

[image: images]





BY THE AUTHOR

The Toltec I Ching with Martha Ramirez-Oropeza

OTHER NONFICTION WORKS

I Ching Mathematics: The Science of Change

The Image and Number Treatise: The Oracle and the War on Fate

The Forest of Fire Pearls Oracle: The Medicine Warrior I Ching

I Ching Mathematics for the King Wen Version

The Five Emanations: Aligning the Modern Mind with the Ancient Soul

The Spiritual Basis of Good Fortune: Retracing the Ancient Path of Personal Transformation

Facing Light: Preparing for the Moment of Dying

The Soul of Power: Deconstructing the Art of War

POETRY

Palimpsest Flesh

Fragments of Anamnesia





[image: images]





Copyright © 2015 by William Douglas Horden

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means electronic, chemical, optical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise without prior permission in writing from the publisher.

ISBN-10: 1-936012-76-6

ISBN-13: 978-1-936012-76-3

eISBN: 978-1-936012-77-0

Library of Congress Control Number: 2015944831

Publisher’s Cataloging-In-Publication Data

(Prepared by The Donohue Group, Inc.)

Horden, William Douglas.

In the oneness of time : the education of a diviner / William Douglas Horden.

pages : illustrations ; cm

 Issued also as an ebook.

 ISBN-13: 978-1-936012-76-3

 ISBN-10: 1-936012-76-6

 1. Horden, William Douglas--Education. 2. Divination. 3. Occultists--Education. 4. Intuition. 5. Consciousness. I. Title.

BF1773 .H67 2015

133.3

2015944831

Published by Larson Publications

4936 NYS Route 414

Burdett, New York 14818 USA

https://www.larsonpublications.com

24 23 22 21 20 19 18 17 16 15

10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1





TO ALL WITH WHOM I SHARE
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INTRODUCTION

My wife, Leonor, a devout Tibetan Buddhist, likes to say that I must have done something good in a past life to have met all the wonderful teachers I have had in this lifetime. Certainly, I do not feel I deserve the kindness or generosity of spirit that has been shown me by truly noble-hearted spirits. It is my hope that this brief record of the teachings I have encountered might repay in some small part the benevolence shared with me.

It was a different world when I was a young man. It was much easier to travel to remote destinations. There was not nearly so much information on spiritual traditions. And there were far fewer teachers. This latter point meant, on the one hand, that it was difficult to find any teachers at all, but, on the other hand, that there was a greater likelihood that their teachings were authentic.

When we were children in rural Ohio, I did not know anyone my age that did not practice water witching with forked sticks, usually of cherry wood. We dowsed constantly with our divining rods, imitating the actions of our elders seeking water to irrigate their crops. People who grew up on the land had, I think, a natural sense of the everyday mystical. It wasn’t considered magical or supernatural—it was just one of the ordinary things you did hand-in-hand with the land.

The shamans I have met in Mexico are like this, too. One walks up to their adobe home and sits and waits for them to finish plowing the field or bringing firewood closer to the house. They are universally practical men and women who have been educated in the skills of reading spirit.

A Chan teacher was once asked, “What do you expect when you meet an enlightened teacher?” To which he replied, “I expect them not to be weird.” To be a diviner is like this—to take the time to become sensitive to spirit and develop the skills whereby its intentions can be understood and, ultimately, communicated to others. It is not to be flamboyant or to seek attention. It is a sacred trust that ought be performed with an appropriate degree of humility as an act of service to the Whole. There is a second meaning to the story, however: for Chan teachers, the word normal referred to the inherent enlightened true mind, so expecting them not to be weird meant that they not demonstrate any traits of the artificial “abnormal” mind conditioned by social molding.

The education of a diviner, then, is not so much about learning a particular type of divination as it is about learning how to be fully and harmoniously integrated into the natural state of spirit.

The lessons I have recorded here all happened as I have recounted them. It is what some call a spiritual autobiography, a record of my inner initiations. Many of the spaces in between these critical events in my life have faded with the years, yet these moments remain perfectly clear, inscribed in the stone of my soul.

