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~For You,

I must create a system, or be enslaved by another man’s.

I will not reason and compare: my business is to create.

~William Blake
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.§.

IDLE READER, believe me when I say that I wish this book—which is the child of my feeble imagination—were the best, the brightest, the most fair, noble, and divine that could ever be conceived. But I have not been able to contravene the very law of nature, that like inexorably begets like. And so, what was to be expected of this dry, sterile, uncultivated, and listless wit that I possess, but this very conflicting, confusing, eccentric and aberrant creation: a story filled with thoughts that never occurred to anyone else, of a sort that might be conceived alone in a dark dungeon; where every irritation calls out to be considered; where every mournful sound has its prescribed place on the page; where every hint of dull light only illumines a deeper darkness; where, all in all, it is but the envisaged reverie of this libertine, prosaic, desultory, contrary, and imaginary mind?

~The Ingenious Gentleman Don Quixote of La Mancha

~Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra
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~Thursday, June 6th, 2019, Paddington, London

I read that the famous mulberry tree of the well-known nursery rhyme bearing its name was cut down on May 7th, just one month ago, having breathed its last. I also read that cuttings taken from the tree will be used to replace it at its traditional home in the prison yard of HMP Wakefield in West Yorkshire, England, built in 1594, and still the largest maximum-security prison in the United Kingdom.

Old photos of the exercise yard in the women’s section of Wakefield Prison show “very fine circular paths” around the mulberry tree on which the female inmates were reputed to dance as a form of exercise, the practice linked to the nursery rhyme by the erstwhile prison governor R.S. Duncan in his book Here We Go Round the Mulberry Bush.

It is locally believed that the women invented the nursery rhyme to keep their children entertained while listing the regimen and rules of the institution. Some even say they danced around the tree by moonlight, in whichwise the alternative verse can only be imagined.

.§.

Here we go ‘round the mulberry bush,

The mulberry bush, the mulberry bush.

Here we go ‘round the mulberry bush,

On a cold and frosty morning.

On a cold and frosty morning.

On a cold and frosty morning.

.§.


[ PREFACE ]

The time that my journey takes is long, and the way of it long.

~Rabindranath Tagore

In essence, this book is about the spirit of truth and the truth of the Spirit, the very spirit in which truth is founded. It is the story of my personal pursuit of the Spirit and how, in likeness, the Spirit has pursued me. I imagine it’s the same for everyone. I’d like to think this is well understood. It is the skeletal story of my life, upon which the bare bones hang, upon which the other articulates, upon which runs the thread of all weaving, upon which I take my cue, my final bow.

And by “the story of my life,” I don’t mean this thing that only happens to one, I mean the ongoing story as it’s lived—that we live inside ourself, while yet living inside it—this thing that we are all a part of, that is part of all of us. It leads us on, the push and pull of the now and forever anon. Where the trick is in both descending below and rising above it, to see whence it comes and whither it goes, and so to know our place in it, to know it as both something that happens to us, and as something we make happen. It is to realize that we are walking in the reality of a great adventure, that we are the lead role in this production of our life, that we must play this role to perfection, a role no one else can play. It is to know that we always do. It is to know that this is actually significant; it is to know the story is real.

I don’t think I’ll ever be able to explain this. I’m writing this book to try to show what I mean. I do think it is a good story, and I’ve tried to tell it as best I can.

Out of necessity, the book does rather skip around a bit, honoring past, present, and future as one, operating more in the realm of myth and metaphor than the world of straight-line logic in an endeavor to better convey the truth of that which is not readily seen straight on but better seen out of the corner of the eye, the peripheral vision of what can only be glimpsed in the moment with the art of one’s insight and imagination—the transformation of what only appears to be into what is—giving the warp of time a spatial woof of mind and tying this together in something resembling a bolt of fabric out of which you may cut your own cloth. Some may liken this to The Emperor’s New Clothes, but it is a very special weave that will render a kilt as easily as a kimono, although generally something of the non-bifurcated order of apparel, even a seamless garment worn one morning up Calvary. To me, this is sacred. Just as every life is sacred, so is its story. There are those all across the broad spectrum of belief who will find what I have to say erroneous, offensive, even rather far-fetched. I’m not writing this for the world, but for those who will understand, those for whom no explanation is needed. There is a magic in this, a magic of no making, the very magic of attraction, as common as gravity and love.

Twenty years ago, I compiled a collection of stray tales nominally titled Devcriceo: Dreams, Strange Stories of My Life and Other Odd Writings, aka Flying the Flag of Unknowing, or Things I Wouldn’t Normally Do Otherwise, Being the Memoirs of a Poet. Most of those stories did not make the cut here due to the limited theme and nature of this book, but in these past twenty years other happenings have crossed the threshold of experience to take up the slack and tighten the reins, giving some living presence to what was only an array of stray matter.

There is the forgiving of Heaven and the forgiveness of Heaven—the forgiveness of one’s self and the forgiveness of all others—the mirroring of magic and its reflection. There is not the one without the other, or the other without the one. It is forever hand in hand down the pilgrim road, one foot ever in front of the other, one foot leading, one foot following. With every step, this necessity of the other, ever and always taking turns, taking turns every step of the way.

There is the story we live inside, and the story that lives inside us. And the trick is to make them compatible, one the reflection of the other. And it forever starts with the story inside.

.§.


[ INTRODUCTION ]

I’m going to tell you something: I’m crazy, okay? That doesn’t mean that I’m not accurate… But sometimes people need an out, so I give that to you, whoever needs it.

