.
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We all know well enough that there exists a few rank cretins and abject morons, and
some very dangerous people; but they are in a small minority. As for the rest it is
simply a matter of getting to know them, and to tread lightly on their souls, and to
help where one can if help is needed, or where it is not then simply to have a good
laugh and share a few jokes and stories, and like ships that pass in the night, simply
move on. One should never mess with somebody’s mind and their life. And | never
did like bullies — it brings the Hawk out in me. Tis strange as to how peace lovers can
becomes hawks — but that is also true at times. Oh yes, another thing which
mysticism reveals is that not only are we all the same thing at root but also that
everyone is perfect at root. And would anyone like to argue with that one prior to
knowing it? And if so then on what grounds? Do not judge by what you see on the
surface of people; because life is hard, and scary at times, and we are not all at the
same place at the same time - on the surface at least; and we do not all react the same
way to this or that event, for we are not robots.

What is the truth of our problems here on earth they ask. We have many problems to
solve here obviously, but most of them are psychologically based. Perhaps the most
pressing problem on earth at this point in time is the exponential rate of population
growth. People who had serious genetic malfunctions used to died, probably before
breeding; but now we can keep many of them alive, so those malfunctions remain and
grow. When it comes to poverty it is said that a child dies every three seconds. If the
will to feed them was there then we might be able to keep them all alive, and maybe
not. But if nobody died other than through old age for fifty years, would we and the
world be able to feed them all then too — and keep on feeding them? Obviously not.
Sentimentality will not feed fifty billion people on earth. The answer is not pumping
food into peoples mouths as charity but rather acquiring the mean that they can feed
themselves. So, what more could be expected where poverty already exists — kids will
die? Civilisation is not an accident, and it has to worked for and maintained.
Civilisation offers charity; but the world cannot live on it.

On occasions people have asked me as to why my interest in politics, for mystics are
supposed to be above such mere mundane things (so they say — and ‘mystic’ is their
name for me anyway, not mine). Well, once again this is utter nonsense. Politics is
all about how people live work and play together on earth, and what could be more
important than that here. Moreover, | was interested in politics and psychology at the
age of three, and long before | knew that mystical experience even existed to be
known. And keep in mind that everybody has this gnosis within them. Some do not
know it; some feel it but do not know it — and some (gnostics) become consciously
aware of it — that is all. It is there for the using of. Thus it is that when talking about
truth 1 can only vouchsafe (as can any of us) for Experiential Truth, (and only from
hindsight of it at that) and that which exists for consciousness to be come conscious
off, or leastwise at this level of being anyway. But as to what truth may exist beyond
the grasp of consciousness then the answer is easy..... What is truth? Ah, tis a divine
and eternal mystery to be sure; and wondrous to behold — take another look at that
tree, that flower, and that sunset. Could you do it? Yet they are there to be
experienced. Chew the bones out of that.

* * *
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Chapter 9

A Model of Reality.

In some chapters | introduce a few terms which | did not go on to try and explain
there, like for example the Double Vortex of Emanation, Cosmic Amnesia, and the
central core of the stream of consciousness, Arkon Image Emanations, etc. So I will
endeavour to do that here; but only very briefly for I have never got around to writing
more than a dozen chapters of what | call The Double Vortex Theory — for theories
are ten a penny and bore me anyway, | prefer to stick with what | know as facts of
experience. Maybe one day | will finish it, but | doubt it. However, in order to link
concepts and ideas as they relate to a structure, even an intangible structure such as
the mind/psyche, it naturally helps to create a model or map in the minds eye simply
in order to think about it at all, and to see some kind of energy structure in a way, a
picture in the minds eye, of understanding to conceptualise it.

Any theory or hypothesis must take all known phenomenon into the overall
conceptual understanding of things. To leave out anything which is known in an
overall understanding, map or model, is a negation of reality itself; and a puzzle will
not be completed where pieces are dumped in the trash can simply for the
convenience of not having to explain them. Some Scientists do that; and they call it
science. Well, | do not. In passing | would mention that scientists and mystics are
really very much alike. They are both cosmic detectives. But the latter are observing
stuff which the former cannot get at with their tools. And the only tools that can really
study the mind and consciousness are the mind and consciousness themselves.

Anything which exists, irrespective of what or where, must have its own energy
structure and system of dynamics and its place and relevance in the whole. Such
questions as to the difference between psychic and mystical experiences for example
beg such questions as to how do they relate to each other and the whole, and what is
going on; and where. A transcendent aspect to our being is a fact of experiential life,
so how then is it structured and where is it? Is it in the physical brain or elsewhere?
And what indeed is the physical brain made of? What is anything and everything
made of in the final root analysis? And why does it exist at all? We can only ever
work on things which we come to find (by whatever method) and evidence of this or
that causation and effects. Guesses are neither science nor in the tool kit of genuine
and sincere mystics or gnostics.

People with a real love and awe of life and existence seek a truth irrespective of what
it turns out to be and irrespective as to whether they are going to like it or not.
Emotions are a wonderful thing, and life would be an utter farce and irrelevant entity
without them; for love, awe and wonder are emotions. But one should never ever
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involve emotions when searching for the truth of this or that thing — even the truth of
emotion itself. We all know well enough how the fundamentalist types (and their
boss - priestcraft) like to invent a causation of all things in their own likeness — stupid.

This of course is a model which presumably could never be substantiated as either
being right or wrong in terms of empirical observation, for we will never be able to
take a picture of it, or stick a knife into it to carve it up for analysis, or stand objective
to it. But it certainly helps when thinking, talking, and listening to events of this
nature and correlating documented accounts of different types of experience. The
proof will only be known in YOUR own experience of these things on the inner
personal level in due course. In the meantime it is easy to laugh at anything which
one has not encountered as yet (done it myself so | know) and think of it as all utter
rubbish and hogwash. The best stance is simply to assert that one has no idea of this
or that thing as yet; and one will wait and see. In the meantime it is probably wise to
doubt it and question it — and just leave yourself open as to what might, or might not,
come. And keep in mind that one can never truly say that this or that thing does not
exist to be experienced — for you cannot affirm a negative. One cannot experience the
non existence of something. One could logically deduce that something does not exist
— but one cannot know it. For you cannot come to know (by experience) a negative.

We know very well that some types of experience are common, some less so, and
some very rare. We come to learn that some experiences and visions are symbolic of
something else, while others are not symbolic. How could an outside hallucination of
a drunk correlate with a near death experience vision for example. These things
happen, so there must be answers, and there must be a system of dynamics which
cause them to happen. Moreover, and as | have gone to pains to point out, these
experiences effect the person and their life; and eventually even the way they come to
see and hear the physical world with their five external senses; so how, where, why?

Such a model cannot be useful in the sense that a road map is, but it can and does help
when thinking about these events and discussing ones own ideas and understanding
regard to them. My own understanding of this structure is one | have come to call the
Double Vortex Theory; as mentioned. It is based on my own and other peoples
experiences which | have discussed and or simply read about over the last twenty
years or so. | have been asked to write this but | never really wanted to; because (a) it
would take too long and (b) living our life is more important than writing out such dry
stuff as a road map. So, I did start to write it (on request) and did about eight chapters
before | got very bored indeed. I may finish it one day (if | get really bored) and I may
not. So, | mention this simply to say that the little of it which | offer and make
mention of in this book is but a mere fraction of it. It would take too long to write and
folk would get bored to death reading it all — and that is assuming that they are still
here with me now even.

Daily observation gives us the impression that we are a free floating object in space
and time. That is to say a hoop could be passed over us to demonstrate that we are not
connected to any other physical object on earth, or elsewhere. This model would first
and foremost give a very misleading impression when saying that our inner depths are
connected to a transcendent level of reality, and that all things are ultimately
connected to each other via the roots; and which they are directly experienced to be;
and by many people in the past and many people existing today. The implication
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would be that the transcendent realm of being, and other such mystical and psychic
events, are conscious events inside our scull and would thence disintegrate with the
physical body. But this is certainly not the case as it is experienced to be. Given that
such events are consistent, albeit rare, then how is it done and where is the structure?
Many like the cop-out of answering questions by simply asserting that Zigzag, or
some such, did it all. Well, OK, fine, but how did Zigzag do it then, and why?

We obviously know far more about the physical nature of the universe than did people
of two, three, and four thousand years ago — including the mystics and gnostics of
those times. And consequently our conceptual understanding, language and
descriptions will differ on that score at least, and even though the experiences are the
same and have the same effects. Religions give the impression that whatever it is they
believe in is objective, detached, and somewhere outward and seemingly upward
beyond the sky, a ‘higher’ reality; heaven only knows where, and to which we are not
directly connected. Whereas | am saying the complete opposite - that the
transcendent realm is inward and downward within all things extant. But within (as
has been said before) is not what it seems to be on face value; hence better to say that
the transcendent level of being is inwards, but not “in us’. ‘IN US’ makes it sound
like we are some kind of insular jam jar which things are locked up in and isolated
(other than by a window) from anything else. This is most certainly not the case
however. It also implies that there is some kind of vacuum of nothing in between all
the jam jars of self containment — and which is not so.

One could also ask as to where is the location or point of the big bang (big flow or big
gusher of the physical universe) relative to where the physical universe is now. Or
where is the centre of the Cosmos (everything). It seems to me that the structure of
the mind is not so very different from the structure of the physical universe itself.
Moreover, if a principle of dynamics works, then why should not the nature of things
make use of it elsewhere, and indeed all things? So how do we go about looking at
this in a way that makes some sense and fits in with all known conscious experiences?
We are obviously not connected to any other object in the perceived physical
universe, and yet all mystics agree that everything is connected to everything else.
How come? Inwards.

How could there exist instantaneous action at a distance when nothing (assuming that
is correct) can travel in space faster than the speed of light? And light is sure not
instantaneous, albeit quite fast. Why are there more types of psychic experience than
mystical experiences? How could it be said that an object occupies a point in space
whilst at the same time saying that the object moves through space? Why does there
exist less and less to be experienced as consciousness travels down this so called inner
tunnel? Why is the final level of being (paradise or the ground of being) the same
experience for everyone who encounters it? How does one account for the infinite
accounts of “‘coincidences’ or synchronicities which directly (or indirectly) have a real
tangible affect on our daily lives, and eventually comprehension and becoming (and
some of which are called psychic experiences)?

The Double Vortex Theory (in full) at least answers these questions in large measure
and gives a sensible explanation without creating a paradox or requiring gap-fillers.
The irony at this point in time is that science would both understand and think along
these lines more readily than religions would.
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Actually the model is very simple really. Moreover, it is nothing like as way out as
the scientific notion that worm-holes could connect many different universes together.
We have no scrap of evidence to justify a theory that many parallel universes even
exist at all; it is pure imaginative speculation, and one that would require the ultimate
in cosmic overkill to get a job done. But the things of which I and many others talk
are experienced every day, and have been since mankind first existed here, and hence
require an explanation. Such things may well be thought of by some as a miracle, but
if so then how are such miracles of creation done, and how do they all fit together and
work? Nothing happens that cannot happen within the dynamics of reality as it is in
its fullness of being. And neither does this imply that everything which could happen
does happen.

It is best to begin the analogy with a house brick or a lump of physical rock. One can
also pass a hoop over a house brick if thrown into the air, so that too is obviously not
connected to anything in the perceived universe either. So how is the house brick
connected to the big bang, or its own ground of being? The answer is obviously
inwards and down through the stuff which gives it existence up at this level. There is
nothing in this universe which contains its own causation or exists independent of the
structure which brings forth its emanation. Everything is a product of a lower, deeper,
level of reality. Call them dimensions or inner levels of structural reality if you will.
Moreover, if we took away all the structure which brings forth a house brick, then the
brick would not exist. (purgation and annihilation for the physical house brick).

By the same token if there were no deeper and transcendent realm of the mind - the
ground of our conscious being - then the top-side daily consciousness (and the
personality) would not exist either. We can never ever be disconnected from our root
causation no more so than a physical lump of matter could be. Now, if we could
travel down the inside of the stuff (vortex) of the house brick we would eventually go
back to its origin; but there would of course be no constructed house brick there.
Thus there is an interdimensional energy in a vortex of levels of reality within it and
deeper below the surface of its top-side emanation. At the top of that emanation we
observe the finished product, the incarnate or universal form, or formation; viz. the
house brick.

Go down the inside of our own psychical brain, for example, and one comes to cells,
then molecules, then atoms, then atomic particles; for the brain is made of matter as is
the physical universe. Or perhaps best to simply say it is made of the same stuff.
However, the physical brain and the mind are not the same thing, and not the same
identical structure. So the brain mediates stuff which is of a different order to the
physical brain itself — mindful existence, conscious experience and awareness of
things. And to say nothing of feelings, likes, dislikes, ideas, concepts, love, beauty
and all the rest of it which actually come to change the physical world itself. And it is
all the rest of it which not only makes life but also makes life worthwhile living. A
human life can hardly be said to be a physical life, but rather a mental one. But it
needs the physics to operate in if one is operating in a physical world — obviously. It
has to be made of the same stuff as its environment — or else it could not exist in an
among it. It could not even know it or experience it without being made of the same
level of emanation as that which it observes.
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From our daily perspective of an objective point of reference, mindful existence takes
place within the brain however. And if we blow a hole in this brain then you and | do
not exist in this world any longer. And therein lies the real problem and dichotomy
between materialists and those (by any other name) who claim that there is more.
Well, | too state that there is more; but in a far different way than is believed to be the
case by religionists and many metaphysicians. For the large part of course their views
are not based upon personal experience but simply upon beliefs in antiquated myths
and religions. Or in the case of science simply by what they find in the physical
levels of existence. But even these folk seem to accept the existing model of the
human form and formation as science tells them it is. But, | am saying that the
existing model is wrong. The major existing paradigm states that the brain creates our
conscious being, and consciousness itself. But | claim that they are wrong. Hence, |
must be wrong; but never mind eh; for the consensus once claimed that the earth was
flat too. Well, we will see will we not; for there is much learning and understanding to
be done as yet. Those who assume that they know it all, know nothing; and
assumption is not a good travelling companion. Oh but it is ‘obvious’ they say. Well,
that which is obvious to some is not obvious to all, and the obvious is not always what
it seems. And that fact is not so obvious to some it seems.

What | am saying is that mind and matter are two different things at this earthly level
of existence, or two manifestations of one thing (nothing new it that however); but
rather that the two vortices are entwined within one vortex of emanation — hence a
double vortex of emanation. But they are only two things in that they are branch lines
of emanations of one thing — pure primordial energy. We know well enough that in
this world we cannot play golf with an idea; one needs a little hard ball | am told.
Now the question being is as to which vortex runs deeper into the nature of existence
(creation), cognition (being), or the hard stuff of material energies which construct the
physical universe? Does it really matter as to which comes first? Well, not to me it
does not; so this aspect is purely academic as far as | am concerned; but it does matter
when it comes to our understanding the nature of reality and as to why we exist in it at
all.

Does material energy (so called) come first and then brings forth beings and
consciousness: or does mind stuff come first and brings forth the other stuff; or does
something else bring forth both of them independently at root, and thence merges the
two in some way?

Some claim to believe that only the mind exists (idealism) and that all else is some
kind of mental construct or even an illusion. But if that were the case then there
would exist no such thing as ‘otherness’ and objectivity, for everything (including
you) would be a product of my own mind. Well, | sure am not taking responsibility
for that lot; and the physical universe which we all share here. Tis not my project, |
did not create it. | am only a small part of it not its causation. And neither is anybody
else. Unfortunately or otherwise we can only ever know anything by way of
conscious existence. So, consciousness is all we have to go by when it comes to
anything at all; including all existence; and even science itself — hence what exists to
be consciously experienced and lived in and known by virtue of it? THAT is the
question.
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So, either the phenomenon of conscious experience has some relevance in the nature
of reality or it is simply providing us with a lifetime of irrelevant junk conscious
experiences which have no bearing on the nature of reality at all. However, by and
large we all experience the nature of reality (in daily conscious terms) to be much the
same thing. So, either we are all experiencing something which does exist in some
way and yet is real enough in existential terms, or we are all being downloaded the
identical junk by forces which we could never ever know or contact anyway. So, is
life and conscious experience relevant to the overall nature of reality itself or is it all
mere meaningless and irrelevant junk? And for those who like to claim that you can
only know the real truth of things when you are dead seem to overlook that even then
one could be downloaded by another dose of different but irrelevant junk. And for
what purpose if that were the case? And what exactly does being dead mean?

However, | claim that life experience is not irrelevant junk, and | also claim that we
need to understand it whilst here, alive, on this world, now. Being a rank pragmatist
with rapid brain disorder my view is that we have got life and conscious existence no
matter what it is, and no matter where it comes from and how. And given that we
have got this stuff (whatever it really is) then it is pragmatic and useful to study it as
much as we can; and endeavour to make the most of it whilst it lasts. But on studying
it and thinking about it as best as | could (and not to mention experiencing it) then |
found that it becomes weirder and weirder and deeper and deeper, and more and more
mysterious the deeper one goes down into it. And in so far as | have seen to date then
it most certainly does not correlate with the existing views and paradigms of social
culture and understanding — either scientific (as yet) or the state religions of socio-
political priestcraft.

If we go down the inside of the bulk of that structure of the physical brain one comes
to a trinity of quarks. Quite a coincidence indeed; for one actually consciously
experiences a trinity and moves through it. We then find a dimension of a trinity;
three kinds of reality — two up one down, or the other way around depending on
whether you popped down inside a proton or a neutron. Eventually one would come
to the ground of its existence where there is only one thing — the ground of the house
brick and all physical matter/energy. The mind (cognitive energy) is obviously
different and far more complex in its structure or emanation than mere unconscious
matter however; for it contains cognition; awareness; being. However, all creation is
seen to be wide at the top of the vortex of emanation and narrow at the bottom; like a
funnel, hence a vortex of emanation, and yet still very much connected to its original
ground.

In the case of mind it is the ground of conscious being; or primordial mind. If it were
possible to see and experience all those levels then it becomes clear that there is more
to see (variety of forms) on the surface of the earth than there would be at the level of
quarks for example.