Now that this body is turning toward death, I find this act of reflection a fitting recapitulation of a lifetime spent in the company of great souls and, I trust, an intelligible testament to my undying gratitude for this world of spirit allies. I find, too, that in this backward gaze I see myself little changed from that boy water witching with his divining rod, constantly searching for the wellspring that lies hidden just beneath the surface of appearances.





PART ONE

TEACHINGS

Please note that Part Two contains a commentary for each of the following chapters.





PREAMBLE

2014

When I tell people I was born in a cemetery, they generally think I am speaking metaphorically.

“Weren’t we all?” they often say, laughing, a hand going to my shoulder comradely.

This always surprises me. Of all the things I might call this world, the last to come to mind would be a cemetery.





ONE

1971

“No. No. No. You are trying too hard.” Oddly, his disapproval didn’t sting as much as soothe. Master Khigh Alx Dhiegh had perfect command of his voice.

“You have to concentrate in a way that opens the door to the Oracle so the other person might enter.”

I opened my eyes, resolved to start again. Across the table, watching me with a combination of doe-eyed gentleness and falcon-eyed intent, sat the man who’d taken me under his wing nearly two years before. As with most our sessions, he wore one of the spectacular Chinese robes he kept in the closet of his office. A stick of incense smoldered nearby a flickering candle. Three antique coins lay on a silk cloth between them. Master Khigh’s broad smile reflected an inner calm that only seemed to accentuate the mischievousness dancing in his eyes.

Without warning, he closed his eyes and began chanting a mantra under his breath. I did my best to match his breathing and let the syllables fall, pebble by pebble, to the bottom of my well. The air cleared, came into sharper focus, making it easier to make out the circle of diviners gathered in the marbled shade of an ancient pine. The lightest breeze bore the aroma of the sticks of incense from the center of the circle. Fleeting arrows of sunlight glanced off the coins lying in the lush grass. Papers shuffled, voices murmured, fingers pointed to this hexagram and that. Every sound echoed, amplified off the steep mountains enclosing the narrow valley. A gnat brushed my eyelashes, something scurried over my sandaled foot. One of the diviners looked up, noticed us, and waved us over to join the circle.

Master Khigh cleared his throat. My vision blurred as the air thickened again, concealing the scene behind the mist of the five senses.

“Enough for today,” he said with gentle finality.

I’d learned better than to argue. But I shook my head resignedly as I stood up. “I still can’t tell what it is that you’re doing.”

He beamed a perfect smile. It could mean anything: mocking me, empathizing with me, anticipating a cup of tea.

He leaned forward, whispering dramatically, “You have to learn how to make the shift on your own.”

I nodded, taking it in. “Try harder without trying so hard, right?”

Master Khigh laughed appreciatively. “Now you’re getting somewhere.”





TWO

1974

“Someone’s been teaching you how to dream,” Dr. Sharp noted clinically, stressing the last word by drawing out its pronunciation. He tapped the spherical protrusion in the middle of his forehead with the middle finger of his right hand. He seemed to be staring at me but with a completely unfocused gaze, as if appraising the space around me. This was the kind of person I felt at home with.

Cocking his head to the right inquisitively, he asked with exaggerated politeness, “Who, may I ask, would that be?” The question seemed double-edged, half merely conversational and half oddly serious. This was our first meeting and I didn’t want to give him the wrong impression.

I took my time answering. Averting my gaze, I took in my surroundings as I’d been taught, finding the right words by listening to the atmosphere of the place. His office was spartan, punctuated with various drawings and paintings that looked to be gifts from patients. A sturdy treatment table squatted in the middle of the room. Other than the desk and chairs where we sat, the only other piece of furniture was a strange knee-high contraption made of polished wood with leather padding. The room gave nothing away. It was part of his cloak of invisibility.

“I studied with a teacher for two years a little while ago but,” and here I furrowed my brow to let him know I was taking his question seriously, “I don’t recall him ever mentioning anything about how to dream. Have you heard of Master Dhiegh?”

Dr. Sharp leaned back in his chair, hands folded over his sternum. “Khigh Dhiegh? I thought he just taught the I Ching.”

