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Chapter One: Going inside and looking out

The very old woman took Tuko’s hand and led him to the Tree, the shaded place where the elders, surrounded by toddlers, infants, and babe-carrying mothers usually spent the heat of day. Now, there was nobody, except for the pig tied to a nearby sapling, eagerly awaiting the wrung-out grated coconut that it knew was coming, and the rooster, for once quiet, occupied with something small and wriggly. Still holding his hand with her dry, strongly wrinkled, bony fingers, Narra, the old Mananambal, stood and looked deep into Tuko’s eyes for a long, challenging moment. It did not make him uncomfortable. Her eyes may have been like stones falling through space, but there was a twinkle of profound understanding as well as that Filipina warmth, aged to authentic sweetness. “I know what you seek, young man!” She squeezed his hand and smiled, cracking every line and wrinkle in her face, arranging them into fascinating new patterns of benevolent wisdom. “You are ready; you know? Only few ask those questions you ask, and not with your passion! You got everybody talking about animals having a soul, and plants being intelligent, and babies choosing their parents. You want to know truth. About God, the universe, about yourself? Yes, you are ready!” 

She placed a banana-leaf wrapped parcel on the split bamboo deck that neatly surrounded the Tree, and slowly unfolded its content.  There were twenty-five gray mushrooms with a few purple smudges. “Do not take lunch, Tuko, you already had breakfast! Take these mushrooms with you to the cave my great grandson Joel will show you and eat them there. Eat nothing else! There is water in the cave. Spend the night in the cave and come back tomorrow!”

Tuko had learned to respect the old sorceress in the time he stayed with this family that lived a good walk inland from Bulalacao. Everybody respected and adored her. She always knew exactly what she was doing. He had seen her heal a child just by touching. He had no doubt she knew what she was doing now, so he accepted the cool parcel, and without words touched his forehead with the wrinkled hand that had given it. The old woman kissed his forehead, loudly calling “Joel” across to the coconut-tree-studded slope where young boys were trying to ride an adult-sized bicycle between the trees and a few astonished watching water buffaloes. “Don’t take anything except a warm shirt, long trousers, and your water bottle,” added the Mananambal, turning away from the little boy that was about to arrive. “You may get answers to all your questions tonight! And if you get scared—breathe! Breathing is the key, don’t forget that!” The boy was keen to be on their way, so Tuko went to his hut, dressed, and grabbed his drinking bottle, and clicked it to his belt. They soon had left the inhabited area behind and followed a near invisible goat path through the steaming jungle. Lunch-time was over, and the afternoon shaped up to make for another blistering hot day. After spending weeks on the glorious beaches of Puerto Galera and then Bulalacao, swimming for hours every day, having glorious sex with a Goddess on one of the smaller islands, the effort of a hard walk up the mountain path quickly caused a good sweat. They did however more or less follow a gurgling little stream that held good, cool water to freshen up with occasionally. The trees eventually broke to take them to a clearing where the water cascaded down in a stepped waterfall from a high wall of glittering rock. Dragon-flies flirted with the spray and there were several types of butterfly Tuko had not seen before, dancing in chaotic harmony between flowering plants along the water. Surely, he suddenly thought, beauty must be at the heart of what is true, at the core of all understanding. 