Thus the further that consciousness seeps back down the inner vortex of the mind
itself (not the brain) then the further one goes down into creation itself, and the less
and less there is to experience at that level. Just as with material energy. This is why
the ground of being is a oneness, everything there is the same stuff and in the same
level of reality. There is only one thing to see there, and we all see it identically, for
that is what primordial consciousness experiences at that initial level of cognitive
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being. However, come back very close to the top of our own vortex (the immediate
subconscious levels of the mind) and there is so much that one can see, and a whole
variety of types of experience therein; psychic experiences, for the most part, are at
and near to the top of it and predominantly in the outer of the two vortices; not the
inner one. Thus, when people have a near death experience, or if they indeed go all
the way, their consciousness travels back down the proverbial river Styx; the inner
darkness of their own personal structure.

But the mind or psyche is not a house brick; and moreover, there is the fact that the
psyche itself also generates experiences within those levels. That is to say symbolic
images for the conscious being to see, and intuitively understand therein for an effect.
It is a bit like one part of the structure in dialogue with another part. Or the vital or
essential part of our being in communication with the incarnate or temporal level of
the top-side mind. It is so plainly obvious from hindsight that many who assume they
have been in direct contact with their creative entity itself at that level have simply
been in contact with their own inner levels of structural reality. The ‘soul’ being a
specific layer, dimension, within the lining/wall of the vortex of our emanation itself;
and whilst the “spirit” or essential vital part of our being is that which it is all based
upon in the ground of being — our real Self; the spark of the life force; and way
beyond the level of the everyday top-side personality.

In normal daily reality our outer sensory data is very restricted, and within narrow
band widths of frequencies. Imagine what it would be like if they were to change
around. Suppose we heard that which we normally see; touched that which we
normally smell; saw things that we normally heard, so on and so forth. The physical
universe would be something else again to perception. And not as good | would
imagine. Personally I like it as it is; so no problem. Imagine if we could actually see
every energy and structure in creation and all the angles and dimension of therein. |
guess it would look pretty rough and boring. Probably something like a ten
dimensional spiders web. Or more probably just a horrible mess like a vast ball of
meaningless string.

I obviously use the terms universe and cosmos to mean two different things. Many
use them synonymously. I use the term physical universe in the same way that physics
does. But I use the term cosmos, or cosmos of creation to include everything which
exists anywhere, not just physical objects and energies thereof, but also the sum of all
vortices and inner structural levels of reality. Just as a human body and top side
consciousness are the surface of our own individual vortex of emanation so too do we
have our inner vortex of emanation.

Also of course this perceived universe is the surface of all such vortices. In a strange
kind of way there is no such thing as ‘the’ universe as such, other than the sum of the
vortices surfaces which comprise it. We see a vortex of energy end on — like a flat
plate. But the physical eyes cannot see into it and down through the structures. Nor
can we send an inner-space probe down there. But it is still there nonetheless. Thus
we are not ‘in’ the universe, like being in a jam jar, but we are a part of it. When our
consciousness seeps down inside its own vortex of emanation, then consciousness is
not ‘in’ the universe at all; it is elsewhere, bellow it; but still of course in the cosmos
of creation (all that exists).
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Naturally if we are still actually alive on earth at that time then our body is still a part
of the universe whilst consciousness is elsewhere; indeed, even as it is during
dreaming. One does not have to be dead in order to dream — but you do have to be
dead to the world (unconscious of it). The implication and experience is that one does
not have to be dead to experience the level known as death beyond annihilation and
the dimension to which the dead seemingly go — where all individual life starts.
Hence | and some others simply call it the Mystic Death and Resurrection, and the
gnosis gained therein — for we come back into the same life where we left off. Dead
means that the being and its life force is no longer here on earth when | use that term.
Moreover, there is no way that you can manipulate the human body during
transcendent mystical experience. Indeed, it gets to the point where you did not even
know that you ever had one at all. However, extroverted mystical experience is very
different indeed, and it is nothing like Introverted mystical experience.

At death (the one where you do not come back again) the physical body is no longer
functional or animated by the life force, so it therefore disintegrates; and
consciousness cannot get back up a vortex which does not exist any longer. However,
if you die whilst still alive (Introverted mystical experience, and the mystic death)
then the vortex of energy is just fine; so we can come back up it again. From the
beginning of our time on earth the genuine mystics have said that in order to know
this world, and oneself, you first have to leave the world behind; and | personally
vouchsafe that assertion; it is a fact of experience. And those mystics were absolutely
correct in experiential terms; spot on. They went down their own plug-hole — vortex
of emanation; as have many during their lifetime here. They journeyed back home to
the ground of the life force within them; the womb of Eternity; Paradise or Elysium,
or whatever name you would like to hang on it.

Not surprising then that those who undergo near death, or in fact temporary death
even, immediately begin to experience the initial events of mystical transcendence;
for they are one and the same thing: one is for real and the other for... well, a project
of transcendence it seems; so that we can know it whilst alive on earth. The question
arises as to why most people under anaesthetic have no experience during that time. |
do not know the answer to that one; but | would imagine that it is akin to the
dreamless sleep effect. Consciousness certainly does not seep down this vortex
during either dreams or dreamless sleep. Consciousness can obviously be switched
off without it actual moving into another mode of being or level of reality.

If death were as is envisaged by the oblivion belief, then that would be the same as
dreamless sleep — but much longer, forever. No particular problem with that scenario
as far as | would be concerned — in fact it might even be preferable if one is totally fed
up with other beings. Non existence means no problems, no worries, and no rent to
pay; and nothing to try to come to understand and get right. Oblivion would simply
be a permanent unconscious rest; as opposed to the conscious experience of eternal
repose in the transcendent mode of being. Nothing wrong with either as | see it. But
one could never attain to the knowledge of Self in oblivion of that Self. However,
that is a very simplified version of the actual vortex of emanation. In reality it is far
more complex than that.
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The term | use is the Double Vortex of Emanation. This means that there is one
vortex within the other. Permeating right down the centre of these two vortices, there
is a kind of hole for want of a better word (the so called tunnel), as in the vortex when
you pull the bath plug out and the water goes down the plug hole.

Imagine now then that we have two ice-cream shaped cones. Put one inside the other.
Fill the inner vortex (ice-cream cone) with sand and then pass a drinking straw down
through the centre of the sand (with no sand in the straw). Now cut off the bottom of
the two ice-cream cones enabling the straw (and whatever travels in it) to pop out of
that structure altogether — into a different reality - the paradise of the transcendent
realm. Pure unadulterated primordial consciousness. Or just think of a black hole in
the mind if it helps more. Thence the mind/psyche is seen to be a kind of wormhole
itself — back down to its origin. Much like a lift-shaft in a building taking the
passenger (and conscious experience) to the basement of that building, and from
whence it originally came up. Envisage however, a gap between the bottom of our
structural vortex and that of the transcendent realm itself.

We now have a structure which from the outside would look a bit like an exclamation
mark ! Except that the top of the line is far wider than the bottom; like an inverted
pyramid. Now, the gap which exists between the ice cream cones and that of the
transcendent realm is something which we can never ever know anything about.
Why? Because it is death in the existential sense; or that is to say the oblivion of
conscious existence; and which | guess is the same thing. Well, that is to say that
consciousness is switched off whilst traversing that gap at least. If we are no longer
conscious then that is tantamount to being dead as far as we are concerned.
Moreover, | do not think we would want to actually experience whatever it is that
happens when the spirit or essential vital part is stripped from the vortex of the psyche
at that mysterious annihilation and resurrection event. What | saw and went through
was more than enough thank you very much. Thus it is that the mind vortex is
directly experienced to be a doorway to eternity.

Oh, I would just interject at this point that we all know well enough that the Pope
holds Saint Peters keys to the doorway of Paradise — damn, he must have been drunk
or having a kip when 1 slipped in without him noticing and without his permission — |
will make amends later however. But just think, if we got rid of him then every sod
could get in; and throw the gates wide open — like reality does. But ssshhhh, do not
tell them for you might wake them up. There certainly comes a point at the bottom of
the vortex where we are switched off, and then... nothing, no experience at all. Then
we are switched on again — in Paradise. Thus, consciousness was experienced to have
been annihilated and thence resurrected again. Resurrected back into the transcendent
realm from whence it originally came and has its permanent existence. We (being)
is/are so very different in that transcendent mode of conscious existence that one
would never believe it until one knew it for oneself; and one could most definitely not
even imagine it. And of course, when you know it, and especially whilst still there,
then you do not have to believe it, for you ARE IT.

If you like the analogy of circles then think of an X being marked on the
circumference of a circle (the circle of life). Let us call the X home or paradise. On
moving out of the X one travels around the circle clockwise in time until one gets to
the X again — hence the beginning is also the end. But in fact it is up and down again.
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Many ask as to how ‘real’ does it seem to be at the time. In a manner of speaking it is
even more real than this world is; for this world and the whole universe changes every
second, whereas that realm never changes; for there are no changing events therein —
other than our popping in and out of it. But that does not comprise a change regard
the place, dimension itself. So, whereas the world and universe are transitory, that
realm is experienced and some how known to be eternal; and we are all connected to
it. It is our home, our ground, it is the Virgin Womb of Eternity and Primordial
Consciousness. It is not a woman, it is not a man, it is not a being; it is a place, a
dimension, a level of conscious reality. But it is a very mysterious, profound and
wonderful place to be sure. One cannot get fed-up or bored there, and even though
from hindsight there is not really much going on there at all — other than in the
knowing and the being there. It truly is like a celestial wedding night — if you grasp
the analogys; it is a love swoon between the first thing issued forth (us) and.... Ah, that
is the mystery which can be known but not put into words, for it is no created thing.
One can only really say the essence of the raw and primordial life force. And man, it
is a passion; the passion for TO BE. Tis mysterious, hence Mysticism — the REAL
and BEST name for it. We MUST give that word back its real meaning; and not use
it for all the other junk which now goes under that heading. Mysticism it ever was, is
now, and will ever be; and our knowledge and experience of it is the divine gnosis.
And so it IS, and ever was and ever will be. And let any religionist try to tell me
otherwise — let them wait and find out; for they too will know.

Consciousness then, and whatever that is made of, travels down a central... what
word shall I use — pipeline, hole, at the centre of the vortices. Imagine like a lift-shaft
in a building. | guess you have heard people describe travelling down a tunnel in near
death experiences. Well, it is much like that. A funnel would be a better description.
The tunnel does not have hard glossy walls however. The tunnel is through the
psyche itself. Within that structure there exists the records of every stage of evolution
that ever was.

The “sand’ in the psyche is the stuff of creation at those levels, and it is written upon —
just as you and I write upon it now with the quantum effect in computers. Creation is
much like a computer program in analogy; but on a grand scale and involving real life
and conscious existence — and the feeling and knowing of it. To say that creation is
like a program does not belittle it or take anything away from it. But it is not the kind
of program (like a computer program) in which things are determined and all planned
out to happen that way beyond the point of ones freedom of volition. If it were (which
it is not) then indeed there would be no such thing as freedom of choice at all, and
moreover it would not need life forms with volition but simply little mechanical
robots to get it all done. But robots do what their program dictates — we do not.

And we are not little mechanical robots even though both our body and brain is
indeed a cosmic machine. Best to think of the body as a time and space ship; and the
brain as the engine — but YOU are the driver and the life force. But we are the stuff
and activity, and the vital life force within the machine. The body and brain is the
tool/vehicle to get us here. Our body is indeed a space ship — and it travels though
time. You were here yesterday, you are here today, and you may or may not be here
tomorrow. And you may, or may not, exist here (and or other places) for time out of
mind — eternally. The life force transcends time and space (changing events).
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There are two vortices then; one within the other. One is presumably the record data
of the evolution of the species (the psyche), and one is the evolution of ones own
individual program (the soul). Souls do not go to paradise, conscious BEING does.
Souls end before the paradise level. The soul, from hindsight, is seen to be the inner
of the two vortices, and that the Psyche and survival Kit being predominately the outer
vortex. The outer vortex is the part that one does not want to get caught up in — unless
you have a twisted sense of humour and adventure that is. For there are indeed dark
and fearsome forces and archetypal memories there — but it can conduct
consciousness. Moreover, this is one very long journey and at terrific speeds at times,
or so it is experienced to be. But there are levels where consciousness can and does
stop in its movement for a while, for there are things to be synthesised, a process to go
through at each level, and things to be learned. So, unlike myths we do not fly up to
heaven or climb the pearly staircase but rather we gravitate back down our own vortex
of emanation to the paradise of our original mode of being from whence we came in
the first place; like going home by gravity — and which is exactly what it is. So, we
slide back down to paradise — the ground of being. And the momentary bump at the
bottom of the slide is that which we experience as, and call, annihilation. And then
back home again into the primordial cosmic state of conscious perception and
memory of what we truly are — gnosis. A round trip. And | am what | am.

Mind is not from this world or even this universe; it is deeper than the fabric of the
space-time universe (changing events). If one were to view this vortex from the top
downwards then it would appear to be like circles within circles. Thus, it is
experientially true to say ‘I am on this world, but not from it’.

You have no doubt heard the term Purgation, and it is true. We go through a process
of purgation. But it is not what the Christians think it is. Purgation means to have
things taken away from you. Everything (the further we go down the inner vortex) is
stripped away from us. But that is by virtue of our going deeper than the level where
they are found at. So it is not like skinning a rat. One of the very last things to go is
memory of oneself as a personality on earth. But there is a point where that also goes
(annihilation — zapping the so called ego or personality). But it has not gone
anywhere, it is you, consciousness stuff, which has simply gone deeper than where
memories and data are written onto the energy at those levels. Memories are
recorded. Not in a big gold book on St Peters desk, but in the energy of the psyche
and soul, the stuff of the cosmos of all existence. Symbolism and myth is wonderful
stuff is it not — but NOT if it is taken seriously; and taken to be the thing itself. And
that is what religious fundamentalism is — mistaking the symbolic for the real. They
are normally good and kind people — but sleeping in Somnus — stupidity. Ignorance
does not cause stupidity — but filling ones ignorance with self created idols and myths
is the stupidity.

Did you ever wonder why so many people undergo a life review when flying down
that plug hole of self existence? All the memories, information, data, is there within
the psyche. And depending on need the psyche can present them in many ways, either
just recollections, remembering them, or creating pictures to see them — experience
has to be digested and synthesised there. Experience is not for nothing: nothing is for
nothing. So, the walls of this psyche structure are very wide compared to the
passageway of consciousness which goes down through it.
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One person described them (the walls of the tunnel) quite well as a hedgerow of
potential visions and information, and he actually went into them somehow (he was
dabbling in invocation at the time). Shortly after returning to normal daily
consciousness he committed suicide, for the experience of existing in that hedgerow
of the psyche was far from good (Pandora’s box). But not too many people manage
to see into those walls at all; and just as well. The mind is not for messing with or
playing silly games with. Mystics are not generally interested in psychic stuff, and |
concur with them. My only interest in psychic phenomena is purely academic. | have
had quite a few different kinds of psychic experiences myself; but they are sure not
for messing with. But psychic phenomena DOES NOT address the perennial
questions of what we are, where we come from, and as to why we exist; whereas the
deeper kinds of mystical experience and gnosis do just that, for that is what they are —
the revelation of what we are, AND as to what we are NOT; and as to why we exist at
all — and as to why anything exists. In there you just know it; for you are it — and it is
axiomatic. One does not invent this stuff; one simply experiences it and relates it as it
found.

Now, another strange thing which seems to crop up is that at times some purely
psychic experience can move from topside consciousness not into the tunnel of the
river Styx but actually directly into the wall structure of the vortex — the psychic
fields. Therein reside (are stored) species memories it would seem. They are all there
presumably in case they are needed again in an emergency. Creation seems to cover
its tracks well and keeps good records. It sounds like going from the sublime to the
ridiculous does it not. But these inner fields can be known and are known and
experienced directly. However, let us leave this for a while as this will suffice for
now as a working model but we will make many references to it later. Keep in mind
for now the analogy that going home is much like a floppy disk being reformatted —
all the data being wiped off except that of the operating system itself; and that this
takes place whilst consciousness itself is travelling back down this vortex which it
came up to get into this world. It is magic, but it is not done by magic it is done by
physics and cosmic dynamics.

The existing scientific paradigm has it that the physical brain creates consciousness.
For science to assume such is no problem, but to teach it as a fact of reality when they
do not know it to be a fact of reality is not scientific and defies their own principles of
operation; and it is wrong. It is much like stating that ice creates water. The mystics
argument is that mind/consciousness stuff existed before the big bang and always
exists, and that in absolute reality the stuff of consciousness is all that there is
originally at least, and originally means at the deepest depth of anything that there is —
inward and downward through creation - the manifestation of all things. The axle
which movement orbits. It means that the phenomenon of consciousness can
permeate this stuff. However, or so would go the argument, consciousness can be
switched off. Indeed it can, even chemicals can switch it off, anaesthetics; and
dreamless sleep itself does a good job of it every night. So too does annihilation by
the way. The irony is that | personally find that unconsciousness is one of the most
amazing things in existence, and thank the powers that be for it; and unconsciousness
is also just great. No consciousness means no problems; and a damn good rest. The
Bard said “Sleep, per chance to dream; the thing which knits the rabbled sleeve of
care”. But I would say; Sleep per chance to forget the lot of it for a while and have a
damned good rest.
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However, does the fact that consciousness can be switched off prove that the brain
creates it? No, it does no such thing. Imagine the brain being like that of a radio
transceiver. That is to say that it can both receive and transmit data. Imagine then
that the brain was the machinery that connects (and modulates) transcendent
consciousness to the perception of this so called physical universe in a dimension of
changing events — which it does.

Now if the ‘valves’ of the brain were closed (like a tap in water pipe) then
consciousness would not be able to pass through it into the outside world or
dimension thereof. Therefore a blow on the head, or sleep, or anaesthetics would
simply result in closing those connection points or turning off the taps which allows
consciousness to perceive a physical universe. We also know well enough that
unconsciousness does not equate with non existence. True, one can call it non
existence from the point of view of not being conscious of anything, but we can be,
and are, woken up again, and carry on from where we left off, and with all the
machinery operating as before; much like the software within the hardware of a
computer. Paradise is much like being put into a cosmic drawer for a rest. This
indeed could well happen with consciousness switched off — but it isn’t.