I shrugged, uncertain how to reply. A whole torrent of lessons wanted to pour out onto receptive ears but it felt like a childish impulse to defend my teacher’s reputation.

He waited patiently for me to say something.

“He always said he was training me to be a diviner,” I finally said.

“A diviner.” He repeated it like he’d never heard the word before.

I nodded. “He liked to say that the only difference between people is their sensitivity to the One—and that diviners are those whose sensitivity has been heightened.”

“Umm,” he hummed pensively. “And he never mentioned that diviners were the first shamans?”

“Shamans,” I repeated as if I’d never heard the word before.

“Call me Robert from now on,” he said, picking up a pen and sliding a piece of scrap paper between us. “Have you ever heard of the nagual?”





THREE

1979

Someone had broken the ceremonial gourd.

“It has many years,” Don Alfredo explained, turning it over and over, inspecting the crack that ran halfway down one side of the weathered gourd. “It belongs to my wife’s father and belonged to his father before him.”

He dipped the gourd in a pail of water and held it out at eye level. It bled like a mortal wound.

Don Alfredo shook his head sadly. “The tesguineria will never be the same without it.”

I had an inkling of what he meant—I’d made many a toast, and been toasted by many, with that gourd. “Are you going to have to make a new one?”

He wagged a hand noncommittally. “First, we have to try to save this one.” He stood and stepped indoors for tools.

I stood and stretched. The pine rounds we used for seats offered short-lived comfort. Turning to take in the mountains rising behind the house, I was struck once again by the timelessness of the scene. Don Alfredo’s field of corn, beans, and chili butted up against the volcanic mountains that seemed to touch the sky. Winding out of the pine forests above, an arroyo cut the bottomland on its way to the Rio Batopilas that formed the other boundary of his ranchito. Standing there beneath the thatched roof outside the rock-and-adobe house, I inhaled one deep breath of tranquility after another.

It was the rainy season and it smelled green.

The afternoon storm had passed, trailing humidity out of the canyon lands below toward the continental divide above. The land had missed the rain, as Don Alfredo liked to say.

He returned with a small hammer, a very thin nail and a spool of fine copper “thread.” By setting a piece of firewood vertically between his legs, he had a surface about the right size to hold the gourd. He started by delicately tapping a series of tiny holes all along both sides of the crack. It required painstaking attention to make sure he didn’t create new cracks or split the existing one sideways. Once he had the holes in place—there were about twenty on each side of the crack—he began “sewing” with the copper thread. Beginning at the bottom, he ran the thread through the two holes on either side of the crack, tightening and knotting each pair with his teeth before going on to the next. From beginning to end, the whole operation took a couple hours—but the time seemed to pass in an eye blink, so immersed in concentration were we.

With the last knot wound tight, Don Alfredo dipped the gourd into the pail of water and held it out at eye level for a long moment. Not a drop leaked. Absolutely watertight.

He lifted it in a mock toast to me, took a long drink and passed it to me. I returned the toast and took a drink, mindful to examine the stitching carefully. I was aware that the value, the meaning, of the gourd had suddenly increased in a way difficult to put into words. Salvaging it from ruin, somehow, had made its sacredness more apparent. I raised the gourd to the sky as I’d seen him do ceremoniously and he nodded affectionately.

“There are no small things,” I said, repeating one of the lessons he’d been drilling into me the past year.

His eyes darted over my shoulder and I turned to see his wife’s brother, Melesio, running up to the house, grinning broadly. “Flash flood! Flash flood!” he called out excitedly, turning to race off to the arroyo before the surge could arrive from the runoff above.

I had seen Melesio, one of the great runners of the Tarahumara, run before but always in long distance races. I had never seen him sprint before.

He took five or six rapid steps, so short as to almost be running in place, and then, without an instant of time passed, he was about thirty yards away, sprinting toward the arroyo. Abruptly, he pulled up to a complete stop and looked back at Don Alfredo with a look of utter horror and guilt that was easy to read. I’d been adopted by the family, he’d forgotten I was from outside, he’d made a mistake, he’d revealed a secret. A big secret.