~John Trudell, Bioneers Conference 2006

At the outset of this book, I would like to point out that I am not a Christian, not in the traditional sense that I believe Jesus died for my sins. Such is not the case, the similarities to my belief in God, Heaven, and the Holy Spirit notwithstanding. And I believe the term “Christian,” should one feel sufficiently worthy of claiming the title, properly refers to one who is a true follower of Jesus, meaning one who follows the teachings of Jesus regardless of one’s beliefs concerning the great, glorious realm of God, etc.: “Loving your enemies, blessing them that curse you, doing good to them that hate you, and praying for them which despitefully use you, and persecute you.” Like the man said, “If ye would follow me, take up your cross and hit the dry dusty,” taking no thought for the morrow—like the fowls of the air, the lilies of the field—all fear, doubt, and insecurity left behind, fully trusting to the mystery of Divine Providence. But I don’t know of too many people who actually do this, claiming to be a Christian or not. And I believe all true Christians, as followers of the divine practice of forgiveness, will understand the limitations of my poor faith, and, as such, grant pardon on my pagan soul, or at least, in recognition of the ministry of Jesus, not cast the first, second, or subsequent stones.

Note: I use “Spirit,” capitalized, in reference to both the Holy Spirit, as used by many modern religions, and the Great Spirit, as used by many Indigenous religions. I use “spirit,” uncapitalized, when referring to our individual spirit. “Self” and “self” are used similarly to Spirit and spirit. “God, etc.,” is used in reference to all things related to God, the Spirit (the Dove Above), and Heaven. I capitalize “Heaven” either as a proper place name, representative of the Greek Elysium, the Norse Valhalla, the Happy Hunting Ground of the Lakota, or as a placeholder, like Podunk or East Cupcake, but not when referring to a state of mind or the sky. I also capitalize “Hell” as a proper place name, but more so as an improper place in the mind, and not when referring to stop-and-go traffic. I similarly capitalize “Earth,” “Sun,” and “Moon” as proper place names, but not in reference to potting soil, sunshine, or moonlight. “Unknown” is capitalized as representative of what the Unknown might actually turn out to be. And similar capitalizations, such as “the Divine,” follow suit, and as suits my fancy, the exception to the rule ever holding sway.

And I would like to say, to whomever it might apply, that there may come a time in your spirit’s pursuit of the Spirit, sought or unsought, in either way around the Great Wheel, where you have to honestly admit to yourself that either you’re some kind of seriously mad or there is an undeniable reality to this other world of so much speculation on the part of so many. Should this be, it is an extraordinary crossroads at which to find yourself, and where you may find that there really is no going back. In this ascension of individuation, there is both a binding connection and yet a certain separation. And although many walk this path with you, it is always walked alone. For we are each our own, sharing a certain connected separateness, this commonality of uniqueness, this true originality of self, this self that must grow into its Self, this self that can only truly stand with others when it has learned to stand alone. I say this from experience, for this has been my experience. And it is my experience that informs my belief.

When it comes to the enigmatic, inexplicable realm of God, etc., my first axiom of belief is that one’s belief in the Unknown should be based on one’s personal experience of the Unknown, not on what one has learned from books, teachers, preachers, prophets, parents, family, friends, or religious tracts left in phone booths. I also believe that every person’s experience is inherently unique. And despite all declarations of faith, canons, and creeds to the contrary, I maintain that every person’s belief is equally unique as well.

.§.

Generally speaking, I think religious creeds are a bit much, and although I hold with William Blake in saying, “I must create a system, or be enslaved by another man’s,” I also think it’s possible to enslave oneself in one’s own self-professed creed, in any formalized and caramelized, rectified and codified, alabaster-and-lobster doctrine of seeing. And that’s just in the consideration of one person doing their own peaceable thing. An entire church or congregation professing the same belief system is, to me, a bit scary, especially when they set to in a mob mentality with their burn piles and the practice of Hell’s own baptism of fire. When it comes to the ambiguous realm of spiritual understanding, I think that we ought to approach knowing with unknowing—that we must repeatedly lay down all past knowing if we intend to progress in knowing—that we must constantly start over from a position of unknowing in the surrender of all that’s come before. I truly do. But, from what I see, there are a great many people in this world who cling to their limited understanding like a life buoy in the night, not realizing that they are in plain sight of land. They will not risk casting aside the safety of the agreed-upon known to make the swim to shore. They hold to a well-accepted belief that is well reinforced by many others, bobbing along out in the ocean in a commonality of groupthink, unthinking for themselves, not thinking that it actually matters. It appears to me that most people do not have an active interest in independent thinking when it comes to their relationship to the universe. And I see this as applying to many in the restricted realm of non-belief, those who believe there is nothing to believe in, as well as to so many of the great contingent of believers, who hold to nothing but their chosen testicle or toenail.

Like the story of the blind men and the elephant, and their free-for-all street brawl in defense of individual truths of a limited perspective, nowhere is interpolated and extrapolated understanding more prevalent and destructive than in the wide-ranging world of religious and spiritual thought. Spiritual experience is powerful, and most often powerfully limited. It is easy to take such experience out of context, as there is little context in which to put it. These glimpses of the Divine tend to interpretation without much in the way of example to go by: tusk, tail, testicle, or toenail, we make our best guess, but we really don’t know. We are all blind to the Elephant in the room.

.§.

The problem here arises as the spark that ignites the soul invariably touches off the wildfires of ego, which must be checked before the world is put to the torch, before one’s own world is reduced to ashes, before getting into a fistfight with another blind person. A touch of the Divine is not a mandate to divine power; it is simply saying hello. It comes in small batches because it’s all we can handle: the little we have so often turned back on itself; the little we have stretched so very thin; the simple, pure light of the Spirit ever shining through, showing the way—the constancy of our world ever come calling—if only we’re at home in our real self to receive it. Real knowing is difficult. It’s a one hard-nut-to-crack conundrum: how, in knowing, first you have to know, then be willing to find out if you are right.