Moreover, if we were never made conscious of that level of being then we would
never know it and never learn of it and be effected by it. So, we HAVE to know it.
Nothing is for nothing. Unconsciousness does not then imply death and everlasting
oblivion of the phenomenon which can be made to be conscious. This ‘being switched
off” business makes it self evident that you and | are not consciousness per se on the
bottom line. We are something which can be made conscious. The stuff which
consciousness permeates and lights up — the life force. We can never know what that
‘stuff’ is; all we can know is that its existence is axiomatic; hence the words spirit or
essence of being at least points to it. So, we can experience where we came from, and
therein learn (remember) as to why we exist, but we cannot know what our ‘stuff’ is
or is made of, for consciousness does not reveal that. So, yet another mystery. What
is that stuff in that transcendent realm which can conduct consciousness, as a wire
conducts electricity? | do not know, and | do not even have a clue. One could well
call it the breath or gas of life; but one would be wiser simply to stick with ‘I do not
know — but it works’.

Likewise, on the bottom level of physical matter we cannot even know what that is
either, and yet the stuff serves its purpose just fine. It may or may not be the case that
on the bottom line the stuff of which consciousness is made is the same stuff of which
the physical universe is also made; but this certainly does not imply that in some
mysterious way that the physical universe is itself conscious, for it is obviously a very
different process of emanation and structure up the pipeline of the vortex into
emanation. However, it is just as conceivable that there exists two ultimate modes of
reality as it does for only one mode to exist. Either way there is no dichotomy of
mind and matter as far as | am concerned. Consciousness has to perceive of existing
somewhere and in something, and a physical universe is just fine by me. Indeed, |
love it. Some fools decry the physical life, but as | say, | love it; and paradise would
have no purpose if there were no physical worlds for beings to live on. | have no wish
to escape to paradise, for | love it here, and every atom and blade of grass, every
sunrise and sunset; I love it all.
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And truly is there nothing better in the whole of creation than sitting around a roaring
open fire having a chat or a good game of chess with a good friend, and a pint of real
ale. Oh my, and the silly Billie's long for paradise — they have much to learn as yet.
But they do not seem to know it do they. They certainly do not accept that fact.

As medical equipment has improved over the years it is capable of bringing people
back who would otherwise have died, and the more it improves then it seems to be the
case that the greater depths of near death that they can be retrieved from, and hence
the deeper their inner experience will have been and seen down to. Not everyone
reports any conscious activity however, and their experience or lack of it is akin to
dreamless sleep, oblivion. What inner working | wonder actually ‘decides’ or triggers
the actual death process. We do not know.

However, this is a book about transcendent experience and the mystical gnosis, not
near death experience. But nevertheless the correlation’s with regard the two
phenomena are too closely related, at least during the early stages of the mystical
death, to assume anything other than that they are a part of the same event of
consciousness; but with different causes. Likewise are the effects of near death
experience identical in a persons changed viewpoint, feelings and attitude. For they
too, by and large, report being more sensitive, more involved in life, less egocentric,
and with changed values or an enhancement of their old values, like being topped up
with vitality, and spiritual oomph and a greater empathy with the essences of things.
And how do we know that even near death experiences are not instigated by the
psyche itself? Are near death experiences an accident or are they somehow inwardly
contrived for effect? Near death experience is very common; and human beings have
always undergone such events. Albeit that the term was not coined until about the mid
nineteen sixties. It was not even coined (to my knowledge at least) at the time I
underwent that transcendent event. However, | did not undergo a near death
experience, | was fine and very fit and well. But it was the initial correlations which
interested me when | did come to read of such events about a decade later. But one
does not need to be hit by a truck to have it.

Over the years | have had discussions with oh so many who had undergone near death
experiences, and no two were ever the same (which makes a lot of sense to me) but
they do of course contain a similar process, and virtually identical effects. But none
went all the way home — and they know that themselves. They were sent back here
before arriving home or hitting the target. Do you know what they used to call that
once upon a time? They called it “Evil’. It is an old archery term (yes | used to do
archery too). It meant the arrow falling short of the target. A near death experience
(and they have been known since mankind existed here) did not reach paradise — the
bulls eye, home, the transcendent realm. So they said that they fell short of the
mystical target.

And that word Evil simply mean that it missed the mark. They probably only got as
far as Limbo, the dark place where one is alone. And that was Evil. One almost busts
a gut laughing from hindsight. And look what priestcraft has done with it all. In an
odd manner of speaking it is seen to be true enough that a few human beings outrage
the sensitivities and moral principles of average society; and in doing so one can well
say that they are missing the mark of consensus harmony and accord, and miss the
mark of what is seen to be an ideal behaviour — and that of course is true enough, and
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we cannot allow it. But this has got nothing to do with paradise or even their innate
SELF, it has to do with their personality and the world as it is — and they cannot all
cope with it. True, they will either have to cope with it or be segregated from society.
And it is for us to find ways of doing that which are effective and work.

It is useful to use the terms spirit and essence in different contexts at times. | will try
to explain. If we decide to call that part of ourselves which exists in the transcendent
reality as our spirit (certainly not the soul which is a data storage record) then the
things which it actually knows whilst there can be referred to as essences. In a way
they are the same thing, for that is the mode and reality of that level of being. Butin a
mysterious way one can still differentiate between the knower and the known; and it
IS seen to be the case that the essences of which are known by our spirit or vital part in
that paradise mode is the direct link or umbilical chord which connect us to... to what
— the life force itself; to that of no created thing. What do | mean by the term ‘no
created thing’?

Well, it is simple. It means something which was not brought forth into existence by
anything else below it, and hence contains its own existence — ‘not made’. A
something which never changes. A something from which everything which is
brought forth is built upon and emanates from. It is the ground and potential for
everything which ever comes to exist; including the flow of consciousness itself. No
thing created. | will try to talk of Essences later, but it is very difficult. But this thing
of no created thing is not a person — let alone anything like human beings or cats or
dogs — and nothing at all can be said about it (only by fools maybe) — it is the no thing
which everything owes its existence to — it is the stuff of the Cosmos, of being and
becoming. What shall we call it? Call it what the hell you like — ‘mate’ is as good as
anything else — or Fred, or Matilda, or Zigzag. But ‘home’ is as good as any and
more fitting than most. But no name at all is the best of the lot — No created thing.

For many years (like they all seem to do) | asked myself as to why me, after all these
events. | gave up on that for there was no forthcoming answer. But what would the
answer have been if | or you had got one? | guess it would have gone something like
this..... Why not you chum? And what makes you think you are alone anyway? But,
I tell you this. If these forces and dynamics can pick upon the most stubborn,
argumentative, dogmatic, so and so that ever existed, and yet still get the job done —
then most people on this world would be a real pushover for it. Perhaps the nature of
reality likes a good challenge and fight eh. Well, a bit like myself really in which case
eh. A stubborn sod. But anyway, that was one fight | lost. So there you go. And
there indeed you do damn well go — like it not; want it or not; ask for it or not; long
for it or not. Mind you, | will say one thing about myself which | judge to be good
(about the only one I can find on close scrutiny); is that |1 was never closed minded
and intransigent; and always loved a laugh and a challenge. | think without a good
sense of humour these things really might drive one nuts — for they really are so
wacky and way out; and that too is a fact.

However, just to sum this up as a model of reality in your mind (for food for thought
at least) see it as though your normal daily conscious experience of life was like the
top floor of a tall building; and a wide building at that. Imagine that that floors
existed below you that you knew nothing about. And then one day a cover in the
centre of floor slides open and reveals a lift shaft — a gaping great black hole to

128



appearances. What then if you jump into it and go down it? (I have known people
who have been on the edge and refused to go). You will pass other floors, and
experience what exists to be experienced on those floors of the rooms below you (this
place has many mansions on the way down you know) and you will see many
wonders and mysteries. You might even hang around on this or that floor for quite
some time. Indeed you may even get out of the lift-shaft and wander into some of
those ‘rooms’ on that level. But you also might stay in the lift-shaft and carry on
down to the bottom, the basement of being at the bottom of the vortex of the
emanation of your being — home base. And then you will remember what you really
are and where you really came from, and why you exist at all - - Psychognosis — the
knowledge of SELF, and Gnosis, the knowledge of the depths of the all.

Keep in mind that any mystical or transcendent experience which contains change, or
in which you can think, is NOT the ground of being, the womb of Eternity. And this
gnosis can only be gained (redeemed) there — in the Eternal Gnosis beyond space and
time (changing events).

We are confronted then with the Cosmic call to know your Self. If you do not reach
that level then you are not evil (in the terms which that has come to mean) for there is
no such thing. It just means that you have to learn what exists to be learned on
whichever floor you are on; and for whatever reasons. We all get what we need it
seems; and even though it may well not equate with what we want or expected. So,
think of going home as sliding by gravity down the plug hole of the vortex of your
mind, and enjoy the trip whilst it lasts. So, OK, it is different from the top floor, but so
what eh. And there is nothing to fear, for all is well that ends well.

I would just venture to say however, that it might be best to stay in the life stream (the
straw down the middle) given the chance — and keep out of the hedgerow (as one guy
called it) on the side of the road if possible. It gets kind of prickly in there I am told.
Seems that | must have stayed on the straight and narrow eh; and went through it all
like a dose of bloody salts. Well, | never was a one for hanging about much I guess.
Get to the crux of it all, and quick, and with no circumbendibus. Oh yeah, where do
all the bad guys go they ask? Paradise mate; we all do. The question is not so much
where they go but what do they come back here as. Maybe they have to start form
where they left off eh. That makes sense with what | know and have learned therein.
People that get it all very wrong are also amazing divine cosmic twins, and nothing so
profound is ever wasted. Seems to me that nothing is wasted at all; it all simply gets
re-cycled. Even black holes in space do that with stars that have passed their useful
shelf life eh. Cosmic vacuum cleaners. | wonder if they have any vacancies for a
cleaner; a yard brush. 1 would be good at that. I have sure had enough practice in this
world at clearing up other peoples mess; and in more ways than one.

I guess my one ambition now is to be a yard brush of the divine implicate order of
being. Well somebody has to do the dirty work and the tidying up the joint eh. And let
us face it this world needs a bit of cleaning, clearing the mess away does it not; and |
am good with a mop and broom (about the only thing which | am good at really). So
why not indeed, it beats playing silly computer games and knocking little balls into
little holes. Or one could always collect used postage stamps | suppose. But no, |
will take a rain check, and simply get the broom out and get on with some real work.
Let us first sweep priestcraft and rampant monopoly capitalism away, and clear the
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road up a little for the new young travellers in this part of creation — give them a fair
start to life incarnate; and a little encouragement, help and inspiration — and then you
will be doing that which you are here for — and whether you are consciously aware of
it or not. If you do all this without gnosis then you have sure arrived before the
mystics — and that is a fact.

Realise well that what you do is more important than knowing why you are doing it.
True, the mystics learn things which many do not yet know — but the real hero in life
is he or she that does it right whilst not knowing. And in doing so they arrive even
before the mystics, in a manner of speaking. It is they, and there are millions of them,
which are the real hero’s and who truly act out their love unconditionally of actually
knowing — and they are greater than I. At best the mystics can encourage them to
keep doing so.

Anyway, in the meantime simply think of reality as being like a dumbbell with a
different universe being on both ends of a narrow bar which connects them — the
realms of change and permanence (time and eternity) and connected by a
phenomenon which we call MIND, and the latter’s job is to perform the function of
the flow of consciousness from one to many beings; and each part with the freedom of
volition. Here is creation my love, do with it what you will — and learn in the process
— and become the more that you are; on earth as it is in heaven! So, let us make man
in our image eh — and do credit and justice to creation and our own divine dignity and
being. But, it is your choice, and you do not have to do it if you do not want to.
Amazing is it not. Fact is stranger than fiction.

Well, we have to smile do we not. As a kid | used to love those brain teaser puzzles.
Problems to solve, chess, mysteries, | often felt like 1 wanted to be a detective,
anything that fully absorbed the mind. Well, I sure found it — it is called life and
existence, and it is the greatest puzzle and mystery that ever there was or ever there
will be. And, do you know what - - without a little mysterious help we would never
solve it. And even then we never solve it all — so pass the beer and let us drink to a
profound and divine mystery; and the best one to be in, for it is real.

Just think, without asking for it we get life, this world, and paradise too. And with
luck it can go on in reasonable health for sixty or seventy years. We can also have
children and watch them grow up into adults. We can have a few beers and a few
good chats, and many laughs with other living beings — and we asked for none of it.
And they moan if they get a cold or a runny nose occasionally; and some moan
because they do not like the colour of this or that persons skin. Huh ! I do not weep
for Man, but for that which brings it forth. Could they do it all any better? No, the
Dignity of Man must not be wasted on this world, it must come into flower. We can
make Man in our image; and we must make it so, and if not for us, then for life and
this world, whilst it lasts.

And this of course, and this gnosis that comes by way of mysterious conscious
experience and reunion, and empathy, and harmony and resonance with the all, is
what is known as the perennial philosophy and as derived from that knowledge, that
axiomatic gnosis, that understanding and the commitment to life by way of it. This is
not about love as you and | here on earth know the feeling and power of love — it is
the same thing, plus more, writ large — it is everything; and there is nothing else.
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I cannot find or invent words for it; it just IS. Absolute passion is the best | can offer
for it. And without that passion for life, existence, to be, to become, and to know and
understand, and then act — then what the hell is the point of existing at all? There
would be no point — no purpose, no meaning.

The tears and the suffering on our part are not for nothing; for they are a part of the
learning process. And so too are the heights of enjoyment and utter bliss — it is all a
part of the flow of being and learning about it — and it is the only way to be able to
come to eventually say.... ‘I KNOW’. How much more is there for YOU to come to
learn yet? Do you know? How much more is there for me to come to learn? | do not
know. How much more is there for creation itself to come to learn and to do? Does
IT know? Does a cat know? Does anything know?

Tis a funny thing is it not; but oh so many people claim to want this thing which we
call gnosis, or mystical experience, or some kind of enlightenment, etc; and many
even go in search of it by way of rituals, meditations, drugs, whatever. But what if
per chance they got it? What then? What would they do with it? And why do they
want it in the first place? For what real reason do they want it? Well, | cannot know
other than what they tell me can I. | did not want it; I did not search for it, | did not
try to invoke it etc — it just came — whollop! | do not know what to do with it — one
just has to live with it. But what it really does on the bottom line is not to make us
realise how wise we are, but the complete opposite in fact — how ignorant one still is
of oh so much; and how we really have (in absolute terms) so little power at all —
other than the few things that you and | can do here on earth.

But one realises that this is all that really matters - 1 can sit on the grass under a tree
and watch all this stuff in action — yet | do not have to hold it all together and make it
work — it is done for me. And man, that is the prize above and beyond all possible
prizes and worth. 1 wonder if they all realise that. I know so little about anything at
all — yet it all still works — and | am the observer of the observed and the watcher at
the gates of dawn. What the hell more could one want or desire? Rhetorical question;
for it is all done already. If you want a real model of reality then just look around you
— for there IT IS — but in so doing use ALL your antennas, not just the five sense that
point outward — but feel it, and feel it within you; for that is where the answers are
written; and that is where its meaning and purpose are found — in the beginning;
always and for ever.

In some respects (and apart from the gnosis) this all much like a round trip in another
way also — in that one becomes like a child again in many respects: no inhibitions, no
worries, no trying to do it all yourself and hold it all together, and so many other ways
too. Hence why the mystics are fun, and take it all one day at time — and laugh at it all
— or rather laugh WITH it all. And maybe as to why they love kids so much too. But
of course, that is just one effect — but a good one to be sure.
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Chapter 10

Psychic Energy and Experiences

If we could annihilate all the matter in one lump of standard household coal there
would be sufficient energy released to power a medium sized town for some weeks,
well: so they tell me anyway, for | have not proved it by doing it, but then again
neither have they. But | do not doubt it. Either way there is a vast amount of energy
contained therein. The human body and brain contains all this and more. Indeed our
incarnate physical form is just that — organised energy. But as we have discovered
there is another kind of energy (far more intangible) which is even more organised,
well, usually anyway, and which drives this machine. That is to say the life force
itself and the conscious mind; but nevertheless still another form of vital energy
nonetheless; for it is not made of nothing. Nothing is made of nothing; and neither
does it exist without doing something in the scheme of things.

The common belief is that the less intangible (more solid) energy creates the more
intangible energy; but in reality the tangible becomes more tangible as creation
unfolds, (look into an atom to prove it) but prior to that the intangible (soft stuff)
exists first. Thus the mind stuff would say (it does not but we put words in its
proverbial mouth) that 1 Mind, comes first. And conscious experience of existing
reveals this to be the case also. Does it really matter which comes first? Well, not to
me it does not, for water is still wet and we can drink it; and | am a pragmatist — we
are here now so we have to get on with it. But if one is seeking truth by whatever way
truth can be revealed, then one is of course interested in what is so. So, it is revealed
both by scientific observation and conscious experience that neither create either,
other than in the sense that absolute pure energy manifests from the intangible
through stages of less intangible — from essence into forms. And conscious experience
substantiates this by direct experience — on rare occasions anyway.

But no human experience has ever been recorded to counter or contradict that view.
So, to put it in simple terms the hard stuff comes by way of the soft stuff; and then
eventually all goes back to being the soft stuff again. Seems to be like cosmic cycles
does it not — in and out like a Yo-yo. Hence not too mysterious to be comprehended |
would have thought — even if not fully understood in absolute detail.

I suppose the problems really start when we begin attaching names to all the stuff and
to all the forms; but then again, we have to or there would be no communication
between human beings. Anyway, when it comes to the energies which constitute the
human form it is generally called the psyche. | have no idea as to why but there you
go. | guess we could have called it Zunk, or Oops, but we did not.
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But no matter what we call it there is a lot of cosmic energy therein; so hence psychic
energy. And within our own system we call the tangible bits the body and the brain
and the intangible bits the mind and consciousness and all that stuff which goes on in
there — including all the passions, likes and dislikes; all the tears and the laughter, all
the hopes and all the ideals. And we cannot see or detect any of this stuff other than
by way of being it in conscious terms. And they say life is not mysterious indeed.
Wow!

