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Preface



[image: ]


I step in with my foot and it disappears into blue, the color surrounding my foot. It is effortless and inviting, for my foot seems to have shed its weight and burden of body. I continue in one plunge, all the way in, and my body disappears.






I wanted to go to another world. One in which there were no tears and suffering, and no obligation to solve the sufferings of the world. Does such a carefree world exist? Would I really be happy in such a world? Isn’t the essence of human existence to exercise your will and to struggle as you seek good? 

Why do I seek a different world? What need does it fulfill? Why not be an ordinary person who finds love and has their world transformed? For love is magical, and it can transform the world in an instant. I wonder why my life had danced around a full love. Rather, it has slow-burning loyalties . . .

A tension of opposites plays, where each side has its truth. Can two different things be true at once? Can a life be seemingly insignificant in the scheme of things and yet, from another view, be of utmost significance? Can we look at our life as something that could be lived much fuller and also one that has held surprising richness? 

I have not forgotten. This journey began with the promise of another world and has been diverted into speculation about the nature of reality. 

A portal was necessary, an entryway to begin. What if I had just found the door and lingered, unable to step inside? What if the cloud beyond was too thick, the edge too steep, the unknown too unsettling? Consider our imagination is a connection to an astral body, a second type of body. When we imagine or dream, we engage our spirit-body, which has its own risks and joys.  

A thousand years from now, where will the sweep of history leave the present which we find ourselves in? What will last, and what will be forgotten? Maybe it is mostly in-between, unconsciously remembered or continued––in which acts of love reverberate centuries later. Can love be that powerful?






Alas, I tarried before the portal. The door was there, for sure, outlined in white, glowing. Beyond is a blueness which only takes definition upon entering. I did not know what awaits.

I paused, wanting to step in, yet hesitating. I realized I will be changed forever if I entered. I would not be the same again. If I go, I will not remember my name, and the things I see will not make normal sense to me. I may even change bodily form, become a worm or a vapor. 

Despite this unknowingness, I could not come this far and not enter. You do not have to go with me. I have no guarantees of what lies beyond. Despite these doubts, I believe something important about our nature and of the universe will be revealed if you join me. To start, we have to let our bodies dissolve.... 
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Chapter One
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It was like I was erased but still there. The blue disappeared my body and encased it, although for a time I felt its faint lineaments. Gradually, it merged with the blue surround, as I sensed a rushing trail of wind with my former limbs. Shades of blue mixed with wisps of white tracers where I willed my movement. This near bodyless state should have been disturbing, but it was novel and it gave freedom of movement in three dimensions. Yet without land or something solid, I am moving, seeking a harbor, a settled place where I could rest. 

I was in a land of movement without a clear destination and only pastels washing me between a deep blue and a white froth of movement. What was left of me was a type of essence, a distillation of spirit where faint impulses registered and sent me in a direction with no defined end. Was I lost? Or was I coming to something I needed to connect with, what was left after my body had dissolved? 

What was this essence, this thing of me that was still present, despite my passage through a dissolving portal, which must have been a type of death? What am I left with? It was something the body had been connected with, but now, without the body as a distraction, an essence was left, attenuated and more whimsical, without a body to anchor it. No longer was there a body to enact things in the world, and no longer was there a world to act within. A sadness came at this loss, but I sensed the loss was present to learn something about my being, which was in a state of passage. 

What was the essence that was left, then? There was consciousness and movement, and the two seemed mixed. Consciousness depended on movement. Or did it? I could try to become absolutely still and see what surfaced, what was left. . .  

I stilled the movement. At first it was frightening, as if my air-like being would become even more faint and attenuated. Then I found the vapor that was me becoming concentrated into a glowing design, a soul essence. Upon this, I hung and focused my consciousness. For it felt to be the source of my consciousness. And a funny thing was that, though it was an innermost part of me, it was part of something larger, a cosmic consciousness. That another was present in my innermost being was surprising. Yet, it completed the triad of consciousness, movement, and connection. It was something, I sensed, that would be there forever. For there would always be consciousness, movement, and connection between beings. 

From this soul essence, a new me could come forth and I summoned that for I could not endure this in-substantialness any longer. 
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From this central glowing element there spread a liniment, a circumference, to that which is my soul. A white-yellow thin outline of light formed a rectangular field, defining a receptacle for that which could hold a body. This house for the soul and body that was not yet there was a cause for wonder, how this soul center and circumference were the maker of body. It was temple-like with mathematical proportions. I felt this soul structure to be ultimately indestructible and eternal, able to survive whatever onslaught could come from the outside. The only thing that could harm it would be yourself who could try to undo its structure, or give it such slight notice that it might become near invisible. 

Yet this soul structure had such potential, able to sprout limbs and body, for soul inherently seeks to become an actor in the world. This soul would always be with me and was a lifelong friend, and I sought to know it better. For why ignore or not pay any heed to the essence of life that was my life? Should I not want to know it better, to find out what sustained it, what would make it brighter, what causes it to dim and suffer? 

This soul essence was not so much a word but an architecture, a structure of being. I wondered about the mystery of this soul house, invisible to our regular eye, yet could readily be sensed and imagined. It was there, had been all
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