“Where you from, sir?” Joel had been quiet while walking, but now he sat down on a rock, looking interested. “From a little village near Admont in Austria, Joel, and you, sir?” “Oh, oh, I’m from here,” Joel stated the obvious. “Why do you spend the night in the cave, sir? Are you not afraid?” Tuko laughed but was then serious with his answer. “Joel, we hear so many voices with our ears and see so many pictures with our eyes. Where can you find enough quiet to get far enough away from the noise and distraction? To find out about yourself and about God, and about how you feel inside when you are alone.” Joel looked as if this made complete sense to him. “You can see the cave from here!” He pointed to a tree high up above the clearing. “Behind that tree! Easy to find, only follow the back of this hill. I will leave you now. Me very hungry!” “Bye, and thank you for bringing me here, Joel,” said Tuko, feeling his own first pangs of appetite. In a blink, the boy disappeared in the forest, and then there was just the humming of insects, the clicking sounds of the dragon-flies changing gears, and the voice of water falling and jumping between stones. Another perfect paradise! How could anybody feel alone surrounded by so much amazing life? Tuko stripped naked, walked into the pool underneath the fall and took a shower that left him clean and ready for the final climb to the cave. Dried by the sun in minutes, he soon hiked up the slope, climbing over boulders and across a crevasse seamed with pink little flowers, and past a few massive old trees, until he found the right tree. The cave mouth behind it was large enough to comfortably walk in, although the cave-floor near the entrance looked a bit uneven and a little wet. A snake had been lying there on a hot rock, and now it slithered downwards into the cave and disappeared. “Great,” Tuko said out loud. It was a New Moon, and he had no torch. Think positive! Snakes don’t bite calm people! He took out the banana-leaf parcel and proceeded to eat the clean enough fungi he had been given by the sorceress. Their slightly acidic taste brought back the boy’s question—was he scared? What should he be scared about? The truth? Unknown fears? Ghosts? Snakes may be. No, he was ready to face whatever came up, he had nothing to hide from himself, no discomfort to run from. Maybe he was ready! Maybe this was exactly what he most needed. So, he carefully climbed down the mouth of the cave and found a dry, vaulted room with an almost even floor, as well as a smaller grotto that adjoined where a trickle of water ran down a ledge that it had carved into the wall. He refilled the water bottle and climbed back outside to check for the snake but saw a red fireball of sun visibly fall toward the treeline, reminding him how short the days here were. The cooling air and the buzzing of several mosquitoes reminded Tuko to put on his shirt and track-pants. Then he smacked two of the suckers that landed on his semi-exposed wrist. 

His two years of study at the “Institut für Physik” in Graz seemed far behind him in the past now; not quite real when compared to being a part of nature, and to feeling how things worked. The swimming had washed off much of the academic dust, and the Filipino smiles had warmed his receptive heart, softened the warrior athlete and given him back his boyhood sense of adventure. Life was precious and it was now. And without a doubt he was in paradise!

Quickly spreading shadows had Tuko furtively looking around for snakes, but there was nothing—only the yawning mouth of the cave that now vaguely looked like the vagina of a large, black woman, the tree one of her shamelessly pulled up legs, a cluster of piled boulders the other. When he entered, an earthy acidity was in his mouth and a sense of knowing himself with purpose, with immediacy, endowed with near ritual-like significance. He felt like nothing was ever going to be the same again...

He was drawn to a spot where he sat down after brushing off the bat dung that seemed to hang everywhere, and a rounded part of the cave-wall offered lower back support when he leaned back slightly. It was now completely dark. The only thing that connected him with the world was the touch of the rock-wall, and the smell of guano. The bats must have flown out already, if there were still any. And there was the snake somewhere, but he heard nothing, not even the water, from where he sat. The world had disappeared.

The cave seemed to amplify the silence, throwing it all back at him from its rounded walls, an orchestra of non-music, almost too loud for its intense non-substance. And the dark cave was—breathing! It was like a living thing, a belly that digested sounds and images, breaking them up into their composite parts, only to release them rearranged into something beyond themselves. The same was true for thoughts and emotions. Thoughts were loud things that the cave would not ignore or tolerate without exposing them exactly for what they were. Most were too silly to even entertain, and, of course, the snake also was unlikely to accept casual or merit-less thoughts...But the darkness also held a different sort of significance that could not be escaped so easily. The black walls hid long-forgotten images of early childhood that spoke of forgotten pain, of undigested realities, of fearful experiences—and there was no way to avoid, to walk away from any of it! Tuko felt instantly sick enough to vomit as soon as he tried to avoid what was. But as soon as he embraced what the cave put to him—the fearful energy instantly evaporated, and he soon saw with new eyes what was going on. There was no running from the truth here, that much he understood. There were images of death and dying, prenatal images, memories of birth, and they all held a potential of fear that he was sure could be faced to then be released by the cave. There was no other way to reach well-being. Every feeling and every thought instantly projected themselves in full color and unforgiving sound onto the canvas of absolute darkness, but things that he could accept no longer received any energy and faded out. Tuko knew that whatever happened from here on would be his creation alone. For now—he was the creator, and he was his only hope. He was quite possibly all there was, all there could be.