I believe that when it comes to crossing over, it’s good to have crisscrossed that finish line a few times over, to have gotten a feel for the ever-present Unknown, to be prepared for the fact that it might not be quite what one thinks, for we all do cross over, whether it’s conceived of as being to somewhere or to nowhere and nothing. The crossing over is universal. I say it’s best to be ready for anything, for it appears that the conflicting consensus is that it could be anything at all, even something quite different to all suppositions of the same. When it comes to belief in the Unknown, I believe that if one is not open to the possibility of being wrong, then one is not open to truth, and if one is not open to truth, one is not going to be quite so apt to find it.

.§.

I practice this deconstruction of the erector set of mind on an abiding basis, reconsidering my experience of knowing and the interpretation of my known experience. I actually find it fun. It’s like the way I play Bananagrams. Midway through the game I pull the words apart and start over, making new words with more letters, making longer and more interesting words until the game is called for lack of input.

For me, this re-evaluation of belief is not a game with a known endpoint. It is playing a game of great imagination, of a truth constantly unfolding, and it is honoring the continual dare to do so. Which is not to say that my philosophical-theological construct is vastly restructured one day to the next, but that there is a constant state of subtle flux and settling out, like rocks in a river continually washed downstream to the sea, where the river is not radically changed, but the stepping stones have been somewhat rearranged with each passing storm, where occasionally the river cuts its banks to straighten out a meander and a more direct course of understanding is realized, leaving another oxbow of lost limitation. But in all this, the great divide of truth remains a constant. It is the truth of honest openness to understanding, the openness to ever seeing that understanding with the eye of original vision, leaving the club at the door to the lion’s den, entering empty-handed, and welcoming the outcome. It is where it gets truly interesting, and where the stakes are always the same, where it’s all or nothing every time you sit down to play.

It is hard to buck the tide of the bandwagon. It’s much easier to let others do your thinking, but it’s much more interesting to do your own. It just takes a little imagination, and everyone has a touch of the imagination. Imagination is the touchstone that bears witness to itself, that bears witness to truth. One doesn’t have to run with the lemmings. One can be one’s own original, find one’s own truth, step outside the stampede of runaway thought. And this truth doesn’t have to be fancy; it only has to be honest. It only has to be truthful. The greatest truths are often the simplest, hiding seductively in plain sight.

Again, I say this applies equally to believers and nonbelievers. When the mind and heart are truly opened to truth, one sees the truth for oneself. One sees things in an independence of thought, in an independence of spirit. Once you find the tail of your own truth, you will not find anyone who sees things in quite the same way as yourself. You may not necessarily see your own truth quite the same from one day to the next. You may well entertain disparate views of ongoing possibility as things open up, opposing realities that somehow support one another, and yet you don’t know why: light seen as a wave or light seen as a particle—two roads diverging in the woods traveled at once—coming back together in a reciprocity of future understanding. You may wonder how this can be. Once you find the tail of your own truth, you will not fall into the commonality of the secular atheist or sectarian believer. You will see the world for yourself, and it will be a world of wonder, of continuing wonder, of wonder opening upon wonder. This takes openness. This takes an openness to truth.

Maybe someday the endpoint of truth will be the same for all of us. But until we get to that point, I believe we all approach this ultimate truth from a somewhat different direction. As has been said, it is one mountain, but we all see the mountain from a different perspective. We all climb the mountain from our own starting point, and we all follow a different route to the top, a route every bit as unique as we are, in our own irrepressible, individual element of self.

Certainly, there is the comfort of a shared, agreed-upon outlook with others. There is a greater comfort in the independence of one’s own truth and the closeness to the Spirit that only comes with the full, open, and honest pursuit of that truth. And it’s true that embracing this way of being can be quite lonely. It may be found that at some point you must go it alone, stand alone if need be, on the point of your own heartfelt connection. For all of this great realm of conditional and conditioned existence is inherently about connection: the connection to the cut-out few or the connection to the All-in-All. And one can remain lying back in the lap of contentment, watching the cloud creatures roam the sky at that pleasant picnic in the foothills, or shoulder that picnic basket and climb on. And I know this all might sound a bit fanciful, even quixotic. And this book is taken from the rather fanciful, somewhat quixotic story of my personal climb, still climbing that mountain. Maybe from the top of that mountain we will see where we are going. I don’t know. I’m very comfortable with what I don’t know, and in the not knowing, but I do believe that we will all continue to find out, and that the discovery never ends.

There is a well-known Zen proverb that says, “When you get to the top of the mountain, keep climbing.” And so it is, as it has always been: “The mind climbing a ladder of light and air, body going back down the way it came, spirit surrendering to the sky.”

These are impossible conundrums, a true paradox. Impossible conundrums and true paradoxes are the way of the open mind. There is no top to that mountain. Once again, the Fool hollers up at the echoing empyrean, “It’s all ducs from here!” like to make the welkin ring.

.§.

To be clear, I don’t claim that anything I believe is necessarily true, not for myself and certainly not for anyone else, although there is, by design, a greater or lesser overlapping of bubbles. My standard disclaimer is that I do not claim to know anything of a certainty, that anything I believe is only my best guess, the reification by inspiration of experience as it comes my way, the honest attempt to bring these experiences into alignment with the known world as best I am able. My experiences of the Spirit I try to decipher with the Spirit, from my experience being the only way to truly shed light on light, from my experience being the only way to truly know anything, or as well as I find that anything is able to be known. It is knowing and yet not knowing, where there is the constant surrender of the surety of all latchkey knowledge. For it is only in the surrender of surety that new understanding can happen, another new harvest, the seed putting forth shoot in the sun-warmed and rain-watered soil of receptive mind, the ongoing, never-ending psychic husbandry of knowledge through wonder.