He must have received some signal from Don Alfredo behind me because he regained his composure, turned, and trotted off to the arroyo.

I stood like a doe in the headlights. A single thought slammed into the inside of my forehead, demanding attention: He disappeared in front of me and reappeared instantly a hundred feet away! But this was not the time to be sharp-eyed or sharp-witted. I needed to react wisely. There is much to be said for playing possum, sometimes.

I cast my eyes downwards, fixing my attention on the seam in the ceremonial gourd. Donning my most impassive demeanor, I turned back to Don Alfredo, giving every indication that I’d been completely absorbed studying the results of his labor the whole time.

He scanned my face without seeming to, glancing over its colors and contours the way he would of a patient coming for a remedy to some illness. He did not seem to find any sign for alarm there.

I held out the gourd with both hands, saying, “I am very afraid of breaking it.”

He took it in his hands, running a thumb up and down the knots of copper wire, and, shaking his head decisively, replied, “I believe it is safe in your hands.”





FOUR

1975

“Don’t wow things.”

Robert Sharp was teaching my wife, Leonor, some of his healing techniques.

“Your natural enthusiasm and kindness make you too quick to react empathetically. I don’t care if someone comes to you and says, ‘I was taken aboard a spaceship and they took me out of my body and stuck me in this one.’ You can’t make them feel like they’re weird or abnormal. You have to act like, ‘Oh, yeah, that’s the second time I’ve heard that this week.’ You have to make everything normal.”

“Okay, I’ll try,” she replied as best she could face-down on the treatment table.

Robert looked up at me as he continued working on Leonor’s shoulder.

“Remember. Don’t wow things.”





FIVE

1971

“Tell me, please, where exactly is the Oracle?” he asked.

I used Master Khigh’s voice to help refocus my meditation, which had begun drifting away from the question. Where, indeed, does the Oracle dwell? How many times had I asked myself this in the past few weeks? I’d searched inside myself to no avail and convinced myself it did not exist as an object in the natural world like trees, mountains, rivers, wind or clouds. Yet I could contact it—or, rather, could open myself to being contacted by it—so it must exist somewhere.

The pursuit had become a kind of koan. It pulled at my attention, promising deeper communion with the Oracle if I could just break through the mental barrier. I marshaled my thoughts again, concentrating on finding the Oracle. But they scattered again right away. It all seemed as futile as blood running out onto sand.

“Perhaps, then, you could tell me what language the Oracle speaks?” His voice had a hint of mockery, as usual, but the words were obviously intended to act as a pointer. I followed them.

Symbols, I knew, made up the language of divination. As Master Khigh constantly reminded me, “An emperor asking about where to build the capital and a farmer asking when to plant the fields can obtain exactly the same hexagram and line changes, yet both their questions are answered perfectly. Such is the magical power of symbols.” This I knew. Symbols formed the outer expression of the Oracle’s speaking.

But what language is the Oracle actually speaking? What is it seeing? How is it describing what it perceives? I was surprised at the direction these new questions were taking me.

The trigrams of the I Ching spontaneously swam before my inner vision. But not in their usual three-lined forms. Instead, they appeared as images of their respective names—not as distant, self-contained “pictures” but, rather, as looming entities within the swirling landscape within which I suddenly found myself. Twilight was punctuated by lightning flashes, wind was howling, mountains rose at the edge of a deep abyss, the moon set into a bottomless lake, and I was a feather being blown haphazardly among titanic forces.

I gasped reflexively. My body jerked. My eyes snapped open.

Master Khigh sat in front of me with a broad smile.

“At last, at last,” he exclaimed, clapping with one hand.





SIX

1969

“Your poetry says what I feel, I am very happy to make music with your words,” said Moacir Santos, struggling to get the English out through his native Portuguese.

“Please,” I replied, “it is my honor to be part of your work.” One of the premier jazz composers of Brazil, he’d been called the “Alchemist of Jazz.” We were meeting at his Spanish-style home in Southern California to discuss writing songs for a play.

