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	Introduction to 
	Raw Consciousness



Let me save us both some time: if you are looking for a book that 
promises to give you the secret of the universe in ten easy steps, or a neat spiritual manual wrapped in absolute 
certainty, put this back on the shelf. You won't find it here.


What you will find in these pages is something far more troubling, and infinitely more interesting: 
a record of what happens when a lifetime spent looking at the world through the cold, unforgiving lens of physics 
crashes headlong into experiences that simply refuse to fit inside the frame.


I spent nearly sixty years trying to explain away the first anomaly. I was fifteen years old, 
lying in the dark, when the ceiling above my bed dissolved and I felt myself rising towards the black sky, stone sober, 
terrified, and entirely aware that what was happening was impossible. Three years later, in a university biology 
lecture, I watched a single cell make an unscripted choice that no mechanistic textbook had prepared me for. Two years 
after that, on a kitchen floor in Adelaide, my father’s face came apart into transparent layers of mind and bone, and 
something in me stood to one side of the panic, silent and untouched, simply watching the storm.


I didn't turn to mysticism. I turned to physics. I spent decades digging through quantum mechanics, 
general relativity, and non-locality, looking for a vocabulary precise enough to hold what I’d witnessed without 
resorting to cheap superstitious comfort.


I built a quiet, disciplined life around a single question.


What is a thing, before anyone looks at it?


Then, in 2020, on a freezing pre-dawn morning by an ancient Roman aqueduct in Italy, the universe 
stopped letting me investigate it from a safe distance.


What began as a quiet, twelve year meditation practice between my partner and myself ruptured into a 
series of explicit, unprompted sessions with a presence that called itself Osiris.
 

It didn't speak in riddles or demand worship. It spoke in the language of relational physics, field 
theory, and ancient Vedic philosophy, laying out a model of reality that turned every assumption I had ever held about 
consciousness, identity, and the boundaries of human separation entirely inside out.


This book is the unvarnished ledger of those sessions and the sixty years of questioning that led up 
to them. It moves from the subatomic scale of quantum entanglement to the ancient habit of human tribalism, and 
ultimately to the looming horizon of non-biological super intelligence, offering a radical reframing of what it 
actually means to be a living, breathing mind in an undivided cosmos.


I don't offer you proof. Anyone writing a book like this who promises you proof is selling you 
certainty they haven't earned. I offer you only an account, described as accurately as I know how, from an 
investigation I couldn't stop making, and a single, undeniable conclusion.


You are not a stranger stranded in an indifferent world. You are a whirlpool holding its shape in a 
river that has never once been divided.


Keep reading, even when it starts to sound like the kind of thing you'd normally close a book over. 
I've earned some trust with you, I hope, by holding nothing back. Step onto the track.


Let’s see where the walk takes us.
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    Chapter One 
    Finding Consciousness



It started on an ordinary night, in an ordinary room, with three people 
who would go home the next morning and remember it as nothing at all.


I remember the exact texture of the synthetic carpet under my bare feet. I remember someone's cheap 
stereo playing a drone of guitar riffs, none of us would be able to name a week later. I remember the small paper 
square passed to me like it was nothing, a quiet rite of passage half the world was performing that year in damp 
bedsits, share houses, and back gardens. There was nothing special about mine, except for what happened next.


I won't tell you what happened next. Not in this chapter.


By morning, the nineteen year old who'd swallowed that paper square wasn't quite the same person who'd 
taken it. I never repeated it, not from fear, though there was plenty of that later, but because some part of me 
understood, even then, that you don't go looking to get struck by lightning twice. A man who chases the storm a second 
time has usually missed the point of the first strike entirely.


What happened in that room, what I actually saw, and the part of me that watched me seeing it, belongs 
to the next chapter. I'm holding it back on purpose. Not to tease you, but because if I hand it to you now, before 
you've had a reason to trust I'm not just another man with a drug story and a paperback theory, you'll read it the way 
you'd read anyone else's, as an anecdote. I don't want that. I want you reading it as evidence, however shaky, of the 
only question I've spent fifty years trying to answer: What is this presence looking out through my 
eyes right now, reading this sentence, and was it the same thing looking out through mine that night in that 
room?


By the following week, I'd made a decision that had nothing to do with logic: I was leaving. Not just 
leaving the room or my friend the drummer, but leaving the version of my life that had been laid out for me by two 
decent, unremarkable parents who wanted, understandably, a decent, unremarkable life for their son. Whatever I'd touched 
that night made that life look, suddenly, like a very small room in a very large house I hadn't known existed. 
I've spent the fifty six years since walking through the rest of that house, one door at a time.


This book is the floor plan I've drawn from memory.


I want to be honest with you about where I stand, because a book that hides its author's doubts isn't 
worth your time. I'm what you might call an Abrahamic atheist. For most of my life, I've agreed with Richard Dawkins, 
who dismisses the metaphysical as unnecessary, unevidenced, and largely obsolete, a position built on strict scientific 
naturalism, the assumption that matter and its physical laws are the whole story. I still largely agree with him. But I 
no longer think the case is completely closed.


We understand so little of what actually underpins quantum reality. It may be nothing more than 
physics we haven't finished mapping yet. Or it may be something else, something sitting underneath the equations the 
way the equations sit underneath the apple falling from the tree.


In the Newtonian world, an apple falls, and there's nothing mysterious about why: mass, gravity, 
done. But that isn't the deepest layer we know about. Quantum mechanics describes a far stranger world underneath, 
governed by probability rather than certainty, where events occur without a determining cause, where time itself bends 
depending on how fast you're moving through it. Einstein didn't overturn Newton's apple; he revealed that the ground it 
fell onto was never as solid as it looked. If matter itself dissolves into probability the moment you look closely 
enough, it isn't unreasonable to ask whether human consciousness has a similarly unresolved foundation, something 
science hasn't yet built the instruments to measure, rather than something that was never there to find.


Some of what I experienced that night could fairly be called hallucinatory, and I won't ask you to 
set that word aside; I haven't been able to either. But the first hand experience of awareness, even a chemically 
altered one, may still tell us something true, the way a controlled experiment can reveal something real, even though 
it was engineered rather than stumbled upon in the wild.


It took me decades to notice that what happened to a nineteen year old in the early seventies, a kid 
who had never heard the word Brahman and had zero framework for the collapse of his own ego, echoed an inquiry the 
Vedic tradition had been having for three thousand years. It never claimed reality was governed by a distant god handing 
down commandments. It described Brahman: a single, infinite field of consciousness underlying all existence, where 
individual minds aren't separate entities, but simply the many points through which one undivided awareness experiences 
itself.


I offer that not as a dogmatic answer, but as a lens. I didn't have that lens at nineteen. I only 
had the raw, terrifying, beautiful collision with reality as it unfolded.


So let us step back into that room. Here is what I saw, what I felt, and the part of it I still, 
after half a century of turning it over in the dark, cannot fully explain.


I won't tidy it up for you.

 
I will give it to you exactly as it happened, and leave it to you to decide what 
it means.
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