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      ‘Gratitude is lost in the darkness,

      to all those who I failed to thank!

      Thank you.’
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      THE FIELD

      

      1.1 A Lived Crisis

      

      I am not a mystic, though I have seen what mystics describe. I am not a philosopher, though I have built a philosophical framework. I am not a psychologist, though I understand the architecture of suffering from the inside. I am someone who has lived long enough to recognise patterns in fire, in water, in the automatic reactions of my own mind and to ask why they repeat.

      

      This book emerges from crisis. Not the dramatic kind that announces itself, but the slow accumulation of wounds that close the gate between who you are and what you could be. I have felt the weight of trauma that refuses to fade with time, the ego oscillating between rigid control and reactive chaos, the exhaustion of trying every solution while the same suffering returns. At some point, you stop asking “How do I fix this?” and start asking “What actually is this?” That question changed everything.

      

      The answers came from unexpected places. I found them in the writings of medieval mystics like Mechthild of Magdeburg, who described encounters with “flowing light” not as metaphor but as lived experience. I found them in Christina of Markyate’s vision of holding the Christ-child close, which I now understand as the soul recognising its own unconditioned origin. I found them in Gnostic texts that spoke of the child as the archetype of the self before ego hardens, and I found them in two images: a face emerging from flame, and another appearing where light strikes stone above a waterfall.

      

      These were not supernatural events. They were moments of recognition,  consciousness seeing its own structure reflected back. The fire showed me emergence through movement, the waterfall showed me emergence through form, and together they revealed what I had been missing: I am not separate from the field of consciousness that gives rise to me. None of us are. We are patterns within something larger, temporary formations of light and awareness, capable of either flow or closure. When we close, we suffer. When we reopen, we live.

      

      I began to map this territory with the precision it deserved and the understanding I needed, I studied the ego not as enemy but as a damping system. Under-damped when reactive, over-damped when rigid, critically damped when transparent to the field beneath. I recognised that mental wounds exist outside linear time, which is why a forty-year-old trauma can reactivate with the same force it had at age seven. I understood that forgiveness is not a moral virtue but a mechanical operation that reopens the gate between the temporal self and timeless consciousness, and I saw that the suffering worldwide is not a collection of individual problems but a species-level crisis of disconnection.

      

      This book is what I wish I had found when my own gate was closed. It offers no quick fixes, no spiritual bypassing, no promises that understanding alone will heal you. But it does offer structure. A way of seeing yourself, your patterns, your wounds, and your possibility that makes conscious change achievable. If you have tried everything and nothing has worked, if the same suffering keeps returning, if you feel cut off from something you can’t quite name, this framework may give you the language for what you already know.

      

      I write this for those in their twenties, thirties, and forties who have lived long enough to see their own loops and are ready to understand why they exist. I write it for anyone who suspects there is something beneath the automatic reactions of the ego, something deeper than the stories we tell ourselves, something real that mystics touched and philosophy points toward but modern life has mostly forgotten. The fire and the waterfall showed me the way. Now I am showing you.

      

      1.2 Running from, running to

      

      Running. Whether it’s in boots or sneakers, it’s not really an act of fitness. It’s an act that can take you ‘from’ something ‘to’ somewhere else, even if that somewhere is just a moment’s distance from the words in your mind. Running is what you do when standing still becomes unbearable, where breathing becomes harder than thinking.

      

      I wasn’t born running. I wasn’t born feral. There was supposed to be a structure, what we call family, what we assume will hold us. But life is not a Disney movie, and mine shattered early. For me, this happened in childhood. The gate closed before I had words for what a gate was, before I understood that connection to something larger was even possible. What followed was a kind of living beyond thought, not transcendence, but dissociation. Actions and consequences didn’t add up. I couldn’t track cause and effect, I couldn’t see my own impact on others, couldn’t connect what was happening inside to what I was doing in the world. I was there, but I wasn’t present. The ego was already oscillating wildly, trying to make sense of what couldn’t be made sense of, and I had lost access to the ground beneath it all. My life was like a Shape O Ball, dependent on circumstances, times my shapes fitted, other times the ball would always be pulled apart and no matter how many shapes I placed correctly the shapes would fall through to the ground.

      

      That’s where the running started. Not physically at first, but mentally, a constant attempt to stay ahead of the collapse, to outrun the feeling that nothing was solid, that I couldn’t trust what should have been foundational. By the time I was old enough to run in boots, I’d already been running for years.

      

      My running took me to the Middle East. I found myself digging trenches in sand, a participant in global conflict, though not the conflict I’d been trained for, not the European theatre that was supposed to be my soldier’s story, not the narrative that all my preparation had built toward. But there I was. The assumptions that I’d made about how my life would unfold were already proving false, though I didn’t yet know how to see that.