His wife emerged from the kitchen with some fragrant tea and small cakes. We sat in comfortable chairs with an end table between us. Everything in the living room seemed superfluous, however, to the grand piano dominating the space.

He set his cup down abruptly and said, “When I read your words, I feel that you know Gurdjieff. Am I wrong?”

I was more than a little taken aback. I knew there was nothing in the lyrics he had read that could conceivably be read as influenced by Gurdjieff. It was an extraordinary insight. Or intuition. Or something else.

“I am only a student, of course,” I replied. “But I admire his devotion to the mysterious.”

Moacir moved to the piano. “You know his theory of octaves, then?”

I honestly felt as if I’d entered a dream. Here was one of the world’s great musical artists inexplicably bringing up a subject that had completely absorbed me for months. It all seemed like the least likely of coincidences.

“That and the enneagram seem especially significant to me,” I said, barely daring to jump into such a meaning-laden subject.

Moacir nodded, his hands settling on the keyboard. “And they are closely related, no?” A big full chord stretched out from the piano.

Before I could answer, he began playing scales with his left hand. “You remember how Gurdjieff teaches that the half tones in each scale form shocks that keep pushing transformation forward? You see, playing the scale with one hand, you cannot really feel that shock, it is more theoretical—but hear this, when I play different modes against each other—”

At that point, Moacir began playing scales in different modes with his right hand, pausing momentarily to accentuate certain confluences between the right- and left-hand scales.

“—now, we can feel the shock when we arrive at the half-tones in both modes at the same time—”

“What’s that?” I asked, perplexed. “Is there a metallic taste in the air?”

“—which is magnified,” he continued, dropping into a dirge-like composition, “when we disguise those intervals inside complex chord progressions—”

Slow and undulating, the piece fell into a recognizable cadence of rhythmic footfalls. The music of a sacred dance. I felt my heart slowing to fall into step with the song of remembering—for what else could it be called? It pulled up memories from the bottom of the bottomless pool of life, casting images onto the back of my eyes that were immediately recognizable but too intricate to grasp intellectually. Except that it became apparent that the music was turning backward, revolving back into the dark of time, unwinding all the complexities of the Many back into the essence of the One. As the music slowed, the images lasted longer, as if we were actually arriving somewhere closer to the center of gravity. Arriving somewhere we were coming to a stop.

Superimposed on the living room, as if its far wall extended out indefinitely, an entirely different kind of space opened up. A gigantic sphere of light pulsed slowly, throwing off infinitely smaller versions of itself, each of which traveled a different distance away before stopping and falling back into the sphere. The entire scene moved like a dance, like the very dance of creation, for the relationships between these lights possessed the same kind of instantaneous meaning one finds in dream images. It was manifest that each of these smaller lights was an individual being and that the distance each traveled away from the center was the actual distance from the act of creation—that each realized its own unique reflection of the sphere as the result of the diameter it established at the apogee of its travel. I was not aware of these relationships sinking into my awareness—it was all as self-evident as looking at a landscape in nature.

What struck me most was the difference in velocity between the small lights traveling away from the center and their return: the movement outward and away from the sphere seemed to be one of aching slowness, whereas the movement back inward and toward the sphere was nearly instantaneous. It reminded me of a ball snapped back on an elastic string. I was watching, I realized, the underlying reality of birth and death.

The music stopped.

The vision faded from view.

Only then did I realize tears were rolling down my cheeks. I wiped them away with a sleeve.

Moacir watched me with the most beatific smile.

“That’s some shock,” I said, barely holding back a belly laugh.

“I am very happy for you,” he replied, standing and offering me his hand.

I took it in both of mine. “Everything has changed,” I said gratefully.

He placed a hand on my shoulder, replying as if by rote, “And yet nothing has changed.”

We walked to the front door in kindred silence.

“Don’t worry, you will see it again,” he said as I stepped out onto the porch.

I turned and raised my hand in salute.

“And now,” he answered, closing the door softly, “back to work.”





SEVEN

1971

“Now I know where I am.”

Master Khigh Alx Dhiegh narrowed his eyes, looking hard at me. “Very well, tell me.”