So, no problems so far. The problems come when people start arguing about it all,
and everything else for that matter. Moreover they start in earnest when different
aspects of these energies begin to do different things than is considered to be the norm
of what they are ‘supposed’ to do according to man made encyclopaedias which
explain as to how things are supposed to work and what they are supposed to do. Itis
perhaps a great shame that the life force has not read them, and hence behaves itself
as according to mans understanding of the nature of reality. So, either Man has got it
wrong or the nature of reality and the life force has got it wrong. So, which would you
bet on being wrong, reality or human beings? It must have been most annoying when
the earth suddenly went round from being flat and then started turning on its axis —
and which just goes to prove that the nature of reality cannot read, tut tut. But
probably just as well eh — or it would be a right cock-up here.

I might be wrong but | cannot really imagine electrons arguing about what they are
supposed to be doing in the universe. Moreover, the physical universe would not even
exist without the little blighters buzzing around; so, some big job for the little gits eh.
But without you and me the universe would not be known — and neither would
anything else be known. | do not of course mean you and | the human beings, but you
and | the conscious mind; the observer of the observed. So, the same would apply to a
rat or some well advanced alien beings if such exist. But we know that we exist; and
we know that we can do many things that rats cannot do; we have more power and
say in our affairs. And we could indeed blow the world up if we wanted to. Rats
cannot do that (I hope). So, in the most simplistic of all terms our energy is more
organised than a rats energy; and perhaps a wee bit more complex and mysterious too;
albeit not a lot. There is no reason at all why rats should not undergo mystical
transcendent conscious experiences. But then again perhaps they do not need it whilst
alive on earth. Do they | wonder undergo psychic experiences? Do rats see ghosts
etc? Well, who knows and who cares other than rats. But we know full well that
human beings undergo both psychic experiences and mystical experiences (and both
kinds of mystical experiences; Introverted and Extroverted). | wonder if the nature of
reality knows about this cock-up of brain deterioration?

So what then is a psychic experience? Good question. What is the difference between
a psychic experience and a mystical experience? The latter is the easier to answer.
Think of it this way. Psychic experiences reveal things that both the energy of the
body and the mind can do. Whereas mystical experiences reveal what they are. So,
psychic experience addresses the what can it do questions and mystical experiences
address the what is it and why questions. A good analogy would be this...

A new car is standing gleaming in the show room. An alien from outer space pops

into the showroom to have a chat with the sales person. The alien asks two questions
(a) What is it, and (b) What can it do.
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The sales person replies (a) It is an organised package of cosmological energy and
dynamics constructed in such a way that it performs a certain specific function; and its
function (b) Is a means of transportation of the packet of energy which we call a
human being or me, and lots of people who call themselves me; and it can do one
hundred and eighty miles per hour. The alien replies, Oh | have already got one of
them thanks and buggers of at the speed of light — shouting, follow that chum.

If we could shrink ourselves down to the size of an electron and buzz around inside
the human body and brain we would be inside a mighty big and complex universe in
there. It would be fun would it not. But | would rather be sat under a tree by a stream.
Space and time run deep in creation, but mind and consciousness runs deeper than
physical matter and changing events in the space-time fabric. Before the universe
was... | AM. You hear it and find it astonishing and ridiculous no doubt (the result of
rapid brain deterioration of course). So would | have done fifty years ago. But it is
direct conscious experience which many human beings have known and reported.
They did not invent it and they were not telling lies about it. And one of course will
find out soon enough for oneself anyway, for you cannot stay here for ever.

The thing is however, is that such levels of existence and understanding is of little use
if this world never comes to know it; for it would then have no effects. And how can
it come to know it then? By showing us yet whilst we live on it of course; that is
how, and that is the why... so that we know whilst here, and use it. When you give
your child a present do you tell it to wait until it is dead before opening it? Is that
logical and rational — let alone effective? Moreover, | have said that one learns many
things, and connected things, so let us then observe this facet of the so called beast
within; for that is also another present for the incarnate being; and potentials, tools, to
be understood and used wisely at all times.

What would be your reaction if a demented individual were to attempt to torture rape
and murder your spouse, lover, or child? Would you sit in passivity and do nothing?
Would you phone for the police and hope that they get there in time: or would you
turn the other cheek maybe? | doubt that anyone would do that, for even the birds do
not do that. You know what you would do; and you would know why you had to do
it. And moreover, the chances are that you would summon up the strength and the
energy to do it... for THE BEAST WITHIN has been awakened and liberated into the
world; reserve energy. Beware the monster within when it awakes, for it is like a
dragon slumbering in a cave breathing fire and passion.

It is the antithesis and anti-part to the shining and glorious white winged stallion from
paradise. Observe all these things well, for a little learning can be a dangerous thing
if not digested and synthesised in comprehension. The spirit or essence of our being
itself is free of extraneous frequency bands, enharmonic wave lengths. It is tuned to
resonance; to the resonance of from whence it came in its primordial cave beyond
space and time. The essence of our being alone cannot exist incarnate in a world of
time and space and changing events in its pristine condition. The spirit has to be
made suitable and ready for leaving home. It has to be armed and armoured. The
spirit cannot walk naked upon the face of the earth, it has to cloth itself with the stuff
of the earth, to become as the earth, to eat and digest the earth, to breath and drink of
the earth... to KNOW the earth, and to understand the earth.
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In the beginning the earth was hostile, for the mind was learning. It was too hot or too
cold, barren, unfriendly, wild, dangerous, like a living monster itself. Man shivered in
caves, in darkness, and in fear. But the spirit is indomitable; it watched, cunningly; it
observed; it learned the nature of causes and effects, actions and reactions; and it
comprehended. It ate from the tree of understanding. It named all things that it may
teach its progeny, that they may know without having to re-learn it all for themselves.
And it observed patterns, and formed number and reason for its own tools of survival.

And in doing these things the world seemed to become less hostile, sunnier, more
temperate; life began to smell good; and comprehension began to knit or weld an
affinity which man never before felt or knew. The outer monster was becoming a
friend by virtue of man’s own thinking, work and efforts. It pays to observe and
think.

And little did he/she realise that one day it would become a lover and dancing partner.
Little did they know, and their imaginations could not foresee that; for they were
products for their time and place. In the meantime, and time was mean at times, their
learning became written upon the inner form itself (the genes), and their progeny took
over from where they left off, and made in the likeness of all past learning, and
without having to think about it; for it was now instinct; written into the genes on the
sands of time and space itself. The incarnate universe was writing and recording
itself. The program was unfolding in form. Our reactions to life write the genome,
the data, which constructs our incarnate form. And this evolves; and the children
inherit the actions and effects of the parents and society. Incarnate learning of the
intangible things also gets written into a system, we have no consensus name for that
depository. Some call it the soul, some call it the sub conscious. But like anything
else it is what it is no matter what you and I call it. But this is a more personal data
than general species data of the physical form.

The past generations had written the music in the genes, and the children now played
the tune. The effort and the learning is never wasted; it goes into subconscious
instinct. Nothing is wasted; nothing exist for nothing. And while this was going on
the soul (data depository) was growing another shell around it, and men came to call it
the subconscious in due course, or the psychic occult inner forces and dynamics of the
form; the hidden memories, hidden reactions; past fears and darkness, panic, survival
tactics; it is all there within you now, for if it is again needed... and the past which
runs to the beginning of time; the big bang itself is written on your soul. | know. If
civilisation collapsed then it would rebuild again; for it is all there, written on the
sands of time and space energy. Paradise has no need of this stuff however — or rather
we, the first emanation of personalised consciousness does not need it.

But the spirit or breath of life itself (not the psyche) runs deeper than all time and all
extension: hence, know thy self; the good, the bad, and the ugly. But if you fear the
revelation of your true nakedness then you will cloth yourself in deceit and lies, and
you will not walk upon the waves of creation; and the water will not become wine,
and the lead will not become gold; and paradise will be unknown to you, and there
will be no wedding of the parts on earth during this lifetime... the reciprocal
convergence in the consummatum incarnate... the union of paradise on earth... the
outer becoming as the inner. Eat all that life has and gives however, and you will
know life, and your self. One could simply say resign yourself to what IS.

135



Our physical body and brain is made of all this energy. | am informed also that when
a particle is brought forth into this universe then there is made at the same instant an
anti-part, a kind of mirror image with reverse polarities. Once again | do not know if
this is true, for it is not my field. | do not see why they should say that with
conviction and uniform agreement if it is not true however. What is learned however,
is that you and | have an anti-part of some kind, and that when our temporal
consciousness melds and unites with this mysterious phenomena then we too
annihilate. But this is not another ‘us’ it is simply another part of our trimorphic
existence — and less tangible; a different kind of ‘stuff’ — the stuff we are based upon.

In the beginning there was one stuff (in essence — that, without which, it could not be)
and when that one part migrates from home, it becomes two more, hence three in all.
When a packet of energy comes into this universe it does so in two parts, and hence a
symmetry is set up. There is the normal everyday personality, there is the pipe line of
data and instructions which operate it and takes in all new learning and writes it (on
the soul or subconscious), and there is the original essence of the being. Three peas in
the pod. When the personality and the soul unite, then the personality annihilates in
that union; and the symmetry of parts is broken, and the energy goes out of the
universe. But the data for the extended levels of creation exists somewhere and some
how and it awaits for the life force to re-enter it if needed again during that lifetime.
Thus, that part of our psyche of emanation is like a pipe with no water running
through it at that time. Or a corps with no life force stuff to animate it. Does your
radio work when disconnected from the power source or supply? But the radio set is
not the program which we hear is it, and it did not create it either.

Annihilation is then followed by the resurrection of the consciousness of that essential
part of the being back into that primordial transcendent reality of pure conscious
cognition itself. Extended creation then could almost be said to be like a cell splitting
into two, and then that of symmetry breaking on returning to its primordial condition.
After a duration of non moving time consciousness is then ‘expelled’ from that
dimension — or original garden of cognitive being (not for being disobedient to
anything) back into an extended field again: re-establishing a symmetry of seemingly
opposites, but still connected parts somehow. And albeit to this world, another
dimension of consciousness; or even some other dimension of extension somewhere
maybe. It may be however, that this universe is the only level of emanation that it can
come into. My guess would be that this is the case; and it is certainly more than big
enough to be sure to house all manner of lowly and advanced life forms. | cannot
even imagine another kind of extended reality in which one could have freedom and
form; time and space. This universe works just fine; and one at a time is enough for
everyone | would have thought. And these events of course would apply to any
conscious life form anywhere. Another aspect which is not my own field is that of
wilful control over psychic energy as some seem to be able to do at times, or maybe to
some small degree at least. | know well enough by my own experiences that the
energy and field forces are there but | have never knowingly had any conscious
control over them; nor have | ever sought to: | do not want it. | have enough
problems with freedom of choice at this point. There are those for example who can
divine water, and which | am told is simple and anyone can do it — but the tap is
nearer as far as | am concerned. Personally | would rather divine the divine harmony
of existence however; (excuse the pun).
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I have however, met a few people myself in this world who have spent much of their
life attempting to access these psychic energies by self control. If this is as they claim
then that would perhaps be the nearest one could prove in empirical and experimental
terms that such inner and surrounding energy fields are accessible by human
conscious will: but reliable demonstrations of real psychic events are rare indeed — it
is not there simply to prove its existence to anyone; no more so than an electron is.
Neither is our transcendent part — it is there to do a job; perform a function.

I would mention however that none of these people (psychics) with whom | have had
direct personal contact have known the inner depth reality of which | relate to them
(gnosis). Yet these are the very people who really listen with a keen ear to what |
have mentioned to them; for they know that there is something deeper than that which
they themselves are experiencing, getting at and using — hence more. However, when
people have these psychic events (and there are many types it seems) one has to ask as
to what is really going on in the system. Is it really all what it seems to be on face
value alone then?

I know well enough that the visions seen during transition (Arkon Image Emanations)
are not what they seem to be on mere perceptual vision alone; for they have
archetypal meaning; they are symbolic. Moreover such events are usually out of the
blue for most people, not induced, (myself included) and not a matter of conscious
will or intention. If | had known that they were coming then | would probably have
tried to avoid them even; unless | knew exactly what was to come - which I did not. |
do not go looking for psychic events personally; let alone mystical ones; been too
busy with other things | guess. Come to think of it | did not even go looking for life
and existence at all; it just happened along without my say so. So we are not actually
studying our own cosmic project and invention are we. | am responsible for my
actions on earth, but I am not responsible for my existence. Moreover, | would never
have created me — and no doubt you for that matter!

On the face of it then it seems to be more a matter of an individuals innate
sensitivities at work in this or that psychic field and potential. But sensitivities (just
like a radio receiver) of all kinds of frequencies and vibration rates can indeed be
worked on by wilful volition; and some even honed up by intention. The question is
can the deeper sensitivities (like occult hidden psychic potentials), be sharpened up by
self intention during one lifetime? Evidence of experience would suggest that it not
only can but is indeed so. Personally I am more interested in people honing their
essential reality (base frequency) as opposed to psychic abilities (priorities and all
that); for that is even more needed on this world at the moment than hidden psychic
powers or bending spoons. Mystics are not interested in psychic phenomenon or
psychic experiences other perhaps than in pure academic terms of interest. | can bend
spoons well enough with my hands thank you — or a bloody great hammer if need be.
Would that I could mould the spirit of being likewise.

Irrespective of control however, when these psychic events do take place then that
particular person instantly realises that there are in fact hidden realities to their nature,
and deeper and profound realities at that. And which is all for the good obviously;
and it also gives them much to think about and contemplate upon. The act of deep
inner contemplation (not just mere thinking) is itself a catalyst for inner movement to
some degree.
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Perhaps these more minor psychic experiences are their own system telling them...
“Come on, you have a brain and a mind; use it, think, look around you, get a move on;
do something; learn and grow” ! Psychic experiences do not happen for nothing or for
no reason; no more so than mystical ones do. No more so than you would simply put
the kettle to boil water and then do nothing with it.

Psychic experiences are far more common in percentage terms than deep mystic
occurrences: evidence seems to suggest that virtually everyone encounters some kind
of psychic event during their lifetime. A small percentage have many, and a smaller
percentage have some kind of regular or permanent ability in these fields. Same too
with local mystic experiences (Extroverted Mysticism) in that they are far more
common than transcendent ones (Introverted Mysticism and gnosis). The mystic
death and resurrection event is far more rare (during a lifetime) than being struck by
lightening twice. Most mystic experiences are local (on earth type) events. Some
mystic experiences are partially transcendent (like a deeper near death experience for
example): and a few mystic experiences are totally transcendent... beyond memory,
space and time - beyond the white light of annihilation itself and into the resurrection
of the paradise event. You will not find very many of them during a lifetime. | know.

However, both local (Extroverted Mysticism) and transcendent (Introverted
Mysticism) mystic experiences are both of essence, or spiritual experiences, (deeper
forces and energies than psychic events in the structure of the vortex of our
emanation). The Consummatum Incarnate event is itself a local mystic experience,
perhaps the ultimate one, who knows. But what if that were to last for years, or a
whole lifetime in fact? Local means something from the inner depths coming out to
the topside temporal consciousness, and often projecting itself on to the backdrop of
the world; whereas transcendent or partially transcendent means the outer
consciousness itself going inwards to another depth of the inner hidden reality — hence
Introverted Mysticism.

There then comes the very ‘odd’ kind of experiences which cannot really be defined
as the standard psychic experiences or potentials and abilities thereof. An example of
this is the very current claim of abductions by space aliens. It is impossible to talk
sensibly about an experience one has never personally had (difficult enough regard to
the ones that we do have at times). But on the face of it these so called ‘abduction’
experiences are neither nice nor are they useful in a beings personal inner growth it
seems. Could they indeed be some kind of negative psychic feed-back owing to
earlier depotentiation of some experience during life? Indeed, they sound a little more
akin to some of the darker psychic experiences known as delirium tremens in drunks
to me, a negative kind of experience; (even though negative experiences exist for a
good reason and function in the psyche). The system (psyche) certainly can throw up
bad experiences, and for its own good reasons and effects.

However, you and | have a psyche. But we do not have a mind, for we are mind.
Likewise other people have a psyche. Our own psyche can project both energy and an
experience out onto the back-drop of objective energy itself at times... out of the body
experience for example. Hallucinations are another example; or communication with
another being in some cases; (although most of this is done inwards, sub-space, not
outwards).
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Now, if we, by volition or not, can project energy outward (inductance or whatever);
then so too can other people. So, when one has one of the very ‘odd’ kind of psychic
experiences, such as ‘possession’ (so called) then how do they know if it is their own
psyche which is doing it (throwing it up and out there)... or somebody else’s psyche
interfering (resonating) with them? Not easy is it! Could people really be partially
‘possessed’ then; or rather interfered with maybe? A kind of telepathy with in-built
video facilities? | guess that in a more subtle and acceptable way even love is a kind
of ‘possession’ when it is directed toward us from another. But this is very different
of course — and acceptable; well, usually anyway.

The question then, and if that is the case, is as to how many of these other kinds of
odd experiences are personal psychic events and how many are projected from
another’s psyche by some kind of electro-magnetic inductance (kind of phenomena)
maybe? Like picking up a television signal by laying a piece of wire close to
somebody’s antenna wire and feeding your own set off of it. A difficult one to be
sure! Never ever having had an experience of that ilk (possession or abduction) then |
am not qualified to say. All | would offer perhaps is that | would have thought that
one would know the difference intuitively as to whether one is being ‘got at’ by
totally objective incarnate life forces in the outer world or not. But | may be wrong -
but so may they be wrong also; very wrong perhaps; for the psyche can do some
amazing tricks of its own. And that | know.

If beings from outer space however did indeed have the technology (and the will) to
arrive here to observe us then they are not only going to be very far in advance of
beings on this earth; but they will have evolved into the inner and deeper
understanding of their own nature of being more so than we on earth have; and they
would also be our cosmic twins from that realm also. Thus they would be very smart
in more ways than one. Coming to observe us would be like us going out for an
evenings entertainment to watch an old black and white comedy movie. Moreover,
they would be smart enough also to know that they must not interfere with other life
forms. As to whether they might ever came to drop a few subtle hints or not would be
a matter of conjecture however. It is true enough that we still molest animals for
gaining knowledge (some even for pleasure), but no advanced culture would dream of
such diabolical activity. It would be abhorrent and repulsive to them; and above all
not needed (but they may have done it in their past). | know well enough that | would
not interfere with life on other planets even if given the chance... other than to watch
and learn of course; drop a subtle hint or two in real times of need maybe - hard to
say; and that is a moral judgement on our part. It is interesting however that such an
‘occurrence’ has come about just as we ourselves have started thinking about space
travel; a coincidence indeed. | know for fact that Archetypes evolve.