This book is an attempt to open a window onto this experience of natural and true wonder and, as such, may perhaps incite the mind to turn once again to a consideration of that most original world. In this, I think we can all use reminding. I like to be reminded myself, and I do, for the mind so often tends to a regimen of the habitual and perfunctory, especially when it all seems to make sense.

Another favorite quote I take from William Blake is “Imagination is God.” And certainly God is of the imagination, and the imagination is of God. All of this is of the imagination. Everything I have to say is of the imagination, which is not to say that it’s not true, not accurate, and it’s not to say that it is. I believe we only ever approach the truth in facsimiles of the same, working backward to the one original, food for thought every step of the way, not living by bread alone and leaving no stone unturned. The wise words of the Oracle of Delphi: “All I can tell you is to just keep looking; keep on keeping on.”

Long ago, we hid this thing we’re searching for, only we don’t remember just where. We only remember that there is this treasure. We don’t even remember what it is, only that it is. But we set off once again to find it, wandering the world with that touchstone of imagination in hand.

.§.

And my, oh my, wonder of wonders, it appears that we’re off to the real-time races with a most odd and unusual occurrence, the world weighing in so unexpected, in this strangest of places, and the ever-apropos time.

Sitting around the campfire this evening on the banks of the Cooper River, near Innamincka, in the outback of Australia, one of our company, an avowed agnostic-atheist, told the story of when he was ten years old and Pinocchio’s Blue Fairy appeared to him in his backyard, from out of the blue, from right out of the storybook, alive and well, and apparently as real as you and I. Most strange, here near the end of this strange trip, and by all known parameters of experience, most strange. He said the appearance of the Blue Fairy troubles him to this day, still haunts him now, fifty-plus years on. And I don’t know how the Blue Fairy, who grants life to the unliving, can herself come to life, but it is a most wondrous story, the imagination seemingly feeding back in an infinite loop of causation.

To me, this is more magical than all the accounts I’ve read of the appearance of the Virgin Mary, perhaps because it comes from the mouth of experience itself, perhaps because it is so unexpected, certainly something I can’t place in the context of anything known. And one can never know what to expect, but I suspect I traveled from Alaska to the outback of Australia just to hear this strange tale, and it feels like a touch of that life-bestowing wand itself.

There is a reality to this. You can “shake the hand that shook the hand,” and good luck may rub off. But hearing of one’s experience from the one who experienced it carries the weight of the real, a force not unlike gravity, only well-transmitted in close approximation, pulling you down and into the experience. And I am truly grateful for this, to share in the experience in the hearing of it. I take this as an excellent gifting of image, the Blue Fairy bringing us all to life, to truth, to consciousness, the reaffirmation of conscience, to the truth of life as it is meant to be lived, in truth, truly lived.

Yes, coming to the ends, albeit the center, of the Earth, to hear this most marvelous tale, so apropos of the time and place, so apropos of the cyclical nature of the reciprocal mind, so apropos of everything and all things else.

Here we go, waltzing Matilda, and being waltzed out over the outback instead; the magic baton of the Blue Fairy now leading the band—woodwinds, brass, strings, timpani, triangle, gongs, and cymbals all leaping to life—fairy dust in an arc trailing down—granting a blessing on the telling of this story, granting a blessing on us all, the blessing of the magic of coming to life.

.§.

It can be seen that at the core of this is the very concept of knowing, which is ever its own conundrum, paradox, what is and isn’t at one and the same time, a paradox backed on paradox. And, to my knowledge, this conundrum of knowing never ends. It is the ever-progressive understanding of the greater reality as it unfolds. For there is knowing that this is, then there is the ongoing unfolding knowing of what it is, then there is knowing that at the limit of knowing, it is ultimately unknowable, that an understanding of the origin and essence of this reality will never be known.

Again, for me, it is knowing the Spirit as the source of all knowing, only ever knowing the Spirit as real. I find that it is this Spirit that carries over from understanding to greater understanding, that it is this Spirit that is the proving ground of all direction, that this Spirit is every link in the chain. For all knowledge is only partial. The only sure truth is the mechanism of its understanding, the Spirit being the actuality by which all is known. And which is not as mysterious as it might sound, although ultimately it is, as there is always the dichotomy of the relative and the absolute in everything, where relative truth is what we perceive as the myriad and diverse manifestations of the absolute, absolute truth being the true nature of its own expression. And although we may understand the Spirit on the relative level, it is not so easy to pin the tail on that absolute donkey. But, relatively speaking, I would characterize the experience of the Spirit as falling into four general categories of ascending connection. I include my crude classification of spiritual connection here by way of attempting to put some meat on the bones of the incorporeal, flesh out the form of the Spirit so as to feel the breath of the Spirit, and provide the setting for our unfolding play.

.§.

I characterize the first level of the Spirit as what we all routinely operate in and with, that which keeps us relatively sane: this field of energy around our being, our body, it being the product of our spirit ever operating in conjunction with the Great Spirit throughout the continuum of time. Here we pick up vibes from others around us, being the emanations of their spirit, meanwhile ever tied into the Great Wheel turning circles above and the lesser wheel turning circles underfoot.