      

      Looking back now, I can name it: assuming was a fault I had. Assuming I knew what was coming. Assuming the story would follow the script. Assuming that if I prepared correctly, trained hard enough, ran far enough, the world would cooperate with my plans. But the gate had already closed in childhood. I was just building structure on top of that closure, telling myself the structure was me.

      

      The desert is a liminal space. It amplifies everything you are on the inside, every wound, every fear, every unexamined part of yourself. But when you’re ignorant of your own mental architecture, you concentrate on the physical. You focus on the heat, the sand, the weight of the gear and your responsibilities within the bigger picture. You tell yourself this is what matters: endurance, strength, completion of the task, and you miss what’s actually happening beneath. The desert didn’t create my dissociation. It amplified what had been there since childhood. The sense of being amplified physically, yet emotionally cut off and remote, and existing without quite being real.

      That’s where I was. Physically tested, mentally closed, running without knowing I was running, yet consciously conscious of nothing. I was all matter, no depth.

      

      Eventually, the conflict ran its course. I was returned to Europe, and I found love, or thought I did. The narrative seemed to be correcting itself. The soldier comes home. The hard chapter ends. Life becomes what it’s supposed to be. A Disney movie. Things do turn good in the end.

      

      Sometimes they don’t!

      

      You stand there. You feel your ego physically recoil, like a flinch! A recoil you can’t control. The emotions are horrific, not sad, not angry, but something deeper and more destabilising. All your futures collapse at once. Every decision you made, every assumption you built on sand, every version of yourself you thought was solid! Gone. The self you thought you were? You aren’t that. You never were.

      

      I was absolutely lost. Not lost like you miss a turn. Lost like you don’t know which direction is forward anymore. The crisis wasn’t just external, it was structural. The gate had been closing for years, ever since childhood, and now it slammed shut completely. What followed were nightmares, both the kind that come from sleep, and the dreams you create, and the wants that you project forward. Life had become a nightmare created from dreams, the life you thought you’d have, now collapsed and haunting you. It really is a difficult thing to imagine, yet a brutal space in which to live. To not know love, yet to exist in darkness, yet your existing is not knowing. Then experience love in its most fleeting form, then plunged back into darkness, which is now the darkest of dark due to the experience of love and its absence.

      

      And then, in the midst of that collapse, something happened.

      

      The flowing light. Falling from above. The feeling of being loved! Not love as I’d known it. Not love expressed by another person, not love I could project or earn or claim. This was love ‘received.’ Unasked for. Undeserved. Not from a source I could name or a being I could see. Just light, and the unmistakable sense that something larger was holding and invigorating me even as I fell apart.

      

      I didn’t understand it then. I didn’t have language for what had happened. Over the following years, through searching, reading, sitting with mystics’ writings and philosophers’ frameworks I would come to see how ignorant I had been. Not ignorant of facts, but ignorant of the structure beneath everything. Ignorant of the field. Ignorant that the self I’d been defending was a construction, and that what I’d just experienced was the field breaking through despite my closure, a closure that had begun in childhood and compounded with every year I spent running from it.

      

      That light was real. And it changed the question I was asking. Not “How do I fix my life?” but “What actually is this?” And whatever it is, it was not what I was or not what I am, and the only thing I was certain of, I needed to change.

      That question and thought process opened everything that follows in this book.

      

      1.3 What Is Consciousness?

      

      Everyone assumes they know what consciousness is. You’re conscious right now, reading these words. But what ‘is’ that? Not what you’re conscious ‘of’ the words on the page, the thoughts arising in response, the room around you. What is the awareness itself? What is the thing that knows you’re reading?

      

      Most people never ask this question directly. Consciousness is so immediate, so ever-present, that it becomes invisible. Like air, you breathe it constantly but rarely think about what it is. Yet consciousness is the one thing you cannot escape, cannot doubt, cannot step outside of. Every experience you’ve ever had, every thought, every emotion, every sensation, has appeared within it. And still, we barely understand what it is.

      

      Consciousness is not your thoughts. This is the first critical distinction. You can observe your thoughts arising and passing. You can watch them change, contradict themselves, spiral into anxiety or settle into calm. The fact that you can observe them means you are not identical to them. Thoughts are ‘content’ appearing in consciousness, like clouds moving through sky. The sky doesn’t disappear when clouds do. Neither does the awareness that watches thoughts come and go.

      

      Consciousness is not brain activity. The standard materialist story says consciousness is produced by the brain neurons firing, chemicals binding, complexity somehow giving rise to subjective experience. But this is assumption, not proof. No neuroscientist has explained how electrical impulses become the felt
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