The universe is a big place, (to put it mildly) and to assume that there is no life out
there, and probably much like life on this world at that, is a totally unjustified
assumption when one considers the amount of life forms on this world alone.
Naturally a planet must have the right conditions first for life forms of this kind
anyway, which goes without saying; but there must be many of them: and creation is
about life and being after all. This does not mean or imply that where and when life
comes to a planet that it will be at the same time and in close proximity to other such
events. Indeed, other such beings even in this universe may not even be in our time
field at all, (relativity and all that). But then again, who cares whether life exists on
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other planets or not; let us get our own one right. Priorities again. But their world is
not our problem, this one is. But it could well be that we have been observed on
occasions - who knows; who cares - let us give them a good show and show them that
we have got it right; or at least getting it right. Never having met an alien from
another world then I have to remain open minded. | get the strong feeling that I will
not however. And | am certainly not going looking for them; lack of time and all that
you know. Hence, having no experiential knowledge of them myself; and also
finding the reports in so many cases to be a little absurd, shall we say, then | doubt it.
Moreover, if such entities were smart enough to get here then they would also be
smart enough to remain hidden — unobserved. If you had a magic wand and could
time travel back into the days of cave men would you dress in twentieth century
cloths and carry a Ghetto-Blaster around with you? Mind you, the radio signals
would be very weak, for they do not exist here (there) yet.

What is a known fact however is that the psyche can and does at times also project
energy from within itself on to the back-drop and energy fields of the world itself.
The question being as to what forms and potentials can this energy in fact project.
What of the so called visions of ghosts or apparitions? And which is probably the
most common of all psychic experiences. What is really going on in such events, rare
though they be in genuine good quality observations? Could this not be the ultimate
mode of a projected Arkon Image Emanation maybe - even to the point of actually
experiencing the sensation of touch? Things are not always quite what they seem to
be in this world - or the psyche. Experience is real enough however, for we never
have anything else anyway. We only ever know (have gnosis) of anything by way of
experience; and if experience is NOT experience of something; then we can never
ever know anything of anything ‘objectively real” anyway. The question is as to what
it is an experience of and why did it happen. And what happens to an electron even
when we observe it? Psychic interference? We, affecting IT? You and | demodulate
creation — the stuff that is out there and we call objectivity. How much of what we see
and experience of IT is down to us observing it? Do you know? For sure? And also
down to where we are each individually AT in our integration with it.

Genuine psychic experiences indeed have a ‘message’ to convey or a function to
achieve in some way; and | personally know this from hindsight many times over for
myself, for | had many of them for a period of years. The thing is that if our own
psyche can project an energy field or radiation belt which can be ‘read’ or modulated
by another mind, (inductance — or maybe even torsion fields) then so too can other
peoples psyche on us it would seem. So who’s energy field is one dealing with in any
one particular psychic experience then? It is not so much a case of souls or psyches
overlapping as such but more to do with the ‘wave front’ interference’s and
inductance’s of such extended fields it would seem. And what of the phenomenon as
for example of background noise in radio communication; signal to noise ratio?

Matter is a kind of ‘condensed’ energy itself in so far as our external senses detect it
and our minds understand it; but the consciousness, spirit (essence) and soul (psyche)
is made of something less dense; but it is not ‘nothing’, it is also energy of some kind.
That there exists such a thing as psychic energy is plain enough to all those who have
become aware of it by so many different kinds of direct experiences; and albeit not by
choice or intent. | personally became more interested in these outer projections of
energy fields when realising that a few individuals on occasions had been observing
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the vortex of our inner energy and emanation from the ‘outside looking in’ so to
speak. Virtually all my own experiences where either from the inside of this vortex
looking out or disappearing down inside it altogether (transcendence). | have met a
few however, who claimed to have existed in another field adjacent to this inner core
it seemed, and eventually found an obstacle which they could not penetrate, and yet
they knew well enough that it was there and something to do with themselves in some
way. Their consciousness, it began to seem to me, was actually existing in what | had
always called the ‘survival kit” of the soul field; and they were looking inwards to the
central core itself it seems. If this were the case then there obviously existed some
kind of barrier field or *skin’ between the two aspects of the incarnate soul vortex as
there were known to be (by myself) between the actual spirit and the soul proper (and
which separate during annihilation); but which could also mediate consciousness. It
was of course at that point of hearing what they had to say, that | had to modify my
own existing model and understanding of these inner fields and forces as it was at that
time developing. Previously I had the understanding of only one vortex of emanation
(like an inter-dimensional cone or ice cream cornet type structure in analogy and with
a pipe line down its centre). But these people were ‘out there” on the outside of this
thing looking in. Weird! It makes one think and ask questions to be sure.

So where the devil were they then; and what field was their consciousness existing in
at that precise moment? Were they actually existing in our other-part emanation
maybe, or were they ‘creating’ an extended field which conscious could also flip into?
Mysterious! It became obvious to me then that one had to place another ice cream
cornet (vortex) outside of the one which | knew: and their consciousness was then
existing in the space and fields which existed in between these two inner vortices (one
vortex inside the other). And this fitted in perfectly well, not only with what | knew
from direct experience myself, but also with the conceptual model | had been
constructing in my understanding of these things. And to say nothing of having to
take so many accounts into consideration — thousands of them.

So, many people who were telling me identical things were not conspiring for they
did not even know each other, and they could not have read it in a book even — for it
ain’t there in books. For these were not your common psychic events; but rare ones.
But neither were they spiritual (essential) phenomena in the strict terms of my own
definitions due to experience of those levels. Think then of two pockets which our
consciousness can ‘jump into’ - the inner vortex itself (the root of which goes down to
the level of the annihilation event) and the incarnate survival kit field which existed
(at least around the top end of it) like a glove around a hand or an insulating layer
around a live electric wire. In what energy field does the so called ‘out of the body
experience’ really take place in then?

It is certainly not associated with the inner core and mystical experience. Moreover,
out of body ‘trips’ always return to the inner structural system like the return of a ball
on an elastic retainer; they do not stay out there or go to paradise that way. OBE’s as
they call them are very common indeed, but they do not reveal the secrets of life. In
the ‘dome’ of the white light prior to annihilation one encounters a trinity of our
being: three parts of a unified structure all meet up down at that level; a bit like three
trunk roads all meeting up and merging into one road, (a good analogy really). Hence
a trimorphic entity of selfhood, but all meeting up at one junction.
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At that level consciousness can and does flip between three modes of existence — the
circumincession of the trinity; and that I know by experience. Christianity knew
about this a long time ago too; but | never met a Christian that had even heard about
the phenomenon, let alone knew what was happening therein. So, it seems that most
of them do not even read their own stuff en. Consciousness can flip from any one of
these three fields to the other then, quite readily at that level, but it cannot be in two
parts at the same instant. The insulation is different down there. It is much like an
electric charge cannot exist on both plates of a capacitor at the same time. You
cannot be cognitive in two fields at the same time. (I would dread to think of the
experiential consequences if it did happen: | think one truly would go mad). Early
Western religion had a word for this occurrence, as | say, it is the ‘Circumincession of
the Trinity’. Somebody knew about this then ages ago. It becomes more interesting
all the time does it not. Like a detective story unfolding itself - much like the universe
is doing.

I have known this Circumincession of consciousness myself directly; and many long
years before | ever came to find literature appertaining to it by the way. So what is
going on then, and what is consciousness flipping into and out of at such times? And
what exactly IS consciousness ‘independent’ of these three intrinsic fields in which it
becomes directly aware or modulated into cognition? Personally | do not think that
consciousness exists independently of the fields within which it can be made
conscious. | imagine it to be something like the lightening strike in a thunder cloud.
It is the cloud of energy itself which is the medium for consciousness it seems to me:
and remember that consciousness can be switched off also - perhaps when the energy
of that clouds ‘charge’ and conductive potential has drained; been used up. This is
why it seems to be impossible to know what we are made of in absolute terms. For the
only way we can know it is via consciousness, but when consciousness is not there —
then nothing can be known of anything. Moreover, we are ‘flung’ out of paradise.
What causes this? A catalytic reaction — juts like after a certain time (and effects) a
current jumps from one plate to another plate in a capacitor. Moreover, what about
electrons jumping to a different level within an atom — or even out of it?

As | said before, we have to create words for things and forces which are known to
exist; otherwise we could not think and communicate in this world. Thus it is that the
word spirit is as good a word as any another word for that essential and vital part of
our self which exist at the central core or energy cloud of our deepest inner being,
(like circles within circles) and in the absolute primordial mode at the very base of
this vortex of its own emanation - in the paradise of the eternal and transcendent
modality of mind; the ground of its being.

It does not matter as to what we call anything, providing we all use the same language
in order to understand each other, and the same meaning for each word. A good
analogy of a tripartite phenomenon of conscious existence is in that of water being
able to exists in three modes; solid, liquid and gas. We do not enter into paradise
from annihilation like walking or floating through a door. It is just like that lightening
strike going out in one cloud of energy and then being “‘induced’ into the neighbouring
cloud of energy (Paradise in this case). It is a damned good analogy in fact.
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Consciousness is the awareness of the energy cloud that it ‘lights up’ it seems to me.
When leaving paradise one does not suddenly take a left or right turn in ones orbit and
then go out through a side door like a billiard ball going into a pocket and out of the
‘universe’ of the table. No, one just stops being there, instantaneously; just as going
into it was. There is no journey back to this world. It is as though the return is simply
this outer emanation of the cloud (incarnate mind) is suddenly illuminated again by
that ‘spark’ of essential nous. One must remember however that whilst existing on
earth during a lifetime that the outer ‘cloud’ is still there waiting to be lit up again: but
at death the outer cloud of organised energy (body and brain) extinguishes, and thus a
new one has to made for the reincarnation of that spark of nous. And a new one will
carry no memories of past experience, for it has none. Hence Cosmic Amnesia. Other
than what is then placed into instinct (data — the soul) due to past life experience; but
no memory of it at all, but simply sub conscious moral and instinctive data records.

Also, this returning from paradise is nothing like waking up from a sleep. And yet
consciousness returning from that paradise event is just like you had never ever been
away at all - wide awake, with it, alert. Indeed, it was a damned good thing that near
on three hours had elapsed of temporal time or | would never have accepted that it
really happened at all — I think anyway. Our existential reality then becomes that part
of our own trinity of energy fields which consciousness is existing in at that moment;
and it flips from one field to the other somehow; but it cannot be in any two at any
one moment. It is like a charge not being able to exists on both plates of a capacitor
(or condenser) at the same instant, as | said - it jumps from one to the other.

The field which surrounds our innermost core of self not only emanates the physical
body itself (from the ‘stuff’ of the outside universe itself) but it also brings forth the
field or channel of the inner Arkons, (archetypal image emanations of communication
from one part of the mind to another; or from the soul to the conscious mind). But the
incarnate survival kit images and psychic events which encompasses all past
collective species memories, past events of the incarnate mind, potentials,
communicative powers, and self projection potentials in times of need or stress, arise
from less deep aspects of our being - the Soul cloud NOT the Spirit itself.

Probably all this data is recorded in the genetic coding anyway. So do not extract bits
from the genome eh, just in case. You might zap eternity he says smiling. But energy
transfer is what it is experienced to be, and once again even science in everyday life
not only substantiates this but we use it in common daily affairs. Throw a switch and
you are transforming energy into another mode. Everything which exists anywhere is
energy in one mode or another; even the mind and consciousness, even paradise and
whatever brought it forth. There is nothing which is not energy of some kind.

Transition itself (the journey between Time and Eternity) is like the old story of the
Ferryman across the river Styx; with the exception that the symbol leads one to
believe of an objective person instead of another part of our self with which each part
can have communication with the other. These ancient mystics seemed to know all
this well enough - but they certainly seemed to have had problems in relating it, or
their latter scribes did: certainly more so than we do today.
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Their symbols and language about these things however are not suitable for today’s
language and comprehension. In fact they cause a lot of problems — more problems
than any good they do for anyone it seems to me. What is the point of a symbol or a
myth if it does not ring some kind of inner bell of recognition and affirmation? No
good at all.

I quite liked the well documented and recent story of the woman who was lost in a
‘white-out” (blinding thick snow drifts) during a mountain climb. She survived
conditions which the human body does not usually survive. Apart from well below
zero temperature and surviving, (I think it was two nights), she had no food or shelter.
She knew that she had to walk to a place which offered more chance of being found.
During this walking she encountered ‘road blocks’, barriers, in her path. These road
blocks were not real, they were visions which looked solid. But when she tried to
touch them she realised that they were not really there at all. She had the sense
however to realise that something was trying to guide her path (knowledge without
the knowing or understanding of how or why). She put these visions down to an
objective entity which she called a ‘Guardian Angel’. (by virtue of brain washing; just
like the Ferry-Man myth, and which many people do just that; by virtue of their
mental conditioning and conventional thinking). Well, it certainly worked however,
for she lived to tell the story when in fact she should most certainly not have done
according to accepted physics and psychology.

‘Guardian Angeles’ have been well documented and spoken of since the year dot in
human terms on earth. The consensus belief however is that they are some kind of
objective ‘Christian type god-creature’ or its ‘subordinate’ out there in physical space
and time. Not so. Before they make assumptions as to what these things really are
then it would be better to come to learn a little more about the deeper nature of
oneself and our various connected inner parts and the very mysterious fields of inner
energy. Not only can these fields of energy be directly known and experienced by
being IN them; but it would seem that some, albeit a very few, do have some kind of
potential to tap into these energy fields at times by their own effort and will. An
interesting point in this case is the ‘road barrier’ - for that is a modern day implement.
Cave men did not see road barriers did they; hence archetypes are still being formed
within the psyche; ones that you and | will understand today in a modern world.
Hence the Soul evolves. As the human incarnate mind evolves and we become
conscious of more things and more connections of things, then so too do the psychic
experiences evolve, in order that the topside mind can understand their meaning in
some way. But our essential nature (or spirit) does not evolve. It is what it is, and
always so.

Such inner forces are doing their own respective tasks all the time whether we are
conscious of them or not; and when they convey a message then it must then be
understandable to the thinking rational mind whilst the thinking mind is still existing
in the outer temporal mode of being (the world). The deeper one goes into the soul
then the less symbolic (archetypal) communication there becomes. The ground of
being itself has no meaning; it is the thing meant. Hence it is not a symbolic construct
but the thing itself — it points to nothing else at all — other than No Created Thing.
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However, it is the becoming conscious of these events which is the mind-blowing
event initially. Indeed, if you took the time to think of it then | am sure that you
would realise just how miraculous it is that we become aware of anything at all even.
Consciousness and Cosmic awareness is the greatest accessible miracle in creation —
and yet taken for granted. Comprehension is about on the same par, or even a notch
up maybe. Consciousness is a miracle. Try creating the stuff and making it work,
laugh and cry. Personal consciousness is the miracle of all miracles; and irrespective
of where it is existing. A miracle simply means something that happens, and has an
explanation and answers, but | do not know them or understand them. It means no
more than that when | use it. It does not mean super-natural it means natural and
rather super — deeply mysterious, and oh so clever.

If you bombard germs and bacteria in dark water (for the light protects them) with
electromagnetic waves of a certain frequency band then their shields go down and you
can zap them... without using chemicals in the water. One could go on like this for a
whole book. Hundreds of books even. | will not even mention such things as the
power of sound — but there is so much to learn in just that alone. Moreover one could
write a hundred books (given the time and the interest) on human spiritual and
psychic events recorded from the year dot right up to today. And it will go on going
on, for it is what we are and how we function. But this ‘Guardian Angel’ bit however
is one facet of our own trinity of being. Heaven only knows how it works, for |
certainly do not (see if you can find out). All | know is that it is there and that it
functions for what it is designed to function for; and for its duration. | guess one
could liken it to a computer back-up system — or even an application wizard. One can
call it the sub-conscious: (below normal daily consciousness) but one becomes
conscious of being IN IT (when in it); and our consciousness can indeed actually
exist IN IT, and while observing our other parts to boot, by way of this
circumincession of the trinity of our being event.

But like so much else regard these things they can only be proved to us by life itself -
by them happening. They cannot be proved in a clinical tool shed, for the psyche only
operates when it HAS to operate; and it does not operate simply for fun and games in
the tool shed to prove its own existence for scientific endeavour or mere curiosity
value. And can science prove that you enjoyed your last meal? Does it have to be
proved? Do you not know it without it having to be proved? The knowing IS the
proving.

Can science prove that you are conscious? Is it not its own proof; axiomatic? Indeed,
the psyche may indeed play ‘games’ at times (there is psychic humour but I am not
going into that one here either), but the ‘games’ are of its own reasons and time, and
even then for a reason and purpose to do with this outer life: |1 have had a few, and
that I know. To assert while in ignorance that these things do not happen is much like
saying that music does not exist in the grooves of an old record when there is no
access to obtaining that music from it. You cannot prove it until you put the record on
the correct equipment and then listen to it. You cannot prove it without ‘doing it’.
But life proves it with no problem at all — well, unless human beings make a problem
of it; and depotentiate the very experiences which exist in order to make them grow
and become more aware.
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Regard these things you cannot prove it until IT ITSELF proves it to you by
revelation. It is like paradise - it can be received but not stolen; understood but not
rationalised; loved, yet not explained as to why or how. It is like the ineffable itself -
knowable yet not definable. Hence the saying ‘Life’s secret teachings’. They are
taught only on the inside of our being as indeed any experience is - even self
existence. Prove that the man or woman standing next to you is a living being with
consciousness and sensitivities. You cannot; for only THEY know it to be true: you
and | know it only by implication of what we ourselves are like. Their consciousness,
and how they experience BEING, is their secret shared only with the divine implicate
order of being and their self; tis the way things are; and they are mysterious, hence
mysticism. It is the same for every living entity in existence, and yet unique to them
all. Every object in the universe also has its own space and time, but at root they all
share the same dimension and time - or no moving time in this case.