“I have been here before, I just didn’t know how to get back.” And I went into a detailed account of the experience I had had a year and a half earlier with Moacir Santos.

He listened intently, the tip of his index finger tapping lightly on pursed lips.

“This is certainly an unexpected sign,” he murmured when I’d finished. “You had already seen the Oracle before we met.”

As usual, his words threw me back on myself. I shook my head, trying to clear cobwebs.

“Now I’m lost again.”

“Why? You were doing so well there!”

“I can see that the living images of the trigrams and the sphere of light are in the same where,” I replied slowly. “But I’m more confused than ever trying to think of it as the Oracle.”

He sat back in his chair and took a few minutes sipping his tea.

“Do you know why I dislike explaining things to you?” he finally asked.

“I have always assumed it is because you feel the best way to learn is by doing, by direct experience.”

“So it is,” he replied, nodding. “Nonetheless, rules are meant to be broken.”

He made an exaggerated grimace and waved me to relax and lean back in my chair.

“The where you are learning to enter is the In-Between World. This is a very delicate matter and quite difficult to talk about without confusing the uninitiated.” He set his teacup on the stand to his right, grudgingly warming up to speaking. “It is neither the world of matter nor the world of spirit. As you are finding out, it is quite real. An autonomous realm ordinarily hidden from the five senses. But quite real. It is the world of pure psyche that exists before it splits into conscious and unconscious, the first kind of awareness of being that exists before awareness of thinking. These living images you encounter are pure psyche itself before it is individuated into personal awareness. It is the World Soul that stands between the world of spiritual intent and the world of animate manifestation.”

He paused, giving his words time to sink in.

“Think of it like water for a moment. In its more rarefied state, water is vapor. In its more solidified state, water is ice. The In-Between World is water-psyche. Soul. The realm of living images that translate the ether of spiritual intent into the ice of animate manifestation. This has long been called the realm of living archetypes, of angels. Not angels in the cute greeting card sense, you understand, but in the sense of living messages of the sacred. In the sense of archetypes emanating every individual form.”

He cocked his head to one side, listening to what he was to say next.

“When I said you had already seen the Oracle before meeting me, I did not mean that the sphere of light you encountered was the Oracle. What I meant was that the entire realm within which it—and all the other living images dwell—is the Oracle. It is the World Soul and Its speaking in the symbolic language of images that is the Oracle. It is a place utterly familiar to infants and young children. It is the realm of awareness before words.”

He took a sip of tea and, instead of returning it to its stand, held it between his hands.

“Gaining entry to this realm requires a peculiar kind of concentration,” he said, staring into his cup as if it were a well. “It requires one-pointed concentration on a single focus, as if one were driving a wedge into empty space. This is the function of a diviner—to fashion a question of images, of symbols, and concentrate on those images to the exclusion of all else. But this is focused concentration devoid of words. The question needs to be fashioned of the same material as the Oracle itself. You have already seen that this can be accomplished through sacred music. We can say the same of sacred dance and art. But we cannot think our way into being with words. We have to revert to the kind of pure awareness we find in certain types of dreams that are filled with living symbols, the meanings of which evolve over time. Which is why the practice has been called realizing the dream body, or subtle body. By single-pointed concentration on their own pure psyche, diviners gain entry to the living dream substance of the In-Between Realm.”

I decided to press my luck with a question. “When you say this realm is autonomous, you mean it isn’t just in my imagination?”

He jerked his head up, coming out of his trance abruptly. “Precisely. It isn’t in your imagination—your imagination is in it! That is what pure psyche is: Imagination! You are training your imagination-body to re-enter the universal autonomous imagination that has given it form.”

“But—” I started to object.

He held up a hand, stopping me short. “You see? This is the difficulty we find in talking about this matter. You think you know what I mean by imagination before you have fully explored the question on your own.”

He sat erect in his chair and signaled with his hand for me to do the same.

“Breathe,” he said firmly.

“Focus,” he said softly.

“And now, back to work,” he said from a distance.

Which struck me as the least likely kind of coincidence.





