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Chapter 1: The Depth of Silence

	 

	There was a time when I believed that dreams were simply the mind's polite way of looking the other way.

	A soft little power cut that you forget by morning, then carry on with coffee, noise, and that self-deceiving seriousness that earthly life is so fond of calling important. I later realised – that view was about as sophisticated as trying to understand the ocean by studying a puddle left by the rain.

	We sometimes look at our own small reflecting surface and believe we have glimpsed the depths. When really we were just staring at the sky upside down. Years after I first began to sense how thin the boundary is between waking and something far more vast, I could no longer look back at the world with that same naive clarity.

	Not because I had understood everything. I was still a fair distance from that. More because I had slipped too many times into spaces that neither language, nor reason, nor ordinary human tiredness could quite put in their place. And an uncomfortable situation arose: the more I experienced, the less honestly I could pretend that material reality was the whole story.

	I'm not saying this made my life particularly comfortable. Truth rarely is that considerate. There's something shameless about it. Especially when you've painstakingly assembled a working worldview for yourself, and then existence reaches over and pulls out one of the load-bearing columns in a single move. Then watches to see what you do with it. This happened to me more than once. The universe evidently has its own particular sense of humour. Not sophisticated, I'll grant you, but undeniably persistent.

	At first, meditation was the door. Or so I thought. Later, dreams became the corridors. Then lucid dreams, the staircases. Out-of-body experiences were no longer doors or corridors at all – they were something else entirely. More like the moment you realise that the house you had been living in was never a house, only a carefully lit corner of an endless hall. And you had no idea until then that the walls weren't load-bearing. They were just habits. It didn't happen overnight. It arrived much more slowly. In layers. Sometimes in ways that were unsettlingly ordinary. Other times with such intensity that when I returned, it was my earthly room that seemed the poorer place, not the other world too large.

	That was perhaps the first truly interesting realisation. That other spaces exist was still acceptable. But that some of them are more real than what we call reality here – that genuinely stopped me in my tracks. There, colours were not simply visible. They permeated. It wasn't my eyes that perceived them but something in me that I had never used to full capacity within the body. And yet it wasn't part of my body either. There were shades about which even the most enthusiastic painter here on Earth could only say that there is no remotely similar pigment in any palette available to us. There were lights that didn't illuminate things but reminded them of what they were. And there was movement that conquered not distance, but intention. If I wanted to go somewhere, wanting it clearly was enough. And if I felt like moving slowly, I could fly instead. Just for the pleasure of it. People rarely appreciate the landscape when they're rushing, even when they happen to be doing it without a body.

	Over the years I came to understand that the other side is not a single place. If you can even call it a place – it pays no attention to the earthly hysteria around distance. There were layers, fields, intelligent spaces, passageways, territories saturated with memory and feeling. Some were quiet, like an ancient thought. Others buzzed with movement, as though someone were dreaming millions of dreams inside them simultaneously, and not one was content to stay silent. There were regions where I immediately knew my arrival was not accidental. And there were others where that very certainty was what I considered the greatest danger. Because certainty that comes too quickly is usually just self-deception in a good suit. Earth provides ample educational material on the subject for anyone willing to pay attention.

	By then I had been through a great many experiences. More than I would initially have been willing to take seriously. There were nights when I simply drifted through something, like a curious stranger passing through. There were dawns when I returned feeling as though I had left an entire life half-finished somewhere else. And it happened more than once that I didn't want to come back at all. Some journeys were more like teachings. Some more like warnings. And there were those whose meaning I only understood years later, when the person asking questions inside me had long since ceased to be the same one who had set out. 

	The entertainment phase lasted longer than I care to admit. I was too fascinated by it. And being human, fascination quickly becomes excess. I got good at control. In lucid dreams I could steer. I could summon. I could edit. I became the director of my own subconscious, barking instructions at the scenery. I could demand novelty, pleasure, intensity, and the dream obeyed like a well-trained dog.

	After a while, flying felt like a video game you'd finished too many times. Lucid dreams, however vivid, began to feel like eating sugar when what you actually needed was a proper meal.

	And then that inner driving force revealed itself. A pressure arrived from somewhere deeper than conscious thought. Like an underground river, pushing its own riverbed forward. It had nothing to do with spirituality in the social media sense. It was a hunger for truth. Or perhaps more precisely, a hunger for coherence. When that hunger took over, my experiences changed. Lucid dreams were no longer playgrounds but classrooms – not the kind where someone writes on a board and sets homework. More like symbolic driftings. I dreamt of doors that wouldn't open until I stopped forcing them. I encountered beings who looked like ordinary people and whose words landed in me like coded messages, because my mind wouldn't have handled the raw format.