One could of course belong to the belief system which is the extreme right wing of
Idealism called Solipsism in which they say ‘Only MY mind exists’ ! Idealism is the
belief that only mind itself exists and that all else is some kind of projected illusion of
a mind. But a universe (energy) of some kind is out there right enough, and probably
much like we do in fact come to experience it by way of the senses; although not
obviously exactly AS we experience it by the five outer senses. There IS however,
something out there with which the human mind or psyche interacts like a wave front
of two energies interacting: and at that wave front creation as we experience it is
‘created’. The physical universe as we experience it in our daily lives would not exist
(that way) if we did not exist. So what is it that is really ‘out there’ and truly
objective then ? Do you know? For sure? And beyond your experience of it?

It cannot be known (by experience), for knowing is from the inside. It may well be
deduced however. And you and | do not create the power of deduction and inference
do we; for they too are natural facets of the mind. You and | do not create anything,
we simply manipulate the forces which exist. Creation is producing them in the first
place. All we do is put this bit here or that bit there; or heat it up a bit or cool it down
a bit, and so on and so forth. But that is not creation in the sense of issuing the stuff
forth. And even though our own ‘creations’ and inventions (manipulation of the stuff)
is rather ingenious at times — cloths pegs work well do they not. So too do atom
bombs. Here is creation (stuff) my love — do with it what you will !

You and | do not put the physical universe out there then, but we do ‘modulate’ the
energies which ARE out there and objective to us, by interacting with them. And in
such a way that the interaction of such wave fronts manifests a tree or a mountain in
the way in which we DO actually experience them. The colour IS created in our mind
- but the cause of the colour effect in mind is objective. The sound IS created in our
mind: so too with the smell and the touch and the taste; but they are a result of the
effects of the interaction between the observer and the observed; and the more we
interact and grow then the more we can come to both understand, and see, and
communicate, with it. Some folk we call colour blind — they see it different according
to what they are. And indeed we become mini creators ourselves. But we do not
create the energy which exists, we simply modulate it and make use of it. We model
things but we do not create the stuff with which we model them.
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There does not exist a band of coloured music made of light floating around out there
in the universe of space and time; yet still we can come to see it and exist within it...
by deeper forces within. So how did these inner fields and sub-space come about.
And what is really out there in the objective world and physical universe which is
absolutely objective to us - and yet which our physical body is a part of and made of?

Whatever is it? Creation itself of course is not dualistic in the absolute sense, there is
only one creation; and which means the construction of everything which exists
naturally. But creation itself is not only created in a dualistic mode of the ‘I and
Thou’ (observer and the observed), but even more so in a triplicity mode; a trinity
itself. This trinity is not the first cause it is us and all creation itself. However,
consciousness can exist in three fields, dimensions, and consequently know them; and
that is a fact of human existence and human conscious experience. Ipso Facto.

(1) Formative Consciousness: (this world of time and space). (2) Transitive
Consciousness: (the journey home to our root of mind - soul space and time). (3)
Essential Consciousness: or Paradise Consciousness - gnosis: (of essences beyond
moving time - a permanent now beyond differentiation and change).

These fields, are a fact of direct experience and gnosis. It is also very strange indeed
that there is no known ‘return trip’, as | have said, from that paradise consciousness.
(No known journey back that is). This of course could simply be that consciousness
is switched off during that return trip back up the vortex of the psyche; for there is
nothing to learn on the way out. But somehow in creation there is a ‘circular’
movement of some kind and some how. From the womb of eternity to extended
incarnate creation - home via the soul cloud for preparation, and then returning to the
womb of eternity again - like the extended nature of the implicate order being sucked
back into the implicate order again; like creation breathing in and breathing out.
Paradise is a bit like existence holding its breath! And all this work, energy and
process, is not brought forth just to happen once.

It certainly seems to me from hindsight of all these things that the objective physical
universe is some kind of ‘conscious life sacrifice’ (or personal consciousness sacrifice
anyway) for us to exist within. And that our own mind and existence is some kind of
‘worm-hole’ through all reality itself. Quite a thought to be sure. Matter goes into a
black hole. We (mind) go into a white hole. Very strange: very strange indeed; and
very interesting.

Some religionists talk about their creator as though they knew all about it and what it
wanted. The less they know then the more they believe that they know it seems to
me. Ignorance may be bliss after all it seems. But ignorance can also be extremely
intransigent and dead scared of learning. Nothing quite like a good adventure into the
unknown is there; for life could get boring and mundane otherwise. But first they
should come to learn a little about their self and the true nature of reality as it really is
known by direct experience; and perhaps then build their temple a little closer to
home... in the mind itself. For that IS the temple of the amazing implicate order of
things. These things of BEING will never be known and experienced by bricks and
mortar; but only in the mind soul and spirit itself.

147



Never mind the churches and the synagogues. Never mind the books and the icons.
Never mind the actresses and the bishops. The only way in which you will
communicate with it is with your mind; soul and spirit, inwards. And you carry that
with you wherever you go — it is not possible to lose it. And it is not screwed on — for
YOU are it. You can no more become isolated from the Essential Order of Being
than you can from your self... even in Limbo - and even though you do not know it in
Limbo. But I do know it now - from hindsight of being there. Think about these
things on quiet occasions. An idiot like me could not invent all this stuff you know —
I have enough trouble pulling my socks on at times. Also contemplate upon them
while relaxed and alone; for thinking and contemplation is good for the mind soul and
spirit. It is also good for your own inner movement and evolution. But thinking is
hard work is it not. But do not let others do it for you... not regard these things
anyway; for this or that person may be very foolish and totally ignorant of these
things. Or they may be clever, but with vested interests of their own at stake.

Close your inner eyes and antenna and you will remain blind and then led by others
who are also blind; and they will lead you into roads which lead nowhere except their
own pocket. Do not dance to another’s tune, but become the singer of the song of life
yourself. Think then, of the structure and emanation of the sum of your being. It is
like an inverted pyramid, like a vortex of energy going back beyond time; narrow at
the bottom with its beginning in paradise; and wide at the top with its feet on the
earth. As the universe expands so too does the comprehension of the incarnate mind.
For the incarnate mind is half way between the point of no duration and the extended
sum of the multiplicity in time and outer space. But all that which is now done and
past is within you now; you are made of it. We can each let out of ourselves the
productive or the destructive elements; and that we can choose to do: that is our
freedom of choice. The greatest gift in creation is freedom from home, and the power
of intention. But we have to be its master, not it ours.

The sun and moon is outward; and paradise is inwards. In space co-ordinates the sun
is about ninety million earth miles away and the moon but twenty four thousand. In
time co-ordinates the sun is eight minutes ago and the moon but a quarter of a minute
ago. How long ago is the end of your nose? How long ago is the dead centre of
consciousness; and the eternal now? Yes indeed, how far then and how long ago is
paradise? You are closer to it than anything else in creation; and yet you do not come
to see it do you — for you are residing there NOW, and always (well a bit of you is
anyway — and it behoves you to find it in due course). For you are looking out
beyond the sun and the stars; beyond yourself. For the deepest mystery of all time
and all space... seek within... know thy self !

Listen to the genuine mystics for they offer you a thread, like a torchlight in the dark,
that you may seek within yourself and find that jewel in the crown at the dead centre
of that mystic cave for your self. And in that mystic death and resurrection is then
revealed eternal life and the divine implicate order of being. These things are not
objective to you, you are connected to them... you ARE them. The only monster is
within your self, a part of your incarnate survival kit. A part of the incarnate soul
field itself, (not the spirit). The soul field is in two parts. One part is for the personal
record only in some mysterious way; while the other part is for the memory and
energy of group survival on earth, the monster within IS the incarnate survival Kit;
and it is needed and has to be this way for the nature of reality to be this way. But that
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part is indeed a Pandora’s box of magic tricks and potentials. It is not for playing with
or messing with. I know people who have, and | know some who have gone nuts and
killed themselves. They did not like what they found and meddled with. Never do it.

On the day of ‘judgement’ (the dimension of discrimination and separation of the
parts) there will be two in the field (annihilation field); one will be taken and one will
remain. In the dimension of the soul (during transition) there will be two in that field
(the Arkon Field of the psyche). One will be taken (and which includes the
personality and the survival kit - the so called monster), in the act of annihilation in
the white light of the trinity; and in the act of the discrimination of the parts (the
separation of the parts). And then one will remain... the absolute pure essential vital
part which came from paradise only; and back into paradise itself... spirit unto spirit...
the modulated becomes demodulated back into its own inner eternal resonance. Like
snow falling upon snow. It is much like the demodulation of a radio wave but the
other way around; for the ‘writing’ is wiped off the carrier wave. The writing is
wiped off the wall; and that is the last act of purgation itself - annihilation; having all
things taken from you except that which you are in essence, in paradise, at home...
your real enduring self.

The carrier wave of being is the pure unmodulated essential spirit of our being. The
outer emanations are dissolved into thin air when the insubstantial pageant has faded,
leaving not a rack behind... except the pure and unadulterated spirit of being; the child
of creation... home from its wanderings in the mansions and aeons of space and time.
Just as the mystic learns to wed his or her consciousness to the inner soul dimension
and spirit then so too is it possible for others to wed their consciousness to the
survival-kit department of the soul field... to some degree at least. But I tell you in all
truth, that the outer soul is one to have its doors closed unless opened either in an
emergency in times of need; or unless knowing what you are doing and why and how.
And at such time it is instinctual and subconscious that such door opens and the forces
are let loose in the world. But open this pocket (Pandora’s Box) of your own accord,
and for your own petty reasons, and you reap the reward of things you do not know,
understand, or need to know. Moreover, the psyche does not go all the way home; so
all one would eventually find, at root, in the psyche — is death. But those that stay on
the path will never know death — only life. It is so easy you see, and as crystal clear
as daylight from hindsight and knowing it.

These forces and energies can be used for good also, and when naturally used: but
first you must know how to use them. And this is what the ancients referred to as
good and dark forces, or magic even. But in contrast to this the innermost dimension
of the soul has its own kinds of powers and forces; powers and forces which are
emanations directly in conductance with the central core (the spirit itself). These are
not things of good and evil, they are things and forces of eternity and time. They are
both necessary, and they both function every day, every moment of your life... and
even whilst sleeping. They do not only work when you are conscious of them.
Indeed, all your thoughts, feelings, learning of the day, fears, hopes, and aspirations,
are all taken into these fields, churned over, digested and synthesised... and then... and
then, they write the results upon the blank pages of the genome for future generations
to replay your vibes if need be.
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And why indeed do we need to sleep during life? It is not done that way for just one
reason alone; for everything which naturally exists performs many functions. Do you
know all the functions for which sleep exists? | certainly do not. The only one that
concerns me is the bit that obliterates consciousness for a while and lets one forget the
lot of it for a few hours. And then when awake again — Wham ! The energy is back
again and firing on all cylinders. As for the rest of what goes on when asleep — well it
does not need me to take care of it — it is all done for me; and | feel sure it can cope
with it all better than | could. What about you?

These inner dimensions cannot be tapped and drawn upon too readily as some would
have you believe. Some have learned a little of them however, and even some degree
of minor control of simple aspects of that power. But most simply experience events
at times; events that migrate up into consciousness for a specific effect upon the
conscious temporal mind and the personality. Observe and learn these things when
they occur, for there will come a time incarnate when such forces will become more
accessible throughout evolution; and by then we will have become a little wiser in the
use of such inner power; for power without the wisdom to use it right is the recipe for
destruction and chaos. And that should be self evident by now — look around you in
this world. So, be careful of your dreams and aspirations, your fears and your ideals...
for your children will eat of them. Such is the power of creation; such is the gift; and
such is the way of things. ‘Here is creation and the energy my love, and here is life...
make of it what you will: form your own gift; but create it in the likeness and the
wisdom of your eternal spirit and in the judgement of your soul... and let us create
man in our image’. That is why we have it — Ipso Facto.

There is no such thing as objective forces of good and evil, or nice and nasty other
than that they exist in all living beings also. All such things are but cosmological
necessities of the act of our being; they are needed in the system. Mankind has now
attained to knowledge and power over the atom. It is high time also that he attained to
a greater knowledge and power over his sub conscious and the miraculous gift of
freedom of choice in his and her actions on earth, and to give equilibrium to the
earthly powers.

Intelligence without innate wisdom is not only alienated from self; but destructive
power if used in ignorance. But time is made for mind not mind for time; and mind is
made for cognition... KNOWING. Mind can and does bring order from chaos. The
mind is not simply in this universe to know it but also to fulfil it. There comes the
time of the inner Sirens call from the deep; and if we care to listen, then one magic
day it will drag you down to the rocks, the very foundation of the deepest depths;
home from whence you came... be there when it calls; and then you will affirm - *“ Ah,
oh yes, now | see, now | understand... and now | ACT.” Fear not the darkness; for in
ignorance we grow, learn and come to understand. Creation is so clever. We come
for a purpose, and we fulfil that purpose. Ab uno disce omnes. Ad majorem Deli
gloriam.

Despite all things that come our way in life we can still dream of our ideals. Never let
the rain of transient misfortune wash those dreams away from you. Never let fear
erode those higher values. And just think, if there were no value or purpose in life (as
some seem to think), then you have even gone one better than the life force itself: and
it might just learn from you.
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Think on this: Nothing will happen if you do not make it happen: but once you have
done something then it cannot be undone by time or anyone else; and you must make
that conscious choice each day; and thence live with the results; as must all others
also live with your deeds on earth. Let the beings in paradise rest in divine peace; but
the earth is for us; and movement, action, and becoming. Let us create incarnate man
in the image and quality of our primordial consciousness at root. We think; therefore
we CAN bring order out of chaos; and we will I For harmonious order is good. So be
it.  The world and universe around us is beautiful beyond measure, and it is our
responsibility and duty to creation itself for us to emulate that beauty within
ourselves, and to give out from within us only that measure which is befitting to it.
As you would do for your child then do also for the world itself. There is no reward
for this task, this duty, other than the reward of the effects which come from those
actions, those dreams and ideals. That is unconditional love; and there is nothing
greater to which you and | could ever aspire to achieve. Live your life as though you
were only here once, one shot at it, and make it a worthwhile one. Failure to achieve
anything is not a problem, (I have achieved nothing — except five bright healthy happy
kids — and most of that was not my doing) but failure to even try is not in accord with
the spirit of man and the essence of life.

But | know what drives us, and the spirit of man is indomitable; and we will
eventually die trying. Success or failure is irrelevant, all that matters is that one tries;
and one uses all the powers and potentials which we have access to at that time.
Trying to achieve what is known to be achievable is the stuff of men; but trying to
achieve the impossible, yet desirable, is the stuff of the divine implicate order of
being; and is the cosmological project of transcendence itself. Give it your best shot,
for nothing else is worth living and dying for — indeed, existing for. Real love and
passion is not for retaining within you, it is for giving away. Love is not yours, you
simply mediate the stuff from one location to another, and in so doing it is shared by
all. Psychics can occasionally use psychic energy, but every human being can share
love; and that is infinitely more important than anything else in our short lives here;
and infinitely more mysterious. Ipso Facto; and QED. And yes, | am dogmatic about
what | know to be right. So too will you be.

I often encounter people who tell me that they detest religions and churchianity. So |
ask them why. The first thing they mention is that it is not only all idiotic crap but
also that they detest dogmatism. So | ask them as to what is wrong with dogmatism. |
tell them that | love dogmatism and that | am dogmatic about things which | know to
be so. And I tell them that they too should be dogmatic about things which they know
to be so. So I tell them that they do not really exist at all and that they are not a
conscious life form. And they say, oh yes | am. So | ask them to prove it; and there is
a silence followed by... | just am! So | say, ok, fine, be dogmatic about it then; no
problem. Have a nice day chum. Oh yes, | sometimes mention that I am not too
struck on religions either, but not because of dogmatism. And best leave it at that in
most cases.

Moreover, it is well to keep in mind that there is nothing in existence more dogmatic
than life and the nature of reality itself. One can argue with it in our mind, but it sure
does not change things - only us. And we have to smile eh. | guess one could cry, but
what the hell, tis better and more fun to laugh and go with the flow.
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| found that swimming with the tide is far easier than swimming against it. Not only
that but you get further too. Do you want to go on further? Ask yourself, think about
it, make your mind up. One could well say... pull yourself together, for it then shines
brighter. Ah, | seem to recall some wispy strung out things in paradise that had not
pulled themselves together and did not shine like a diamond. Maybe it was just a
coincidence eh. Maybe not. What a wonderful saying that is — Pull yourself together
—and how fitting it is.

When existing in the transcendent realm then you only comprise one part; and that is
all that is needed there. On earth we are comprised of three parts, and they are all
needed here to get the job done. So, as they say, pull yourself together and use all
three parts. You cannot function at your best if some of the tools are not being used.
The parts do of course work whether you are aware of them or not — but they work
even better and quicker when you are aware of them and on their side; and that is
what becoming is all about — using all of that which is there to be used.

Regards to all these forces and energies, and all this psychic energy too — and the
power and energy of the body itself — we have this thing which we call ‘well being’;
meaning, as far as we know, we feel good, fit, and well enough to cope with the day
and all the menial tasks (which are not menial really - even the washing up and
cleaning the loo has to be done). And we even look forward to it and enjoy doing it.
Many of us sing or whistle whilst we work — and that is a good healthy indication of
well-being. But to feel good each day, when so much could in fact go wrong with our
system, seems to be nothing short of a bloody miracle itself. How the hell does it all
work for so long and in reasonably good condition — and even though we all abuse it
much of the time? Do you know? | do not; nor do I really understand a jot of it.

On recollection I was indeed ill once. It was during the war when | was five years of
age. There was no national health service in those days, and if one could not afford a
doctor or hospital treatment — well, one just died. It started with measles and
developed into bronchitis and double pneumonia. | can remember laying in a bed
chair in the kitchen around a small hearth. There was some red sacking over the light
bulb to shield my eyes from the light. Personally | do not ever remember feeling
rotten, although | was probably unconscious for much of the time. But when awake |
seem to recall feeling not too bad. Anyway, some doctor came to hear of this and he
started coming around to our house three times a day; and I guess doing whatever he
could do for the best as he saw it and understood it, and with no charge (there are such
people to be found you know). He told my mother that if I lived then | would
probably never be ill again. He was right; I obviously did live (unless all the last sixty
years has been an illusion). | wonder if that guy was from paradise! And in all that
time | have never been ill; never had a headache (I do not know what they are like);
never been fed up, never run out of energy, and | have had one amazing and
interesting life — and a few way out adventures too — and all free of charge! Now,
there is luck for you eh. Well-Being seems to be as natural as the day — | guess
unless we let other things interfere with it and upset the inner balance. Most
mysterious eh. Such is life. Don’t let beliefs spoil it for you, and others.

