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WHEN MY FATHER died of cancer in 2010 he left me all the inspired writing he’d produced since experiencing a moment of spiritual discovery in his early twenties. I’d known he planned to entrust me with this collection of manuscripts and we’d talked of it often.

Writing was one of the interests Dad and I shared, though our focus was in different areas. My passion has always been writing for children, but I spent most of my working life as a journalist and editor. Dad was inspired to write spiritual pieces that encouraged people seeking truth to turn their attention inward, rather than looking for answers to the meaning of life in the outside world.

In 1984 Dad’s memoir The Happy Children was released as a bilingual publication by Artlook Books. Over the years he also wrote countless letters on topical subjects to newspapers and became quite well known for these in his local community. However, most of Dad’s writing was only shared among family and friends and did not find a wider audience because he wasn’t driven to seek publication. I always felt that making his work available to other spiritual seekers was my role, although I didn’t take any practical steps to do this until 1999.

At that time Dad was experiencing the greatest challenge of his life — caring for my mother, his beloved “blue-eyed girl” as she slipped ever deeper into Alzheimer’s disease. I wanted to do something to lift his spirits so I published a collection of his essays about Jesus as a small paperback called Beyond the Cross.

When Mum died I expected Dad to pick up his pen again and continue the writing that had been interrupted by more pressing demands on his time and energy, but not long afterwards he was diagnosed with cancer and instead spent his final years in quiet contemplation and communion with nature. It is now my task to pick up where he left off and fulfil the commitment I made to him and myself to take his legacy of spiritual writing to those who might find it helpful on their own life journey.

Some would describe Dad’s inspired writing as “channelling” and this description could easily be applied to the Silent Guardian conversations, which “came through” to him during 1994 and 1996. However you choose to think of the message contained in this collection, it is offered from one heart to another with love.

Teena Raffa-Mulligan
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Author’s note
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For those who are sensitive in such matters, the term “man” as used in this discourse does not, in any way, signify gender. Here, it is used as its original meaning intended — as a reference to the human race collectively. I find the use of he/she and man/woman too cumbersome. Until those who are expert in devising new terms come up with something satisfactory to both sexes, man, as signifying the human race will have to do. The word is deeply ingrained after hundreds of years of use and it will not be lightly cast aside.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PART 1

I.

The Silent Guardian speaks
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IN MY EXISTENCE I have witnessed all things. I have observed the human race in its entirety. Even creation is not a mystery to me. I was there when it issued forth out of the nature that I am. All the changes that followed, I have seen. Nothing have I missed. All things have happened because of me.

To the human race I gave the freedom to choose, to do what they will. I cast them forth in the highest mould, sharing my nature without reservations. I endowed them with the capacity to love and the wisdom to distinguish between good and evil. Intelligence too I bestowed on them, and the desire to know what is true. The perception of what is truth I granted so they would not wander in doubt and uncertainty.

I designed all living things spontaneously and effortlessly, as I did this vast universe for my creatures to live in. From the tiniest thing too small for human eyes to see to the largest, too vast for the human mind to comprehend — all this without fuss or bother, I created. No trials or tribulations touch me. Pain, suffering, the opposites that humans experience — these are not part of my nature.

To humans I am a profound mystery that defies analysis by the keenest intellects. Yea, though mankind extends over millenniums, I will never be cast in symbols or packaged in explanations. Mankind, I will confound you throughout your existence. To share my nature, you will have to come to me in all humbleness and knock on my door. And when you stand before me, naked and stripped of all embellishments, I and I alone will initiate you into the mystery of what I am, of what life is, of what the universe is.

Who am I? you may ask. No — what am I? I am the Silent Guardian of all that ever was, is and will be. Over the long ages of human existence I have spoken to you through those who have been willing instruments on my behalf. This would not have been necessary if you had wisely used what you are endowed with. Yet, because of your fascination with the outer, with sense-produced phenomena and the like, you exalted the individual self above your universal nature and so disregarded the hallowed nature that you are and degenerated into unseemly behaviour of the worst kind.

Creature of mine, why must you do this? Are not gentle, loving ways of selfless disposition good enough for you? You build your palaces in time and ignore your eternal home. Yet, without me, nothing endures. You build with one hand and destroy with the other. You even antagonise the earth with your callous disregard for its welfare. I created you universal man but you vaunt the self above all else. Your mind runs rampant and shatters the universal image into many pieces. Distinction you raise on the pedestal of separation. You divide yourselves one from another. 

I gave you unity. You looked in the mirror of life and saw otherwise. What difference does language, colour, traditions or race make? You were cast mould-like from my nature and mine alone. Neither one above the other I raised you but equal in like manner.

Look inwardly, children of mine. A smile is the same whatever the face. Only the outer differs but what arises inwardly you all share and express outwardly in any way you choose.

The curse of divide and subdivide has taken over. Just look at what you do. There is not a thing you do not quarrel over. What an unruly people you are. You have forgotten your origins and the meaning of loving togetherness. Your behaviour disturbs not only yourselves and the earth but also the surrounding universe of beings who observe the carryings on with amazement and compassion. And also with wonder that you can continue in this fashion and ignore what you have been endowed with — a heavenly nature of the most wondrous kind.

Has the fleshly body completely claimed you? Have the senses woven a web of illusion around you so effectively that you wander in a maze of false perceptions and take these to be right and truthful living? Lift your sights, people of mine, away from the world you know, away from the outer that holds you in its hypnotic grasp. Turn inwards towards the Silent Heart. This abides within regardless of what other conclusions you may have. Join me here in this hallowed domain and you will see your troubles and confusion melt away, like ice and snow on a hot summer's day.

For centuries you have lived outward turned, mesmerised by the play of the senses. The dramatic images cast on the mind hold you enthralled. They fill the screen of the mind and exclude all else. The steps you take are all time tuned, full of familiar experiences that reassure you of your individual existence. This reaffirms your need to know that you are alive, that you exist. Not in being do you find affirmation of what you are but in being distinctive and different. You want to stand out on the separate feet of the self, enclosed in psychological clothes, whatever these may be. Naked I created you, without race, nationality or name. Nonentity is more than your mind can bear and so you created the fashions of the day to suit this inner need to be distinctive through intellectual contrivance.

The more you dressed the outer, so you neglected the inner — your life source. That which raises you to heavenly status you ignore while you pursue your dreams on earth. Clothe the body, shelter it, feed the mind and emotions with superfluous extravaganza, stimulate and titillate the senses so that they convey exotic tastes and erotic sensations. 

Have your fill of these things until you are satiated with experiences. When you have had your fill and you deign to raise your sights, when you are moved to ask, "Is there a deeper meaning to life?" and you sincerely move on a voyage of discovery, then I will be your destination — something far greater than the little self you are. And in joining with me your question will be answered in a way that will surprise you.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
"The
Silent
Guardian






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