In this baseline state, we experience the world with our natural intuition. We may occasionally have a feeling of having already experienced our present situation, déjà vu, rising from dream, or feel a premonition of a good or bad or curious something impending, where the space-time continuum has let show its slip, or we may feel a telepathic or clairvoyant connection or some other psychic stimulus. But for the most part, we just manage to differentiate “Walk” from “Don’t Walk,” try to remember not to set the coffee cup down on the roof of the car again, and, for once, not miss the bottom step coming down the stairs.

.§.

I see the second level of the Spirit as being somewhat like what many Christians and other spiritually minded people refer to as the operation of “the still, small voice within,” being what many Christians and spiritually minded people think of as “being in the Spirit.” It is a much closer connection to the Spirit, more audible and recognized, where the mind catches on this something greater, catches hold of low-flying clouds and sails like a kite, and like a kite, needs to be tethered, not lose its connection to ground. It carries inspirations, glimpses of higher truths, and more exalted ways of seeing, thinking, feeling, and being. It generally takes a little work to raise the spirit to this level, whether by design or not knowingly intentional.

Here reality takes on another dimension, with real tingly fingers and toes, it being somewhat along the lines of being in love and walking on clouds, tripping John Milton’s light fantastic, singing in the rain, Lerner and Loewe’s mythical street somewhere beneath the feet, but of a clear, calm, centered and sober nature, the song internal, inspired and grounded, as different to its purely emotional counterfeit as realism is to fantasy, as different as nonfiction is to fiction, as different as “reality TV” is to reality. It carries emotion, but at its core, it is an inspired, grounded, and balanced state of being.

At this level of connection to the Spirit, the world is truly magical, and one’s mind and heart open up, feet still on the ground, lightly bearing up under an unlimited sky. Here, one is able to consciously operate in conjunction with the Spirit, to knowingly bring its presence, peace, and power into one’s life.

.§.

The third level of the Spirit progresses from the second, but the connection is stronger still. It is coming home to a world that heretofore was most exciting but still foreign, a land one had previously only visited, a magical land that is as different as it is still the same. It is moving into a house that you had only frequented as a guest. Although stepping out that front door, you will often find yourself back in that other world again, wondering what happened, wondering how to get back to that magical land of a reality that’s hard to forget, just as often as you choose to remember.

Again, it is not to be confused with the one-dimensionality of pure emotion. For although emotion is integral to the experience, here it is fully balanced with the intellect; inspiration is combined in equal parts with intuition, and understanding becomes more clear. It is where real knowledge of the Spirit may well be transmitted. It is where imagination takes heart, takes the mind by the hand, spreads wings, and soars in its own sky. One is highly attuned to all around, up and down, here, there, and everywhere included. It is the realm of crossing over, being in two worlds at once. It feels like Heaven. It feels just like approaching Heaven. It feels like home.

.§.

The fourth level is different. Relatively speaking, I imagine it to be a rather pure expression of the absolute, an absolute distillation of itself. I’ve only experienced it once, and I don’t expect to again, at least not in this lifetime. I would be most surprised if I did, probably just as surprised as I was forty-eight years ago when I had the singular experience. The contact has a certain lasting, enduring quality that never quite leaves you, perhaps by design, seemingly with the proviso that once is enough, where you’re kicked loose, but not quite alone, to find your own way home, to follow that bouncing breadcrumb wherever it leads—where you are never far away from that plateau experience—even though you may spend a fair amount of time skirting the edge, where everything changes in a way that can never change back, and without which I wouldn’t be writing this book.

I tell this story in Forgiving Heaven, but I will say here that I certainly wasn’t prepared for or expecting what happened, not the way it happened, although the setting of its appearance was well staged. It is the descent of an extraordinary power, physical power, a power carrying the seed of a certain growing knowledge: at its core, the definitive realization that it simply is, that the reality of this power truly is.

This is the one thing I know far more than any other. This is where the conundrum of knowing crosses over, where the paradox of unknowing begins. If all things are known by their opposite, this is known as the opposite of all things. It is the experience of an undeniably physical force, like gravity falling on your head, raining down, like gravity squared, doubled. And I don’t think one could long endure it. For although it sets the spirit soaring, it physically pushes you to the floor.

In all the years since that experience, I’ve never felt anything like it. And I don’t know of anyone else who has, other than the one person who bore witness to the event at the time, telling me that he felt the same power descend on him at that very same moment, saying that if he hadn’t been sitting down, he would have been knocked down. And although emotions naturally follow in its wake, for me initially being sheer amazement, then wonder, then a realization that went straight to the heart, it is truly an external force of its own, of a nature all its own, a reality unto itself: this Spirit of pure consciousness, characterized as pure awareness, manifesting as pure power. It is commonly referred to as the “Gift of the Holy Ghost” or the “Gift of the Holy Spirit,” although I question the characterization of it as a gift, and, from what I’ve seen, the gift is not a given.

It is the great divide of the Spirit, where the world breaks off, where the gauntlet is thrown down and the die is cast, where it’s up to your spirit to choose: to make the choice to follow the Spirit of Heaven, the Spirit of Truth, or to follow its photo negative, its alter image, the spirit of the world down below, and where there is no longer the choice of not choosing. As such, it has been both a binding connection and a certain setting apart. It is also referred to as the “baptism of fire,” for so it becomes in one’s life, as it is a very real call to battle, fought on the battlefield of self, and which only ends with the self become Self, or with the Self’s full denial.

It is not easy for me to speak of this, but I feel the question of this connection to the Spirit is bound to be on the mind of the reader as the book unfolds, and I’ve no wish to keep people guessing. I imagine people will be guessing throughout this book quite enough.