What was he doing here? Why was he here? Oh yeah—to discover Truth, that was it. Of course! 

Who was he and why was he? Was he one to want the truth given to him casually? Did he expect to get the truth for free, or by luck? By thinking? Things were not like that, no. He would have to do the actual work he now knew was waiting for him, the work needed to be ready for ultimate truth. And not some time in the future. Now! There was no other time—and there never had been! Only a full personal commitment to now and here could possibly go further than this...this mix of reality and illusion, this entrapment by age, gender, upbringing, genes, culture and religious teachings everybody identified as reality. The entrapment by the body. All these factors precluded the mind from simply perceiving what there really was. Another trap was obviously greed, even the greed for knowledge or truth! Greed was too active-minded to retain the ability to receive, too focused on one thing to allow circumspection and wholeness of perspective. As soon as he had a handle on these insights, he started breathing out his greed for knowledge, emptying himself of desire of all kinds, one breath for all the forms desire took for him. This worked so perfectly well that he did the same thing for fear  and anger and every other bad attitude he found in himself. The strange thing was—he knew with complete certainty that what he was doing here was exactly it, was the best possible shortcut through the tasks he felt he had to face. It was like having a finger on the pulse of reality and of self-creation! The more he simply and honestly looked at himself, the clearer everything became. The act of thinking became very slow and there was no ‘doing’ in it now. And the thoughts he started having felt sacred, eternal even, as if not at all his own. 

Tuko became increasingly aware of his body losing its former solidity and mixing its substance with its surroundings, like an ethereal thing that, freed from the illusions of the eye, proved to be nothing but pure energy. Where was he—and where began the rock, the air? Was it all in one piece, as it seemed to him in the dark? Another wave of incense-like sacredness flooded every thought with natural magic, and Tuko no longer saw himself as one of six billion people, his mind only one of many. In the here and now, all reference to other humans was now gone, irrelevant! There was only himself, an archaic man, and only him. He was the One here, now. Maybe there was only the One—and he was the only fully conscious part of it...

A strong fragrance of the eternally sacred transported his senses into fuller acceptance, into fuller responsibility. Frankincense? The smell of earth? He filled himself with it. The cave walls felt as if they were leaning down on him in embrace or ownership; he could feel their touch on his skin, like  neurons of awareness growing on the outside of his body. From all directions, living earth spirits reached out to him and whispered of death and decay, but only those things actually died that he did not wish to retain. Illusions mostly, ego, and fear of death disintegrated with every impeccable breath. They were all teachers, those spirits! With this, his body expanded towards the cave walls, until he felt himself filling up the entire cave, until he sat packed in a cave that felt like a tight-fitting garment. Where did he end, and where did the cave begin? To think this made him laugh out loud! Those defined borders between things were nothing but illusion based on imagined division! He inhaled what was outside, and gave back to the air what he had only just held deep inside. Had he not always eaten the outside, making it his inside and his own substance, and then shat it all back to the outside—just as his body itself would eventually decay and return to the ‘outside,’ the earth? A cyclical race from mother earth, back to mother earth—that was his body! A moment in the life of earth. He knew with suddenly brilliant clarity that he, Tuko, was earth! A participant of earth, a flicker of her life, her awareness.

Moisture trickled with intimate scents from rocky crevices and hidden nooks over smooth stony surfaces, changing into inner juices that seeped on, through the membranes and canals of the cave, through the body that also was the cave. His body was truly the cave he inhabited. He had always lived inside a cave! Quite different from a
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