EIGHT

1976

“I’m doing an article on the work of Dr. Robert Sharp and he gave me your name as someone who might talk about the technique he calls the press. Would you be willing to tell me what you got from the experience?”

“Of course,” I answered the woman on the other end of the phone. “It trained me for the moment of dying.”





NINE

1972

The Hotel Oasis was haunted.

Haunted by time, which had made its lower two floors uninhabitable. Haunted by the sea, whose salt air and occasional storms ate away at its every surface. Haunted by the jungle that edged up on it from every side, threatening to overrun its monolithic edifice and reclaim it as its own. Haunted, too, by the animals that were its only other occupants.

The night clerk led me up two flights of stairs to room 317 and wandered off whistling porpoise noises that receded back down the stairs, blending into the chirrups of the small brown bats feeding beneath the recessed lights of the balcony.

There were also the otherworldly croaks of the hundreds of geckos likewise feeding on the insects drawn to the only lights in a mile radius. They clung to the stucco walls and ceilings with their little round sucker feet, hanging just inside any shadow they could find, their bulbous black eyes too big for their heads, darting like arrows at every bug attracted to the lighted stucco. What led them to emit such eerie mechanical sounds was unclear. They seemed to come at random. They neither attracted nor repulsed other geckos. Nor anything else, for that matter. Perhaps they were just singing. Or chanting, maybe. It did actually sound a bit like Tibetan throat singing.

I stood there like that for a long time, letting the night pour over me. It was deep and wide.

And full.

But it was starless and moonless nonetheless: cooling moisture from the warm sea trapped against the mountains ringing the town condensed to cover the sky from prying eyes.

The ocean started and stalled like a dark idling engine. Like the shhhuuuuhh of the wind through high mountain pines, it was a prescient sound, the first oracle announcing the impending arrival—or return—of something momentous. Anxious and reassuring at the same time. Fragile and dangerous at once. The goddess perpetually ready to unite for the sake of love, that no tear shall ever go forgotten. The moon’s consort. The world heart pounding in the world ear, pulse starting and stalling, dark idling engine driving the world hands into a frenzy of grasping. It echoed out there in the dark, as invisible as in the day.

An owl hooted from its roost in one of the palm trees erupting from the hotel courtyard. A few scattered floodlights illuminated the leafy fronds of the treetops that were eye-level with the third floor. Every room faced out onto the courtyard from a wide balcony that wrapped all the way around the horseshoe-shaped hotel.

It was there, next to the balcony’s waist-high railing and beneath one of its recessed lights, that I settled into an armchair I had dragged from my room. Letting the haunting pour over me. It was deep and wide.

And long.

A profound and unbroken still held the hotel in thrall. Except for the otherworldly croaking of geckos. And the infrequent huuuuu of an owl. And the constant, nearly inaudible, heartbeat of the sea.

The night of time poured over me.

Lifetimes passed before my eyes.

Geckos darted from shadow to shadow.

The ocean dreamed.

Huuuuu

Geckos scrambled and swirled against the stucco like an Escher drawing.

I felt my electrons spinning faster and faster.

The ocean saw something momentous in its crystal ball.

Huuuuu

The geckos all froze stock still, pressing themselves into the stucco.

It is the sound of a few stray hairs on your worn cotton collar.

Involuntarily, I pressed myself into the armchair. Adrenaline kicked in and the persistence of vision gave way to the slow motion strobe effect of reality.

Snapshot of a wingtip just at the end of my nose. Snapshot of a wingspan stretching out in front of my eyes, to a distant wingtip on the far horizon. Snapshot of golden talons dangling like living daggers. Snapshot of feathers along wing, back, tail, rippling in flight. Snapshot of the biggest owl in all creation soaring past the tip of my nose like an archangel on a mission.

As fierce as any monster.

As close as your eyelashes.

As quiet as a forgotten ghost.

Over the waist-high railing it came, past my nose, crossing the balcony, straight toward the stucco wall outside my room.

Straight toward the wall, headfirst. Moving fast as a hungry owl.

At the last possible instant, however, it braked with wings and tail, suddenly turned vertical, facing the wall, and, in one
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