Again, per my first axiom of belief, all of this speculation tending to understanding is from personal experience. Again, per my standard disclaimer of all certainty, I claim to know nothing of a certainty, even that I know nothing of a certainty. I try to keep an open mind about me. That being said, there is what I most know to be true, being that the actuality of the Spirit truly is. More than I know that I’m sitting here writing this now, I know I was sitting under that cascading waterfall of extraordinary power then. It is representative of a different reality altogether, from which all other realities take their cue. It may or may not be the absolute, but it is absolutely real. In this common, more everyday experience, it is natural to feel some sort of removal, this separation that leads to questioning what the everything of it all is. In that state of full connection, there is no question, no questioning, nothing to question. Whatever it is, it is known as oneself, as it and one’s self, spirit to Spirit. And there is never any doubt that it came from without, and never any doubt that it was, and is, the real deal.

.§.

In terms of the Spirit’s true absolute nature, I certainly don’t know, and I don’t expect to. But I remember back, fifty years ago, when I was seventeen, thinking my first serious thoughts concerning the potential Unknown, certainly unknown, but unknown as to, if anything, what? I had no concept of God, but I was attempting to be of an open mind and rudimentarily considering the options, starting with my only known reality, my own mind lumber, my own mixed bag of marbles. I thought that if there was any truth to this God-business, that maybe this God was simply consciousness, universal consciousness manifesting in the mind in a free association with random burning bushes and such.

My thinking has not progressed much since then, but, as I recall, my thoughts ran somewhat along the lines of consciousness standing in relation to energy the way energy stands in relation to matter, where we have this infinite vastness of consciousness taken form in this enormous but much smaller aspect of energy, taken form in a similar ratio of reduction in matter. I thought that was pretty hot thinking.

I could only but muddle through the theory of general relativity, but I thought that as the speed of light multiplied by itself had this strange significance to the conversion of mass to energy, then perhaps there was a similar relationship in the conversion of energy to consciousness. I proposed the equation C = Ec², where C stands for consciousness. I thought that was terribly hot thinking. I had to use hot pads to comb my hair. My high school biology teacher was impressed, a pat on the smoking head, and, “Keep up the good work, lad. Imagination shouldn’t go to waste.”

Time went on, and in reconsideration, I thought that maybe space-time acted upon energy to produce the effects of consciousness just as it acted upon matter to produce the effects of gravity, the first a strong force, the second a much weaker force, the difference between the two as great as energy is quantitatively to matter. I thought that this could account for levitation, for Jesus walking on water, as the strong force of consciousness would outweigh the weak force of gravity, the two sharing the same source.

I was a little older and not quite so enamored of my own thinking, but I still thought it another reasonably imaginative long shot in the dark as far as purely intuitive reasoning and anything to do with “God” goes. At which point, I took the middleman out of the equation and figured that maybe consciousness is space-time itself, acting on the energetic physical split-apart manifestation of itself back before the separation of self, hence gravity. Then, somewhere along the line, I gave up on this great unknowable and retreated to the default, fallback position of consciousness, aka “God,” being nothing but the Nothing of Everything, beyond time and space, beyond the manifest universe that fills space and gives time meaning.

As I’ve said, my mystical musings have not progressed much in these past fifty years, but we take what we can get, and I see that this subject is still one of a great miff and muddle for those who care to give it the cause of their consideration. And I do believe some things are simply meant to be unknowable, if only because they are.

There are these intangibles, meant to be experienced without understanding, like perfect love, being as right up there with elusive as it gets. Maybe if it were understood, it would lose interest: love, like God, best left as a worshipful unknown. And, although from the common perspective God and love are quite similar, the expression, “God is love; love is God,” has long been an amusing curiosity to me, taking the two most ambiguous words in the lexicon and using them to define one another, taking whatever we conceive it to be and reflexing it back on itself. Where we give it a name, but the name is only an approximation, a signpost to a timeless direction. Somewhere over the horizon lies that far-flung world, which we approach like a comet slingshotting the Sun, heading back to the outer banks of a most deep, distant darkness, the burning memory of that Holy One held in the heart held in hand, the Immutable awaiting our own transformation.

Yahweh, Allah, Brahma, Freya, Ganesha, Brighid, Amon-Ra!

Durga, Krishna, Harzoo, Legba, Nanook, Bog, Isis, Shiva!

Coyote, Thor, Thoth, Frigg, and Jesus! Kali, Hathor, Horus, Ja!

Agape, Eros, Philia, Ludus, Pragma, Philautia, the Dakinis, the Elohim, and the Eight Immortals all waiting for each other at the altar, when not trying to get to the church on time. Where immortality is only a memory, and not everything is anything like a straight-line equation, where God is a manifestation of personal interpretation, and the Spirit is ever and always one and the same.

.§.

In both my personal musings and in writing this book, I invariably come back to the reality of the magnitude of the Spirit: how it is the Spirit that is at the core of all this, the one thing that is most important, that is all-important: the Spirit and its own evolution, the infinite and eternal evolution of consciousness. And like trying to sink that sixteen-penny nail with a tack hammer, I feel the impossibility of portraying this reality in anything but the most common and well-worn-out terms, although I belabor the point, although it has been well and truly expounded upon by mystics and poets of all ages. Intellectually, it is just an apple on a tree; experientially, it’s what happens after the apple is eaten. It is far and away the one thing that most matters, bar none, and strike the zero, and yet in no way can I understand it. For all I know, it is beyond all understanding, beyond the limits of understanding. I only know that it is.