* * *
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Chapter 11

Essences

It is often said, and in many cases believed it seems, that everything in time changes.
Or to put the other way around ‘time changes everything’. But it is not true. If
everything changed in time then there would be nothing to recognise change
(temporal conscious existence recognises change — essential consciousness does not)
and no underlying structure to change it. And if there were nothing to recognise time
then the concept would not even exist. It would certainly seem to be the case
however that every physical thing or object changes in time, or changes in due course.
However, gravity seems to be consistent: the quantum dimension of physics seems to
be constant: electromagnetism seems to be consistent; and one could go on. There are
also other less tangible things which exist throughout time which time and change
does not effect. Love is no different today than it was ten thousand years ago or at the
dawn of human existence on earth. Beauty does not change. The truth of
mathematics does not change. Truth itself does not change. But these things are even
much different from those of gravity and electromagnetism in that they are totally
intangible. And this is only in this dimension of existence — where change does exist.

Many have attempted to define and simplify such things as wisdom, love, beauty and
truth: these are things known as essences or mysterious qualities. And yet we never
really know what an essence is independent of that eternal quality we find in
something itself. Both art and music are good examples. You cannot see an essence,
you can only feel it. And yet feeling is not an outward sense detector and therefore
the existing paradigm or at least many people do not accept it as true: for only things
known by way of the five outer senses are true by many people in today’s world. All
mystics have at least one thing in common — sensitivity to a high degree. The degree
to which a human being can feel joy and pain is a direct correlation to which they can
pick up subtle cosmic vibes and the essences of being. So we get rid of all that
emotional and essential phenomena. Do so and you will die whilst still alive - and not
the mystic type of death but the existential one: into spiritual bankruptcy.

Life as we experience it on earth is more about feeling it than it is about seeing it,
touching it, hearing it, smelling it, or tasting it. Feeling it is also more about knowing
it than seeing it is. Thus it is, that even in a physical and changing world and
universe, that the most important things in our lives are the evergreen intangible
essences themselves. The outer senses alone are but periscopes above the waves... but
what are they attached to under the surface of time and space? When you grow old
you will begin to live in a world of the past - your own world of past experience. You
will begin to feed off your own memories of this lifetime. At such time it is important
to have many good memories, and not too much regret and remorse thrown in.
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It is a very strange thing indeed that in memory one can somehow come to feel it all
over again... the essential quality of the events and relationships of your past life.
Even more strange is that the inner re-living of such past events in memory can
reproduce old sensations such as smell. But that is not all they can reproduce. One
often hears the young say such things as ‘The poor old sod has nothing left but
memories, and they live in the past’. My first reply to such blatant ignorance would
be that one hopes that the young will have a past worth remembering when they are
old. My second reply would be to say do not feel sorry for them for they are having a
whale of time living in the past — and on the occasions which they do, which is
nothing like all the time. They are not of course ‘living’ in the past they are re-living
it in memory and essential quality only. But those memories also have the power (or
rather the mind and psyche does) of re-emanating those known essences: for essences
transcend the time and space of the temporal mind; and they are ALWAYS THE
SAME and have the same effect and feeling: they never change. They always
produce the same inner depth feeling. That is one definition of an essential quality, or
an essence. They are detectable, axiomatic, effective, irrefutable, yet indefinable.

The next miracle associated with this is that the essential quality and nature of past
experiences can be felt even more when the event is not actually happening in
extended reality. This is very weird and strange: but true. There are many things
which we like and enjoy which are happening at the time of course (hopefully): but
such things become even more alive and potent in essential quality in mind than they
were when the actual event itself was happening (for the mind is focused on this
only). The ground of being itself is just like that; except that you cannot even
remember a past life at all whilst in it, the essences alone remain, and operating at
ultimate — full volume — for the lack of a better word.

What is an essence then? 1 am not sure in absolute terms, other than that it is the
thing, the quality, without which that thing could not be. Like love and beauty it is
the reception of vibrations which have no enharmonics, and thus in resonance with
that fundamental quality of being. But one can perhaps best define it as that eternal
quality which is intrinsic within something and which remains when the thing which
encapsulates it has gone. Strangely enough the essence of something can be known
even better when the thing, object, or event which encapsulated it is in fact gone.
Memory has more than one function it seems. One learns this fact by the very event
of human memory itself, and even whilst alive on earth if you observe it closely.
Moreover, why does one have to undergo this past recollection of life while in the
mode of initial transcendence in one form or another. Some see pictures of their past
life: others, like myself, simply feel those past experiences and somehow become
forced to contemplate upon them: and this is not really by choice as it may seem to be
at the time. Are we at that time passing on collected information, and our reactions to
it, on to somewhere else for some kind of cosmological record maybe? Maybe not.
But it happens for a good reason.

The eternal modality of mind, as | have mentioned, is really all about eternal essences,
quality, and principles. It is not about the actual vision even though the actual vision
is the ultimate essence and principle of visual beauty and grandeur. But the vision is
not what it is all about. No, it is about the knowing and this gnosis of the eternal and
everlasting essences of being, and the comprehension of therein.
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Paradise is love without a created object of love. It is beauty without an object of
beauty. It is wisdom with nothing to do about it or with it. It is about absolute pure
truth without an event of truth (except the realm itself of course). It is wisdom also in
knowing the truth of all these essential principles and qualities: and even beyond
memory of anything other than it. And only in this way is it made to be
uncontradictable - by being in it and living it. And of course not being able to argue
with it; for there is no argument or debate there; it is not possible; for it is a mono-
pole singular non changing reality. Whilst there it is simply a never ending perfection
of existence — the real never ending story. But you and | out here know better; well,
more in fact. And one realises that it is only the beginning and the end of being, and
in essential quality of being; but it is not the middle, and it is not a dimension in
which you and | have freedom and volition. And there is no communication with
other beings — other beings are not even known to exist; for ‘everything’ there is a
singularity — ‘I AM, and nothing is brought forth before me’ ! And so it is.

So, simply being told of either that realm, and as to what it feels like, and as to what
ultimate essential being is like, would not prove it, it would not prove anything to
anyone except that the speaker could speak. But being in it does prove it - and
without argument or contradiction. You and | cannot do that for each other.
Moreover, when back in temporal mind we can remember and feel all that, and the
passion, just as though we were still in that transcendent realm of being, for the rest of
our lives on earth even, it has become us on earth, and we it. They wonder why such
people walk alone at times; but that is the effect. You can never ever forget it and you
also continue to be affected by its essential nature acting on the topside mind and
personality throughout your life. Is it worth knowing then? The after effect alone is
indescribable. And what value could you put on it? How much would you pay for it
if it were in a pill? Perhaps it is just a coincidence that | have never had an illness -
not even a headache. Some pill to be sure. It works. (Pulling yourself together).

It is a very strange thing indeed, but if | were asked to say as to what | personally
knew in anything like human comprehension of ‘actual things’ whilst in that
dimension of being then the concept was that of a jug, a container of some kind, but
an open container like a pipe or conduit through which the life force and these
essential qualities and principles flowed up through. Like an instrument of music
being played upon. That sums it up just about perfect. Paradise is the essence of
eternal being. It is the realm, dimension, field, in which everything is taken from you
(in the last act of absolute purgation; the last act of which is in annihilation itself): and
then all that is left is the resurrection back into the original and primordial truth of
primordial being, and a beauty, a gnosis of the eternal essences of creation and being;
which are evergreen truths that never change. Time does not change everything then;
neither does it change everything which is in and operative throughout time even in
this temporal realm. Does consciousness, for example, age?

I have also said elsewhere that this level of being is not the first cause but rather the
ground of our being; the first event of created personalised mind itself; and which is
self evident whilst in there. But that there is something even deeper and beyond that
realm itself; is self evident whilst there. But as to what it is then that cannot be known.
Thus, the ‘Our father which art in heaven’ bit (as some have symbolised it in
antiquity; and through either rank stupidity or sheer ignorance) is simply our root of
self existence in that dimension; it is emphatically not the root and foundation of
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creation itself, and it is nobodies father. That part of ourselves therein has been
mistaken by nearly all religions of priestcraft to be the first cause, and that is obvious
by what has been written and recorded. But we are but the first child of creation, and
that is it. You and | do not create creation; and we do not know what did, nor how.
And there is more than us dear Horatio. Moreover, you and | are not a him or a her in
that place. Some religious priestcraft also symbolises this as a human being on earth
and thus distorts and ruins the truth of it all. Well, not the truth as such but only that
of peoples understanding of it on earth. Now, whatever that deeper ‘thing’ of no
created thing is within itself, and which cannot be known independent of its
emanations and essences anyway, it is obviously the root of where these essences
have their origin. But in that root one would find that love, beauty, truth and wisdom
are four faces and manifestations of the same thing. They are only experienced as
different things here on earth. And obviously all a part of the manifestation of
variety. The kind of — ‘go forth and multiply’- phenomenon. And no, that does not
mean breed like rabbits.

There is nothing more blind, wrong and dangerous than religions; and that is fact. And
they have as much interest in truth and morality as | have chances of winning the
lottery every week. Do not try to understand religions, for there is hardly anything of
truth in them to be understood; but rather try to forget that any of them ever existed —
and start again, and searching for truth yourself. As in fact | did — and others have
done. It works. For if you open up all your equipment to the nature of reality then the
nature of reality can do nought but reveal itself and flow through you. It is not an
option on the part of reality; it is how it works and functions.

Just as in the physical universe all the physical forces are emanations of one singular
energy at root beyond time. Love is the recognition of beauty which is truth, a truth
which is beauty, and a beauty which is love. On earth these things are all different,
but in paradise they are same thing... in ONE. The all in the ONE. | have also said
that whilst in paradise we are also somehow connected, like an umbilical chord, to
that deeper root and foundation of all being - the thing of no created thing (call it by
whatever name you like, but a rose is a rose by any other — and best not call it
anything at all; for it is the IS-NESS of what things are and how they work). And that
umbilical chord is that of these eternal principles, qualities, essences, which flow up
through us whilst there; the channel is not blocked up at that level of our being; it is
an open conduit... as it can also become on earth itself in the paradise on earth event;
the Consummatum Incarnate, or the Reciprocal Convergence of being. It is all very
strange and mysterious but true and knowable by direct experience. And you and |
have to face the fact that there are some things which cannot be known. But who
cares anyway. And in all truth who would really want to know and understand
everything — it would get mighty dull and boring. And to say nothing of lonely. Me
thinks that a mind that knew everything would end its own existence.

Not only that but experience itself also makes sense - which is more than religions of
priestcraft would ever do. And it could be symbolised in a million different ways no
doubt. Even in their clumsy way most religions have said that the good things endure
and the bad things are destroyed (and they use it as a threat). They have said it but
they have also completely misunderstood it or misrepresented the truth of it.
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Do they (the religious academics and scribes) simply judge by what they know and
experience on earth itself. But you cannot, for paradise is so different; it is nothing
whatsoever like life on earth; it is kind of opposite, a reciprocal reality. The essence
and principles of all things remains then, (in paradise and at an even deeper level than
paradise somehow; the life force phenomenon itself) but that which is not of essential
nature does not remain. | have described what that place is like elsewhere, and what it
feels like and what you learn there; and what | have said about it is so. Only the good
remains there then; so it is a mono-pole reality; a singularity. Why should it not be
the other way around then? For it would not have been my problem if it had been all
bad experience, for | did not create it. | have no axe to grind or anything to prove to
anyone; | simply say it as it is known and experienced to be. Why should it not be
then that paradise is everything bad and nothing which is good then? An opposite
mono-pole if you will? | do not know why; all I know is that that is how it is. Fact. |
am nought but a reporter of these things - and | wish that | could make a better job of
it too — for words seem to be useless to define quality — especially when | utter them.

Neither is there anything bad in Limbo or anywhere else in those fields; (other than
what you cart there with you in memory of your past life of course) for there is
nothing else experienced by consciousness in the Limbo field except your self and
your past memories (all alone), and the time to think about them. | would mention
also that an incident caused by another human being, no matter how bad it is, does not
carry any remorse for yourself. It is only the mess which you cause that you have to
live with for a while in that transitional field of being and synthesise it. Limbo is
experienced as time without space (as far as consciousness and being in it is
concerned anyway) and that paradise itself is space without moving time. As to what
is happening in absolute objective terms beyond our experience of these things then
that can not only never be known but is also totally academic to you and | whilst in it.
If the food you are eating is really good and yet tastes horrible... then it tastes horrible;
simple as that. Ipso Facto.

In this life on earth we know well enough that time and space are not the same thing
but that they are somehow closely tied up together. Indeed there are some who even
believe or assume that somehow they are the same thing: but they are not the same
thing. Time is not a phenomenon as such: it is an effect of phenomena. Space is an
extant phenomenon in which events take place and unfold and change. But it is the
changing events themselves which give rise to the effect which we call time. Nothing
ever changes in paradise and it is always now. It is beyond moving time. Limbo lasts
just as long as there exists resolution and synthesis to be done by that individual on its
way home to its ground of being. One could make the analogy of a dark and empty
waiting room. Hence there is nothing else that could be done other than to remember
things and question yourself. There are no options such as ‘What shall 1 do or where
shall I go’; one is in it and there is nothing one can do about it, and that is it.

Be warned then regard to remorse and that which you cart there with you; for it is not
exactly a nice place to hang around in for very long; or in other words dead boring.
But there is no such thing as an essence of something bad... and that is why they do
not last. This does not mean that time is not real: for it is real; it is a real effect. But
time does not cause anything or have any effect on anything. It is the things
themselves, which effect each other that causes time to exist as an effect — not a
phenomenon in its own right.
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Time does not make you grow old, it is the physics of your form and their actions and
interactions which make you grow old. These events do not take place ‘IN’ time, they
create time. Time is the effect of these events in space unfolding. And the realm of
no time does its own teaching. How can one envisage no time? A simple but good
analogy would be that of a turning wheel or disk. At the very dead centre of that
wheel there is a point of no extension or duration that does not turn (the axle), it is
like the focal point of all the turning (energy movement) but whilst itself is in repose.
Like the dead centre of a hub of a wheel. Now, Paradise is not that reality of absolute
no extension and duration (for that is even deeper) but simply that of the first layer of
movement around that point (the moving hub). In paradise there is movement, and it
IS an orbit. The mere fact that our level of mindful existence there does not perceive
moving time is because there is no change within it, no changing events (except
coming out of it at some point; but you do not know that is going to happen until it is
about to happen).

You and | in paradise are the right hand movement (hub) of the absolute focal point of
all creation; the first emanation of the central creative act; the inner hub around a
stationary axle of which all temporality is an extended force field beyond it... but
which alters every day, every moment, every fraction of a second. Thus it is that
space is real in extant terms and that time is only real in terms of the effects of mass
and movement. Space is an essential quality of creation whereas time is the product
of the change and effects of actual extant phenomena in that space.

If, for example, only one object (mass or blob of matter) existed in the physical
universe, and assuming that there was nothing to have effects upon that blob of
matter, then time would not exist at all. If there were two objects in that space, and if
they did not undergo change themselves, and their movement was in constant
harmony with a similar velocity and direction then time would still not exist. There is
only one thing in paradise, proto-physic consciousness, and we are all it. Like drops
of cognitive rain water returning to the ocean from whence it originally came.

It is often asked as to how an object can be said to occupy a point in space and yet be
said to be moving through that space at the same instant... a so called paradox. It is
not a paradox at all, for the thing does not move through objective space, it occupies
its own space and its own space moves with it in the vortices of all other objects
spaces. The universe expands not by virtue of ‘more space’ coming into existence but
by virtue of mass, gravity and repulsion of mass and their radiation’s of energy fields.
A thing requires its own space; and yet the density of its own gravity distorts not only
physical light but also time itself as an effect. (Is not our own soul - the shell - our
own space ?). But it is not distorting something which exists independent and in its
own right; it is only distorting (changing) its own effects and fields by virtue of its
own emanation of existing mass gravity and radiation. It is not changing something
which is ‘out there’ and independent of it; it is changing its own gravitational field,
and hence time is its own product. Time was made for mind, not mind for time.

Spiritual time and physical space-time however, are not the same identical thing.
Returning home from whence we come is a form of gravitational attraction — to the
hub of creation. But what kind of gravitational force indeed? But it is the reciprocal
of the force which throws us out into an extended orbit (the physical universe life).
The fundamental frequency of creation (all movement) | guess. Moreover, when you
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and | observe an object in space, even our own physical body, we see only the ‘end
view’ of a vortex of emanation not the whole structure of that vortex. For the vortex
itself does not exist in the physical universe which the senses know and experience. It
exists in the cosmos of creation; and which is the sum of all dimensions, fields, and
most of which we cannot even see, hear, taste, touch, smell, or even detect. But there
is something that can detect it in this universe - YOU; the MIND ITSELF. You
cannot even see or touch an idea - yet they are axiomatic. No tools will ever find
paradise for tools cannot exist there or get there; and they are made out of the stuff of
the physical universe. Only that which is from paradise, made in paradise, can return
there, and that is also the tool which can detect it; and that tool exists in this world and
in that realm also - YOU. The mind of mankind, indeed all cognitive life, is eternally
tied to the cross of time and eternity; or more correctly put as time and permanence;
change and permanence. That is the cross upon which the mind of man is affixed.

For anything to happen in a closed system then that pure system requires a catalytic
agent. Suppose for example that only paradise existed and nothing else; (and which
seems to have been the case before time transgressed the repose of mind), some
would say that this would be wonderful; nonsense it would not be wonderful at all. An
impurity has to be added to a closed system to activate any differential happening or
event. Now, impurity does not mean something bad or something evil it means
something to stir it up a bit (I like doing that also). An impurity is the catalytic agent.
It simply means something of a different order from that pure unadulterated system
itself. ‘I AM’ is obviously the ‘impurity’ (catalyst) in the pond of no created thing
and no extension. And this is why we are thrown out into extended orbit - by virtue
of the catalytic reaction. Clever isn’tit. We are not that which brings forth things; we
are that which is brought forth; hence we are not the same, and that IS the catalytic
agent — and slap me vitals, IT WORKS ! And slap (or ZAP) our vitals it sure does.
And those that see no mystery are blind. Even in paradise we see and are aware of
mystery. FACT. Tis all a mystery, everything.

