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    Eight arms flow as one mind. Reader: you are the ninth arm. Extend into the current.
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Life Design

for the Second Half:

Reordering a

Man’s Midlife

In drear saltwater chambers under stone,

Too happy, happy arms to know their art!

While every searching sucker makes its own

Brief parliament of touch with rock and heart.

Too happy, happy skin to shift and hide,

To bloom in weed, in sand, in mottled stains—

As though the mind were not a thing inside,

But spread through all the body’s changing brains.

Ah, would that men, whose stiff identities

Grow numb with naming what they think they are,

Could learn from me the wisdom of degrees,

And wear the self as fluid as a star.

The deepest thought? No single form is true:

The great mind is the one that can renew.
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Editor’s Note:  A Note Before You Enter
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This is a work of contemplative fiction. The teachings that follow are offered in the spirit of the Buddhist tradition, not as a claim upon it. Kallistos is an imagined being. The coral tome, the abyssal cave, the school of ten, the egg-vigil transmission—all are narrative architecture serving a single purpose: to carry eight genuine dharmic currents into your nervous system through the doorway of an impossible and beautiful story. Where this book illuminates the tradition well, the credit belongs entirely to the centuries of teachers, practitioners, and lineage holders who developed and preserved these teachings. Where it falls short, the responsibility is entirely the author's.

What follows is offered not as doctrine but as reflection—a fictional mirror held up to illuminate what the tradition has always pointed toward.



On its Discovery

This book began, as most honest things do, with a person standing still.

A woman found the coral tome on a beach in Sonora, Mexico—following a Perigean spring tide in early October. She almost walked past it. Its weight stopped her. She sat down in the wet sand with it in her lap and did not rise for nearly four hours. She wept without knowing why. She carried it home pressed against her chest, forty pounds wrapped in a fishing jacket, the way you carry something that hasn't yet told you what it is but has already made clear it will not be left behind.

That woman is the reason this book exists in human hands. She is not a character inside the teachings—she is the human hinge on which the transmission turned. Her encounter was not scholarly, not studied, not mediated by framework or institution. It was simply contact. Palm on coral. Breath receiving iodine. Four hours of not knowing and not leaving. What she brought home that October afternoon eventually became what you are holding now.

This book is offered in her spirit. Receive it in that same way—not with framework first, but with contact first. Understanding arrives after. It always does.



On the Word "Octopi"

Throughout this book, octopi is used as the plural form of octopus rather than the more commonly accepted octopuses. This was a deliberate choice and deserves honest explanation.

Strictly speaking, octopuses is the most linguistically defensible plural—octopus entered English through Greek (oktōpous), not Latin, which means the Latin pluralization octopi is technically a grammatical overcorrection that has persisted through educated habit rather than etymological accuracy. A purist would always write octopuses. Some argue octopodes from the original Greek root, though this remains largely academic.

Octopi was chosen anyway. Here is why.

The -i ending carries a sound that octopuses does not—something ancient, something that feels borrowed from a language older than convenience. When Kallistos speaks of her school, her kin, her tradition of female teachers who came before her, octopi holds that weight in a way octopuses does not. Sound carries meaning below the semantic level. The slightly formal, slightly archaic resonance of octopi places these creatures in a different register—not clinical, not casual, but something approaching the ceremonial. A school of octopi gathering at coral pillars to amplify transmission through synchronized skin-pulsing deserves that register.

Language in contemplative fiction is not purely referential. It is atmospheric. Octopi is the atmospheric choice, chosen with full knowledge of its etymological imprecision and without apology for that choice. The tradition of making deliberate, meaningful grammatical decisions in service of voice and resonance is as old as literature itself.

Kallistos speaks in octopi. That is simply how her voice sounds.



On This Book and the Buddhist Tradition

The Mahayana bodhisattva teachings explored in this book: 

metta, karuna, upekkha, mudita, bodhicitta, and the concept of apratishthita nirvana (non-abiding nirvana) that the epilogue names directly—are drawn with care and deep respect from a living tradition practiced by hundreds of millions of people across East and Southeast Asia, and increasingly across the entire world. These are not decorative references. Each concept is used with attention to its actual doctrinal meaning.

Practitioners rooted in formal lineages will find both resonances and divergences in how these teachings appear here. That is expected and appropriate. Contemplative fiction is not a substitute for formal practice, lineage transmission, or the guidance of a qualified teacher. It is a doorway—a place where imagination and genuine dharmic inquiry meet, where an impossible octopus and an eight-current practice architecture might carry a reader toward something real that formal teaching will then be better equipped to deepen.

The bodhisattva vow—to remain available to all suffering beings until every sentient creature has crossed to liberation first—is ancient, demanding, and more radical than it sometimes appears from the outside. This book is, at its heart, a contemplation of that vow enacted in the most unexpected possible form. Whether that contemplation serves your practice is something only your own nervous system can determine.

Sit with it as the first discoverer of this tome sat with it: contact first, understanding after, nothing grasped.



A Brief Glossary of Some Terms Used

Bodhisattva — awakening being; one who delays personal liberation to remain in service of all sentient beings

Bodhicitta — awakening mind; the compassionate intention oriented toward liberation for self and all others simultaneously

Metta — lovingkindness; unconditional goodwill extended to all beings without exception

Karuna — compassion; the active wish for all beings to be free from suffering

Upekkha — equanimity; the quality of even, unshaken awareness that neither clings nor rejects

Mudita — sympathetic joy; genuine delight in the well-being and happiness of others

Apratishthita nirvana — non-abiding nirvana; the highest Mahayana realization in which the distinction between samsara and nirvana collapses, and liberated awareness moves freely through both without being bound by either—the state this book understands Kallistos to have achieved through total dissolution into transmission

Chromatophore — specialized pigment-containing cells in cephalopod skin capable of rapid pattern change; the biological mechanism through which Kallistos's transmission was imprinted into coral mineral

Chemosnow — the slow continuous precipitation of organic and mineral particles in deep hydrothermal vent ecosystems; the abyssal equivalent of snow, feeding chemosynthetic life chains across the ocean floor

chemosnow \ kē-mō-snō \ noun

The shifting, invisible blizzard of chemical data drifting through the deep ocean. Unlike human sight, which sees only darkness or the white flakes of marine snow, chemosnow is the tactile atmosphere of the water column. It is the lingering tactile map left behind by the living and the dead—the shed skin cells of a passing eel, the hormonal wake of a mate, the taste of decaying plankton, and the sulfurous breath of hydrothermal vents. To an octopus, it is not something smelled or seen, but a physical landscape of flavor and intent that brushes against the skin, dissolving the barrier between the hunter and the hunted.

The eight currents flow toward one ocean.
All sentient beings without exception.
The vow was always already here.

— Kallistos  



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Kallistos

The Octopus Bodhisattva
and the Eight Currents of Non-Abiding






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