Like the cell knows the body as its greater self, yet can’t get outside the body to see its own expansive being, like it can’t see back to its beginning, going back life upon life to the origin of life, going back through the lineage of ancestors to the very incipience when its spark was first created—this spark that carries on uninterrupted to the present—just so, the Spirit carries on uninterrupted from an unknown origin that couldn’t have happened. It just is, and it is our greater Self, and to all appearances, both its origin and its essence are beyond this self’s understanding.

Such is the nature of trying to understand this thing that makes no sense. It is where understanding cliffs out. It is so extraordinary, so unparalleled, so all-encompassing and centrally important, the hub that holds up the wheel, the hub that radiates the spokes of all relative truth and understanding—the wheel that contains all wheels within it—the great nothing of space and time, its holy heart of nothing but space and time. Just as we can’t see our face except in its reflection, we can only know our self, our spirit, in the greater Spirit shining back in our eyes.

I realize, for some, this realization of the eternal mystery of the Absolute Unknowable is, or would be, a great insecurity. For me, it is a great comfort. For, as I’ve long said, speaking in New Book parable, “Always build your house bigger than yourself.” In truth, at the end of all knowledge, we need the unknown. Otherwise, we’d run out of fun and more fun things to do.

And yet, there ever remains this one thing that I would so like to say if only I could. But I am incapable of conveying the reality of that truth—the truth of the reality of the Holy Spirit—the simple truth that the Holy Spirit actually is, or at least is from my experience, and in which I don’t claim to be at all original, but I do claim to be authentic. And I believe that it’s all only about this one thing, and this one thing is the Spirit, and it is truth, the connection to truth, and to the Spirit, the very spirit of truth—embracing truth in the very spirit of itself—embracing the Spirit in the very spirit of itself as well. They are each the same, one in one in the two-armed form. Where one is, there is the other; where the other is, there is the one. The power of the Spirit lies in the power of truth, and one cannot embrace the Spirit any more than one embraces truth, the very spirit of truth. What I’m trying to say, for more reasons than one, is that this is actually significant. What I’m trying to say is that this is only known in knowing. It is not known simply in the telling, in the hearing. It is only known in the very experience of itself.

Maybe these words convey some of the reality of that experience, are a handle on that holy tippy cup, just as the tale of the appearance of the Blue Fairy brought something of that manifestation to me. But words can only point the general direction, being ever inward. It is quite another thing to raise that cup to one’s lips and drink, for only in the activation of our spirit does that Holy flame leap to life, and it is ever we who make the connection. The Spirit is always there to meet us halfway, but we have to walk to the middle of that tightrope bridge. We are the negative ground of Earth, and only in grounding the Spirit above do we make the connection where that invisible aspect of light shines forth, spirit to Spirit, revolving and resolving back to our spirit again. This is the very “fear and trembling” the Bible speaks of as the way to work out our salvation—not fear as in fearing condemnation and retribution—but fear as in extraordinary awe and great wonder, and the soul trembles at the approach and contact of that overwhelming power. Once experienced, it is the fear inherent in the thought that the connection will once again be there, the similar fear inherent in the thought that it will not. It is both the reality of being in the presence of the Spirit and the reality of being left alone, abandoned, as Jesus was left alone on the cross. From my experience, the full and true connection to the Spirit being quite rare, just as rare as it is extraordinary.

.§.

And yet we all feel the contact of the Spirit to some degree or another at all times, although most often not recognizing the source. Some trace it back as having its sole connection to the Earth, some consign its origin solely to their chosen representation of God, and some just know they feel wonderfully happy when they find a connection to some other, be it a field of wildflowers, a sunset, the Moon, the stars, or even in someone to love. It’s all representations of the same eternal reality, all a manifestation of the same source.

There is a great security in the Spirit. It is what holds center, and it is what I hold to, what we all hold to, unknowingly or not. It is the antidote to the fears, doubts, and insecurities that plague our world, both our personal world and the greater world at large. But trying to define the absolute in relative terms is a fool’s errand, and here I am once again playing the fool.

Much of what, or even all that I believe in, unclaiming to know, may be proven wrong, and it doesn’t matter. This one thing is the only thing that matters: that whatever it is that is the truth, that is truth, will be known, that someday the truth of all this will be known. And I am all and always for whatever that is. I am ever and always willing to sacrifice my firstborn child of understanding on the altar of getting it a little more right, a little less wrong, for in truth is the righting of all wrongs. I believe that someday the world will get this right, and I want to be there right along with it.

Truth can be hidden, but not for long. Although buried six feet deep, it will rise from the ground, like rocks coming up for air. All truth will be known in time. The sincere desire for truth, laying all preconceptions aside, calls truth up from the ground, down from the sky. The search for truth starts with truth and proceeds in truth, ending with that Holy Grail in hand. All that is not of truth is of the fleeting ephemeral, the false front of a movie set. There is no real home there. The search for truth is the search for the Self, the Self beyond self. And true experience can only be had by a heart embracing truth.

Besides taking comfort in the secure vastness of the Unknowable, I also take comfort in the knowledge that truth is eternal. Amidst all the deceit and treachery of the world, I take comfort in knowing that the lies will perish and the truth ultimately be known—the lies rust away while the truth shines on. In the midst of my own honest ignorance, I take comfort in knowing that if I am honest, I can only progress from a lesser truth to a greater truth, to a closer connection to the real. I take comfort in the reality that when I see I am wrong, I am closer to being right.

This is my forever fallback position, for truth is the birthright of us all, if we will but claim it. Truth is the saving grace of the world. Where there is no truth, there is isolation and madness. Where there is truth, there is the connection to all, and it all opens up. Perhaps the greatest truth ever spoken was simply, “Know the truth, and the truth shall set you free.” Embracing your own truth of Self, you shall know truth. Knowing truth, you are free: free of the ignorance imposed by deceit, free of the ignorance imposed by the very denial of knowing, free of the inevitable consequence of the adulteration of truth when truth is knowingly perverted to one’s own ends.