	And then there were the whispers. Sometimes I heard my own name, unmistakably. Information that arrived with the softness of intuition, but the precision of fact. I would wake with a sentence in my head that I hadn't thought, yet it would rearrange my understanding of myself and the world for weeks. Sometimes I heard a faint mosquito hum at night after lying down. I searched for the culprit. There was none. Then I heard it during the day as well, whenever I managed to go quiet enough. It wasn't noise. More like a frequency that might always have been there, but until then there hadn't been enough silence around me to hear it. If I focused on it more closely, something unfolded from within it – a mixture of music and human voices from a distance, and yet somehow close, as though several radio stations were broadcasting different programmes simultaneously. I knew it wasn't coming from outside because I could still hear it with headphones on. Sometimes waves of feeling would wash over me. You're close. Go deeper. Let go.

	One day, without any warning, I reached a depth where even the word meditating would have been wrong, had I been able to put it into words at all. There was no technique. No effort. Only awareness and a deep silence settling into itself, until nothing remained that needed doing – only being, existing. And then, on one particularly deep and quiet exhalation that moved through my pineal gland with a kind of disciplined geometric precision, something appeared before my closed eyes and somehow behind them too, there in the darkness – something that was not an image. Only a depth. A blackness that wasn't empty, because emptiness has no texture, and it wasn't quite black in the way a colour is black. It had weight but no heaviness. It was something that exists before forms do. I remember thinking, very quietly, recognising it very clearly: this is different. Because it was. Lucid dreams feel like creative awareness. Out-of-body experiences feel like travelling awareness. Meditation feels like dissolving awareness.

	This absolute dark depth felt like source code beneath all three. Not a place, but a state. I sensed I was only perceiving it as a place to have something to anchor it to – otherwise I wouldn't be able to describe it at all. A medium from which experiences are born. And it didn't feel like something that belonged to me. It didn't feel like my creation. It was ancient, in the way you'd call something genuinely original ancient. Only far deeper, with far more to say.

	And in that moment, a very quiet certainty arrived – so quiet it had no need to announce itself. There is guidance here, if I want it. Not something you believe in. Something you can communicate with.

	I didn't ask for help for a long time. Partly pride, partly curiosity. Partly that old, thoroughly human mistake of believing I would figure everything out alone, because that sounds so noble. I wanted to know how far I could get under my own power. It wasn't noble. Only tiring. Sometimes the seeker isn't brave, just stubborn. In that particular genre, I remained remarkably consistent for quite some time.

	So I did what a seeker does when faced with the infinite, when nothing else is left but honesty. I formed the intention clearly, and then, because I wanted it to be real, I said it out loud.

	'I would like a guide,' I said, feeling simultaneously ridiculous and utterly sincere.

	'One who suits me.'

	The emptiness didn't respond the way a dream would. It didn't transform. It didn't throw a symbol at my feet. It listened. And that listening felt like the universe leaning forward. Then the darkness shifted, as though the emptiness had located the precise frequency of my request and decided to respond on the same wavelength. Something began to take shape before me. A human figure, yet not entirely human. More light than form. Its presence arrived before its outlines had assembled themselves. I sensed it as patient and gently amused. I have no idea where that information came from or how.

	The communication didn't arrive as words but as a thought-shaped thing, a finely dry remark that simultaneously settled into me and stopped in front of me.

	'I was almost beginning to think you'd got lost…'

	I heard no sound in any earthly sense, yet the sentence arrived with such precision it was as though someone had dropped it directly inside my thoughts. The tone was mildly sardonic, calm, and suspiciously entertained. From that single remark alone, I felt as though either I'd finally had some luck, or the cosmos had once again responded with its characteristic sense of humour.

	The figure before me slowly condensed. Not the way a body arrives somewhere, more the way a presence decides to make itself somewhat visible as a courtesy. It had a human form, but only in the way a memory does. It seemed taller than me. Its outlines resonated faintly, as though composed of light and something even finer than that. Its face was not visible. Either there was nothing to see, or that wasn't where I was supposed to be looking. Its presence was complete. It permeated, and had I wanted to, I couldn't have hidden anything of myself from it.

	I knew immediately it was aware of things about me. Not that it put this into words. Its presence simply carried that quality – like someone who walks into a room and brings with them the full backstory.

	'I have been watching you,' it conveyed, before I could ask. 'I saw what you did with what you gradually learned. The curiosity. The entertainment. The adventures. Pushing boundaries simply to see how far it was possible to go.'

	'I called that exploration,' I said, somehow instinctively knowing I didn't even need to speak aloud for this.

	Something like gentle warmth radiated from the figure.

	'You've called many things exploration that you'd have later been better off calling clever distraction.'

	I tried to take offence. I had nothing to work with. It was right. And it was right in a dangerously elegant way.

	'I also saw,' it continued, 'that you grew bored. Of the flying. Of the control. Of the dream obeying you. I saw when all that you'd previously found extraordinary began to feel like not enough. And I saw that you didn't simply want more experiences. You wanted more. Depth. Something real. Something that wouldn't collapse just because you're good at asking. That is why I'm here.'