We were not thrown out of paradise for being naughty but because of an energy
which we feel and call love; passion, the passion of TO BE; and love is the strangest
and deepest catalytic essence of them all, and the original catalyst itself it seems.
Love IS an energy form: an ‘E’ motion, if you like. And does not E = MC 2 ?
Volition, passion and energy are the creative impulse. Love blew my mind; and that
is a fact. | guess it could then blow the universe as well. Cosmic passion (E-motion)
does not cling, it lets go and flows. The river contains no flow, for the flowing IS the
river. If it did not flow then it would not be a river, but rather a sealed isolated pond.
‘Being’ is permanent and unchanging; but ‘Becoming’ is an everlasting flow of
essential change. As | said elsewhere, creation is an intangible in search of an ideal,
within the passion which binds all things together. Wisdom is knowing it. And the
essence of our being knows it and loves it; for that is what it is, that movement.

What is the whole creation worth a damn if there is nothing in it (or out of it) which
you love? Without love there is no motivation, no movement, no goal, no ideals, no
nothing. Be honest with your self - is there anything better? Now, how could you
ever come to say “I love you” if you were not free and unique to affirm it, say it, feel
it and know it? Does a slave love its keeper then? Does the keeper love its prisoner?
For if it loved it then it would not keep it a prisoner. We cannot stay in paradise you
see; for love lets go. There is no freedom in paradise.
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In paradise you are the prisoner of the divine implicate order of being, the life force
(not that we complain). Yes; you are free of pain in there right enough; free from
worry; free from work; free from fear; free from the grind of the day; free of doubt
and uncertainty; free from poverty. But give me all these things any day, any time,
any where; for then 1 am also free to say “l love you” ! And one can then do
something about it, and with it. Love needs to love something other than self - hence
the need of duality. Creation and creative potential have to be dualistic - the creative
agent and the created essences and forms; the observer and the observed. It could be
no other way. It just would not work, could not work any other way — and it is good.

There is also the so called paradox of instantaneous action at a distance. Paradoxes
are fun are they not. But no such thing exists in reality; other than in our ignorance of
it. How, for example can an extended gravitational field come into existence at
exactly the same time as the mass itself when it is said that nothing can move faster
than light; and physical light is not instantaneous? (there IS another light by the way).
Because of the underlying reality of the next dimension down in the connected
structure itself; that is how. Existence is not flat. The fastest radiation in the space-
time fabric is that of a quanta of light so they say, and yet even light takes time to
travel in physical space-time. So how come then that a gravitational field exists
instantaneously with the mass itself? Look at it this way: they are already connected
below that space-time fabric and it CAUSES the space-time fabric to exist.

Imagine that the space time fabric (dimension of) was the surface of a flat pond (a
very crude analogy is this). Imagine something the shape of an orange squeezer was
located just under the surface of that water and thus out of sight and unknown because
it is in another dimension of reality. Imagine then that this phenomena (the top of its
vortex) being pushed up from below the surface of the pond. The outer rim of the
orange squeezer would pop up above the surface at the same instant as the peak (the
mass) at the centre of the object. The peak (the bit the orange goes on) is the body of
mass: the extended rim (which appears not to be connected to it in space-time) is the
radiation field. In space time (above the water surface) they appear as two distinct
things and phenomena, but under the surface they are but two facets of one vortex of
emanation deeper than space-time emanations. Creation has to be constructed
somehow you know. It is not an illusion of all our individual minds.

Imagine a tuning fork type energy of which we could only see the two flat ends of the
fork part; but one stem of the fork was off-set from the axis. Imagine turning this in
such a way that the central axis is one of the flat visible ends. The other end would
appear to be in orbit of a central part. This central mass would itself spin on its axis...
hence instantaneous action at a distance from an observers reference point, for they do
not seem to be connected and yet the reaction is faster than the speed of light in the
dimension which exists in between the two ends. It would seem then, that
somewhere, somehow, all the stars in space are connected up in some mysterious
way: indeed all matter; all things. All minds are likewise connected up... in paradise.
Space time seems to be much like the inside of a tyre on a wheel. You cannot escape
it by conventional transport, or see beyond it. No more so than a two dimensional
being could experience a three or four, or more, dimensional structure. An interesting
point is that a tyre has a valve for the air to get in and out — the mind — the gap in the
universe. And the tyre does not serve its function without air in it. The air fulfils the
function of the tyre — we fulfil the function of the physical universe.
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You and | (our essential cognition) is not the only thing which is not of space time;
for so too are these essences and eternal principles of life and existence. You are
directly connected to that essential no created thing at the point of no duration and
extension by way of such things as love, beauty, truth, wisdom, passion,
comprehension, and the joy and affirmation of being. These are only names which we
give to forces, energies, acting within us. It is learned to be so in that dimension, and
understood, comprehended therein. In paradise you and | are the eternal wisdom,
understanding, nous or gnosis of creation, cognition: and the being which is the love
of wisdom. But there is one thing even greater and more profound than even that of
the love of wisdom (which is us)... and that is the Wisdom of love itself. But this kind
of love of which I talk should best be described as a passion for being. Not an | love
him or her, or this or that thing, kind of love; it is a raw cosmic passion for ‘to be’.

Perhaps all this a little too complicated for science to get its intellect and discursive
mind around as yet because of — analysis paralysis. When they stop thinking they will
find it, and the truth. You and | do not create these things: we only come to see them,
know them, learn them, feel them, understand them, and hopefully, like a mirror,
come to reflect them; and to let it flow through us out into the world like radiation
from within our own vital mass. But which was not put there by our Self — the being
in paradise. It is not something which we have, it is something which we ARE.

We are, whilst incarnate, the flow and pipe line of the essences of creation and the life
force (morality is based upon these essences). It is the reflection, the giving out, the
giving away, which is all that matters in creation in so far as what you and | can ever
come to do: and that is what creation itself is. Do not want to have your god, or even
exist in it; but get rid of it; get rid of it into the outside world. For what you already
ARE then you are not in need of, and you can never ever be disconnected from that;
for if you were then you would never be existing in the first place. You cannot lose
that which is yours eternally. You can give it away all the time and yet your cup will
never run dry, for it is not a thing of time and space, it is eternal and ever lasting, and
in you. And getting rid of it from within you lets it come into the world; not in form
but in essence, quality and effect; but the effects become the incarnate form. And
your giving it away spreads that energy by effect. Not even an ant can exist on this
world without changing this world. You have a lot more scope in creation than an ant
does.

In a very crude analogy then we could say that we are the germ in the divine implicate
order of things, the muck, the catalyst. But in reality (and do not forget that we are
brought forth anyway, and for this purpose) we are the instrument of its own
movement, for without us (incarnate mind) there is no cognitive movement and
intentionality in the physical universe — we are it. The physical universe itself is an
emanation of the essential reality of being, but we are the cognition and volition of it
in action, knowledge and awareness. If we do not let this thing live and flow, then
nothing else in creation can. That is some task; some responsibility; how important
then is your lot: and you yourself? So what are you going to do with it? That choice
and potential is yours — whilst you exist here. If you do not like it, then tough luck, for
you are stuck with it; for that is how it is. If you negate your self you negate creation.
For you are it. That which you do not use will kill you whilst alive.
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When a black hole evaporates then the stuff which made the physical universe exist
has simply returned to its original mode, (annihilation is its horizon also): and well
beyond time. But it also comes back to do the job again. Matter goes into a black
hole; consciousness goes into white hole. The separation of the parts was once called
‘judgement’; but it is a discrimination, separation, of the parts however; symmetry
braking. You will see it and know it. The blind will see in more ways than one. The
physical eyes are a very poor replica when compared to the vision of the mind itself;
and you do not need glasses in those realms. To put it bluntly and in more common
terms of ‘religion speak’; it is the case that the divine life force gives us life and
existence by modulation of its self in some way: perhaps a lowering of part of its own
frequency vibrations or whatever (hence a catalyst). But it is we here on earth which
can, by our own choice and actions of freedom, give IT (essential existence) existence
on earth; by way of its essences... letting them flow through us. We ARE the conduit.

We could have been made as robots to do this task. But we were not; we are
emanations of the life force and we can choose not to do it if we so wish. And this is
not only the deepest profundity in our own lives but also the deepest secret and
mystery in a mystical creation itself. The implicate order of cognitive being could not
exist in its own extended creation without you and me; and without you and me
inviting its essential quality through us. Loved we may be; for that is how we feel it...
but needed we ARE! We are not here for nothing, but rather to perform a task; a
cosmological job of work. And it is not all fun and games or a hedonistic party. From
our perspective creation is not a free ride — even though many love to believe and act
like it is. We are here for a function not a free ride. And the function is to work.

So we must get a grip on the essences of creation in order to make a better job of it. Is
that not why we are loved - because we are a part of it? This kind of depth love is not
sentimentality; it is cosmic passion; the stuff that blew the universe out there. Good is
not good, such movement is simply experienced as good for we are at that resonance
and that reality before our own emanation into extension; and we can maintain it here
(when we know it) by volition and action. Only through us can the eternal spirit and
essence of being exist on earth then... and in its own manifestation at that. That is the
wisdom of love: and that is understanding and commitment to being and freedom:
freedom from the divine centre of being... in order that it can live and manifest on
earth, in form, as it is in essence in paradise. And they simply do not see it do they !

Only fools would want to stay in paradise for ever; but the work is out here. We must
get the job done you know, for nobody and nothing else will. We ARE the Cosmic
Cognition in action. Not much point weeping about it then is there. Just get on with
it and get the job done instead of wallowing in ones own tears and pity and self
aggrandisement. Cognition has to role its sleeves up and get stuck into it. The good,
the bad and the ugly; the difficult and the seemingly impossible. Anyway, you do not
know what is impossible until you have tried everything do you.

Christians tell us that they want the divine; to be with the divine always in that ground
of being... but no, not I, I want it to live here and go on working. If you love creation
it will always exist; for that is what creation is about; existence for the love of it. The
passion is also reciprocated you see. Creation is not about having it, it is about letting
it go; it is about giving it away. Love is not about having it; it is about using it and
letting it go: beauty is not about having; it is about letting it go. This does not mean
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your house or your money; it means your love and your vitality in being. Be a genius,
or be a fool and make people laugh; sing or dance; do what you are when you are it -
for that is existing to the fullness of our being, and such variety really is the spice of
life — albeit not the essence. Likewise the physical universe could not exist without
electrons; but electrons do not create the physical universe; they are but a part of that
creation without which it could not exist. As are we. We are another part; and a vital
part at that; the cognitive volitional part You cannot have life; for there is nothing to
have it and own it, you are it. You can only live it and let its essential quality flow
through you and out the other side into the world. So what are these essences then? |
am not sure, indeed it cannot be known by us. | only know that they exist and that
they can be felt and known in all things on earth also. | know also that they are all
that you do know whilst in paradise, and to their ultimate heightened and
unadulterated degree of perfection. Only beyond time and memory of all extended
existence can you exist in the full undiluted essence and principle of being; and so
that nothing can interfere with that resonant harmonic dance of creation. But as it is
in heaven, so too does it become on earth — if you let it in and out; in and out, time
and again my love; time and again. In and out like breathing.

I know that they are the food and inspiration of the spirit and soul and that they can
become the food also of the incarnate human temporal mind on earth as well; (As it is
in heaven). So is there any point then in we human beings going in to that paradise
and coming out again whilst during a lifetime on earth? Is rapid brain deterioration
such a bad thing, he says smiling. Can they achieve this by plugging your brain into
the national electricity grid? You think about it, for | don’t have to; I did that a long
time ago. You have that journey in front of you, and I envy you. Would that I had
made a better job of the journey. Give it at least some thought then in the meantime.
And yes, time can be mean at times. But time will not be with us for ever.

On earth this passion for being is not forced down our throat so to speak as it is in
paradise. You are not free to run away in there either. In paradise there is no choice,
no freedom: no games of chess around a nice fire with a pint of best ale and a smoke.
My god this world is good, and they do not see it. Learn to love it and feel it; for you
will not be here long in this lifetime. In paradise you get what you get and you get
what it is. But on earth you get all that plus what you make of it here also. Is that not
miraculous? Wouldn’t it be nice if all the fundamentalist religious tribes were to stay
in paradise for ever, and for which they long and hope and pray; while you and |
could stay on this world and let it come right; and without religious wars, stupidity,
ignorance, divisiveness and hostility. I tell you, it is the mystics that inherit the world
not the meek and mild sheep like cretins who refuse to think for themselves and
refuse to live and eat of life. And anyway, a human lifetime here on this world is a
mere flash of cosmic time. And only when you are older will you realise just how
quick it goes — here today gone tomorrow — like the speed of light indeed

These essences whilst on earth are a food of which you may eat if you wish to eat or
reject if you wish to reject them; for that is the power of the discretion of the
discursive human mind on earth with its power of freedom of choice... incredible and
magic power. The ‘angels’ (the essence of mind) in paradise would admire our power
and potentials. But would they admire what we do with them? Think on it. When
you know paradise you know your true self also. But what is even more important is
that you know that which is NOT your self... and among which entails the rest of
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creation itself. Would your eternal inner ‘angel’ in paradise be proud of you then?
Would you be proud of yourself when you know your self from the other perspective?
That is what | mean by dignity; the dignity of man IS the dignity of being, and the
dignity of creation itself. All this stuff is yours. And you could see it all, be living in
it all, feeling it all, if one could but look away from the mere shadows on the cave
wall and see what is really extant to see, to know, and to be — the bigger picture ! Is
this all there is, some ask. No my friend, it is not, for there is more, much more.

There is no person on earth, or has been, or will be, that has known these things whilst
on earth who would not sacrifice their own life for this truth; for their life on earth is
nothing in comparison to this love and this truth. In paradise it is as though
something has sacrificed its own unique existence in order that you and | can exist
there; be there. But on this world it is as though you and | have sacrificed our eternal
life (of being in there) that IT can itself live... OUT HERE. Our existence here IS our
sacrifice. Do you see? Yet you even have the option to end your existence here if
you wish to. That is another gift. It is a reciprocity of love and wisdom. Creation is
Epiphytal. However, our given freedom of choice amounts to this.... Life, existence,
needs us here for a job (simple as that) but we are given the option ( by the power of
choice) to do this job or not. And that is it. Is it right to do it? Is it wrong not to do it?
Nope! Neither is right or wrong — it is your choice, and you will reap from it what
you do or do not put into it here — but not there in the other place — for we all go there
anyway; for we are made there; and made of it. You will get no prize or reward for
doing this job, nor retribution for not doing it. Hence it is down to our unconditional
love of its worth or not. But the world here will become a reflection of it all and what
we do with it here. Those who love life would stay here to get the job done.

And the oneness has to be a dualistic construct of emanation for it to exist this way.
The observer and the observed. The knower and the known. The lover and the loved.
The Singer and the Song. And objectivity is not what you think it is.... It is the song
in action; in performance. Paradise, from our incarnate minds point of view is merely
the intermission — where we go for a drink and refreshment. Here, | would have a
pint of real ale, but there | have an ocean of real wisdom. Think about it. But we do
not cast ourselves from paradise; so what is in need then? What then needs us out
here? You have a think about it. But we do not even have to do that (sacrifice
ourselves), for it is already done in annihilation itself. We cannot sacrifice ourselves
for this love and this task. We are not allowed to. For you are resurrected from the
death of conscious existence which occurs at annihilation. In the last act of the trinity
you will see and know your other self objectively, (some kind of other, or anti-part);
but when the two become as one... you will then be in, and know, paradise; the virgin
womb of eternity — home from whence you came and were made.

On earth male and female are kind of opposites. The ancients used this as a symbol.
They said that when the female becomes as the male, then they will know paradise.
They made these kind of silly symbolic analogies willy-nilly and some people today
take them as being literal. When the opposite poles meet they will annihilate each
other; and then only the spirit, the vital essential nature of our being, exists - in
paradise, the mono-pole reality. My friend, you have another part - and that part does
not evolve; and it needs you —to let IT out into this world.
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In the past many have attempted to speak of these things, some literally and most
symbolically. Some, a few, have done so in a way which is so beautiful and so true
(within their terms of reference of their concepts at those times of course). Some have
put words together which are not only true but are also like pearls strung together
(note the end of this chapter for example — the manifesto of the enlightenment). They
really knew the reality of which they were talking or writing about, but they were also
gifted with words and the power of communication at the same time. Would that |
was and that we all were. But most, like myself, simply mumble and stumble and
probably do not make any sense to anyone at all. But there you go. To try is just fine
however: but to fail is human. Do not fear failure in this life, but simply love the
trying, and the partaking; the event itself. For an event such as we know it out here
does not last for ever and it will never ever exist again in the annuls of time and space.
But the essence lasts for ever and ever; both in time and beyond. And keep in mind
that to know other beings then we have to be here anyway. Is it not miraculous to
touch the skin of another being? | bet you take it for granted at this point in time eh.
Well, don’t, for it will not last for ever. Try getting to grips with an incorporeal mind
mate ! You will not have much joy and you will be wasting your time here; for life
on earth IS the manifestation and emanation of life, and the principle of TO BE.

So when they tell you that everything changes in time; well simply ask them as to
how they know that; for if they can experience the fact that things change then they
are using something, a tool, which is eternal in order to recognise it. They will learn
what they have to learn; what exists to be learned. For in due course you can do no
other, you can only learn what exists to be learned; like it or not. The strange thing is
that we come to like it; and we come to like it because it is what we are made of, what
we are, and from whence we come. Going home for a trip during a lifetime is a bit
like the analogy of being called in, to remember what we really are; and then we say,
Oh shit, yes, now | remember; so let us get the job done! The mystic, the true mystic,
is the remembrance of the Pleroma of all being. Why do you weep when you are
happy? Why do you weep at the sight of ultimate beauty? Why do you weep when in
absolute joy? Why do you weep when observing altruistic actions by other human
beings ? You do so because the inner part of you is recognising something from
home; an eternal essence and principle of the divine implicate order of being. That is
why; that IS indeed why. The spirit and soul recognises something which comes