It is in this willful denial of Self that the self is lost, and it is by our own free will of will that either happen. Faith, hope, love, charity, forgiveness, and all good things are of truth. Fear, anger, hatred, and their many attendant evils are of untruth. All that is of truth is real, lasting, eternal; all that is of untruth is unreal, unlasting, having its relatively real being in this relative world, but in time ceasing to be by the actions of its own hands. Evil seeks only to destroy, and ultimately it can only destroy itself. Unknowingly, it seeks its own destruction.

This is natural law, the workings of natural law, and all creation is subject to natural law. These unlasting things are not of natural law, do not abide by natural law, and it is by the observance of natural law that we are preserved, by the violation of natural law that we are destroyed. It is natural law that rules the universe: the physical nature, the spiritual nature, the emotional nature, and the intellectual, where sin is nothing more or less than the violation of natural law—the law that preserves our perfect being in all regards: physically, mentally, emotionally, and spiritually. Whatever God is, or may be, whatever Heaven is, or may be, whatever the Holy Spirit is, or may be, is all under the jurisdiction of natural law. Everything abides in and abides by natural law. Natural law is impersonal. It is the crucible of creation, the crux of what everything is in formation. It provides the parameters of existence, of what continues, and what, of necessity, must ultimately come to an end.

All untruth is the forging of locks and chains. Truth is free and unfettered. There are no shackles of truth. Truth is the key and combination to the lock. It opens the way to forgiveness, and forgiveness is the way, the path, the very key to Heaven, both here and in the Hereafter. Good works and belief in the saving grace of another avail one nothing without the granting and gaining of forgiveness, both the forgiveness of oneself and the forgiveness of all others. It is forgiveness that opens the door to that fabled land, and on the other side of that door is a whole other world. Forgiveness is of truth, and truth is ultimately all there is. Forgiveness only exists within the greater field of truth. And without embracing forgiveness, one cannot rise to embrace one’s own greater being, one’s true self, one’s true Selfhood of Spirit.

This story is a true tale of the parting supernatural, just a ramble in those wild, never-ending, ever-ongoing woods. And as a true tale, the words carry the weight of their own truth. The weight of that truth is hanging in the balance, the scales tipping in the eye of the beholder.

And my creed is to endeavor to be as truthful as I can.

.§.

The only hope, or else despair, lies in the choice of pyre or pyre—

To be redeemed from fire by fire.

We only live, only suspire, consumed by either fire or fire.

~T.S. Elliot

.§.

~The remainder of this Introduction is by way of attempting to present some analogous organization of my small familiarity with, and orientation to, the great field of spiritual and religious thought in something like a synopsis of itself, a feedback loop of shifting belief incorporating many of those meanders of lost limitation, being somewhat representative of a river that seasonally runs underground.

In the general scope of my belief, I am something of an Earth-Indigenous, proto-Buddhist, ishishly-Hindu, pseudo-Christian, quasi-Hermetic, nominally-Gnostic, neo-panentheistic, original-thinking variety of being—each of us one note in a divine symphony of divine energy in an infinite, eternal, and divine universe—held within the eternal, infinite, unbroken perfection of Divine Mind.

In terms of anything resembling organized religion and actual practice, I am of the Kagyu lineage of Tibetan Buddhism with the given name Karma Tashi Nyima. I do not feel deserving of the name, but then, everyone gets a cool name when they take the refuge vow, committing to awakening from confusion and embracing openness and freedom, of which I am all in favor and occasionally actually try to do. I openly admit that my practice is weak, threadbare. If it were likened to apparel, it would hardly be enough to make a dhoti. Buddhists like humor. I like to make funny myself. It helps balance the seriousness of my association with the Christian tradition and its focus on sin, repentance, denial, and the crucifixion of the flesh with its unholy passions and desires.

There is, of course, a great deal of crossover between Christianity and Buddhism. For instance, faith is an important teaching in both religions. But in contrast to Christianity, where faith is more like something pulled out of a hat by the ears on Easter Sunday, in Buddhism, faith is something that comes from an accumulation of experience and reasoning. I like this approach better. There are things I like in all good spiritual traditions. I may be criticized for my take on the tadpole, but I tend to cherry-pick what I consider to be the best of my limited exposure to and knowledge of different approaches to the Divine, generally as I corroborate them with my own experience and reasoning, as noted. To clarify, I do consider myself to be something of a Christian, as expressed in the words of Mahatma Gandhi, “I am a Muslim! I am a Hindu! I am a Christian! I am a Jew! And so are all of you!” Unfortunately, many Christians are rather sectarian and say that one cannot be both Christian and Muslim, like saying one cannot be both Irish and Italian, both male and female, human and divine, of two minds. It is a product of gross insecurity and the need of the clique. To wit, I am a “Christian” who does not believe Jesus paid some penalty for all I’ve done wrong, and certainly not for some original sin, that eating of the fruit of the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil. I believe we all need to eat of that forbidden fruit every day. And I believe that the righting of my wrongs, however that’s to be done, is up to me, although I gratefully accept the proffered help of the teachings, examples, and spirit of others, both past and present, including the man Jesus, who set the standard for forgiveness right up there and nailed to a cross.

.§.

I am a panentheist (pantheist +) in that I believe God is part and parcel, lock, stock, and barrel of everything that is, as well as its Creator: the All of Everything being what I consider the true God, which I equate with the Holy Spirit, which I equate with Universal Consciousness
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