	I stood in that strange, motionless vastness and let that sentence settle. Part of me found it reassuring not to have to figure everything out alone. Another part found it deeply suspicious. I had already learnt that what arrives too quickly as an answer sometimes only reflects the vanity of the question.

	'But where are we?' I asked finally. 'Because it's fine that you've appeared. I accept that you know me, that the cosmos evidently keeps a file on me. But where are we now?'

	The guide was silent for a moment. I felt it seeing through my entire being, as though measuring how much could be communicated about something that was already an impossible undertaking for human language.

	'This is the void,' it said finally. 'You might call it emptiness, but it isn't.'

	'Then what is this… the void?' I asked.

	'If we were to begin with the concept of emptiness, then this is the kind of emptiness that is saturated with everything, and therefore not emptiness at all,' it replied. 'The field of infinite possibility. Sound between two silences, and silence between sounds. Constant change. Equilibrium in motion. Light and darkness. Existence and non-existence. Order and chaos.' A brief silence.

	'By chaos I mean that which precedes order, not that which simply falls apart,' it continued. 'The base pattern. The primal movement. That raw state from which structure is born.'

	'Hmm,' I said, thoughtfully. 'I've read about things like this. Groups who saw it, who experienced it. Who knew something, and weren't in any particular hurry to share it.'

	'There are those who have glimpsed something of the infinite,' the guide replied. 'That everything exists and nothing exists. That order and chaos are not opposites, but two faces of the same movement. But glimpsing the edge of truth and looking out over the great infinite doesn't necessarily mean you understand it. Knowledge can be used to create order. Or it can be used to bring artificial chaos instead of genuine order. Some misunderstand it. Some deliberately distort it. Some were entirely lost in it. This is simply one of the most fundamental patterns of human nature. When the ego peers over the edge of truth, its first question is almost always: how might one profit from this. The second: how might one keep others away from it. The third question rarely arrives. And yet that would be the interesting one.'

	'What is the third?' I asked.

	'How one might become free through it,' it said quietly.

	'And here you can grasp something else, depending on where you look from. If you remain in the emptiness and see only that everything dissolves and disappears, then nothing exists and nothing matters. If you remain in creation and see only that everything takes form, then everything matters. On and off. Switched on, switched off. Presence and withdrawal. And those vibrating in earthly existence always choose, as though one side of the coin were morally superior to the other. Yet the two together are what makes up what we call experience.' A brief silence.

	'This is also where you find the state your traditions call nirvana, into which so many Buddhists and Hindus have glimpsed,' it continued quietly. 'But grasping it logically and actually existing within it are not the same thing. Speaking about balance is easy. Becoming balance is less of a social skill. When you are here with your whole being, and you sense that you can be present on both sides, and you judge neither the form nor the absence of form, only accept – that is when inner peace begins. Not before. There.'

	'So there are those who choose the nothing matters side instead of the everything matters side?' I asked.

	'What do you think?' it replied, with an emphasis that was simultaneously patient and merciless.

	'It seems very likely,' I said, more slowly, 'that only very few could ever have known this ultimate truth. And even then, only fragments of it. And later everything became distorted.'

	'This happens often,' it said. 'Truth descends into a system, and the system very quickly becomes more important to itself than the truth it was meant to carry. This happens with religions, empires, schools, teachers, families, and people with very serious faces.'

	'If people knew this, the world would not be as it is. We should tell people,' I said. 'So they don't suffer.'

	'Why?' it asked.

	That simple question stopped me more effectively than a blow to the head. Because I suddenly realised how much raw desire lay behind my good intentions – the desire to fix something I didn't yet fully understand even in myself.

	'Truth is always there where it is sought. And besides. How would you convey this message?' it continued. 'In sentences? In symbols? In a book? In a vision? In shocking events? In silence? What would someone do with it whose own path is not yet where your realisation currently stands?'

	I had no immediate answer.

	'True wisdom lies in balance,' it continued. 'Even your science shows this, though you rarely like to follow your own conclusions all the way through. In the human body, cells live and then die. They switch off and then switch back on, and they barely notice. This is the continuous alternation of existence and non-existence. The truth is always with you. You see, you die even when you believe you are living. And you do not die even when you are certain that you will.'

	'This is the dance of creation,' it said. 'Entering existence, then stepping into non-existence. Your planet Earth, and the universe that moves you so easily to tears, is merely one tiny millionth of a pinhead compared to the whole. Not insignificant. But it doesn't hold the central role you prefer to imagine for it.'

	'Existence and non-existence form the structure of duality,' it continued. 'And now your question is whether there is something beyond this. Other planes. Other worlds. Places where there is no duality. Yes, that's what you're asking, even before you've fully said it.'

	'What is duality?' I asked openly now.

	'According to your Gnostics, duality is the twofold nature of the spiritual and material worlds,' it said. 'According to Buddhists, it is the sense of separateness that creates division. These are useful approaches. But true dualism conceals a deeper layer. It can be found in the relationship between the cosmos's switched-on and switched-off
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