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ASPIRATION
Alice’s “trip” in Lewis Carroll’s Through the Looking Glass was a precursor to today’s emerging common sensibility that we are inhabiting a looking-glass universe wherein the totality of each organism is interrelated with the totality of its cosmic environment overall.
You cannot teach a man anything; you can only help him to find it within himself.
~Galileo Galilei~
In reality, every reader is, while he is reading, the reader of his own self. The writer’s work is merely a kind of optical instrument which he offers to the reader to enable him to discern what, without this book, he would perhaps never have experienced in himself. And the recognition by the reader in his own self of what the book says is the proof of its veracity.  

~Marcel Proust~
I write

to show myself

showing people

who show me my own showing.

Trin T. Min-Ha, Woman, Native, Other*
*Quoted in Emiliano Sefusatti and Hilary Thayer Hamann, Cultivating the Collective Mind/Categories On The Beauty of Physics: Essential Physics Concepts and Their Companions in Art and Literature (New York, Vernacular Press, 2005), p. 121. 
See also John C. Briggs and David Peat, Looking Glass Universe: The Emerging Science of Wholeness (New York, Simon and Schuster, 1986); R.D. Laing, H. Phillipson and A.R. Lee, Interpersonal Perception: A Theory and a Method of Research (Perennial Library, 1966); R.D. Laing, Knots (London, Tavistock Publications, 1970), Edward S. Reed, James J. Gibson and the Psychology of Perception (New Haven, Yale University Press, 1988); and Joan N. Vickers, Perception, Cognition, and Decision Training: The Quiet Eye in Action (Champaign, IL, Human Kinetics, 2007).
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INTRODUCING THE SERIES:

The Gospel of Not Yet Common Sense

The “gospel” upon which this series draws is a life-long compilation of quotations that are spiritually meaningful to me, which I began collecting at age five and which, when mindfully aligned with my own experiential perspectives, are autobiographical of how I have shaped the  way that I am presently experiencing reality. For the availability of the full compendium, see this introduction’s concluding bibliographic note.
What you “pay” your attention to, you have bought.

~David Gordon~

The fact that I is watching Me means that you have taken one of the greatest steps forward. When you find yourself doing things that are useless, or perhaps even mean or petty, stop them. When you find that I can laugh at Me, it means that your life is commencing to change for the better. Finally, you will find that Me is beginning to get in step with I, and when that happens you are truly on the road to having dominion over your life. 

~Emmet Fox~
The most powerful sense that has yet to become widely common is the deep sensibility of mindfully exercised self-command and self-dominion prescribed by Rudolf Steiner:

If it depends on something other than myself whether I should get angry or not, I am not master of myself.... I have not yet found the ruler within myself. I must develop the faculty of letting the impressions of the outer world approach me only in the way in which I myself determine.

The “I” who wields such determination is not the small “i” of the ego, which cannot effectively serve in mindful self-command of “me” until the ego ceases exerting presumed command over the selves of others. Today’s good news (a.k.a. “gospel”) is that the mindful sense made by Fox and Steiner is becoming much more common than it was in their times. Since thousands of authors worldwide are now offering similarly mindful views, we may look toward a day when our inclination to reign on others’ parades is mainly on the wane. 

In saying “authors worldwide” I am myself being mindful that Eastern psychology has always tended toward Fox’s and Steiner’s sensibilities, and that such perceptions are lately beginning to seriously emerge in the West, in belated recognition of the mindfulness of Roman philosopher-emperor, Marcus Aurelius:
It is our own power to have no opinion about a thing, and not to be disturbed in our soul; for things themselves have no natural power to form our judgments.

The knowledge that is presently emerging from today’s technologies of scanning, charting and otherwise monitoring the interactive neurophysiology of body and mind progressively “has the back” of Aurelius’ wisdom, in support of perspectives like that of cognitive neuroscientist Steven Pinker:
The nature of reality does not dictate the way reality is represented in people's minds.
In short, whatever we may be experiencing does not of itself determine what it means to us, it is we who impart meaning (most often unconsciously) to whatever we are experiencing. Therefore, reality as it is experienced by us exists neither primarily in the world nor primarily in one’s mind, and is rather located at the intersection where one’s sensibilities encounter one’s world, the crossroads where the marriage of mind and matter is consummated. Accordingly, anything that may exist in the absence of our experiencing thereof cannot be known to us, and the statement, “Words don’t mean, people do,” applies to all of our perceptions and conceptions. As poet John Keats observed, 
Nothing ever becomes real till it is experienced – even a proverb is no proverb to you till your life has illustrated it.
We can know nothing that has not already impinged on our experience, either by direct encounter or by the spoken and written reports of others, nor can one know anything to be other than the way one has formerly or is currently experiencing it, as acknowledged in Arthur Schopenhauer’s astute observation,
Every man takes the limits of his own field of vision for the limits of the world. 
As we collectively awaken to this experiential bottom line of our reality-formation process, the behaviorally passive Western assumption that we are objects whose thoughts and feelings are caused by other people and external conditions – and that we in turn can dictate others’ thoughts and feelings – is giving way to the subjective practice of self-responsible command that psychologists associate with so-called “inner locus of control.” 
It is thus that Westernly civilized folks are slowly coming to the paired realizations 1) that one is able to trigger others’ thoughts and feelings (a.k.a “push their buttons”) only because others have themselves subjectively (i.e., experientially) installed such causal triggers/buttons within the neurophysiology of their own bodyminds; and 2) that our activation of others’ causal triggers/buttons merely mirrors the vulnerability to which we ourselves subjectively succumb whenever others accept our open invitation to pull the trigger and push the buttons of our own experientially self-induced susceptibility to external aggravation.
Accordingly, this “gospel” series champions the realization that the prize most worthy of keeping our eyes upon today is the paired emergence of our individual self-dominion as we more mindfully give form to our experiencing of reality, and of the co-operative dominion that awaits the mindful alignment of our processes of experiential reality-formation with the ordering principles that govern our universal common unity. These tandem individual and co-operative dominions are inseparably wed, for as psychologist Roger Bach has asserted, “You can be autonomous only in a relationship.” Hence Ralph Waldo Emerson’s acid test for true autonomy:
It is easy in the world to live after the world's opinion; it is easy in solitude to live after our own; but the great man is he who in the midst of the crowd keeps with perfect sweetness the independence of solitude.
To the extent that we co-operatively master our diverse self-dominions in alignment with the all-encompassing dominion of our cosmic common unity, we are the universe’s way of becoming mindfully conscious and masterful of how the cosmic order actually works. And the essential core of this not-yet-common sense is embodied in Fox’s and Steiner’s prescriptions for mindful self-dominion, about which everything else that I herein quote and put in writing is mere commentary thereon.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

The inescapable fact that all known reality is constructed by way our experiencing thereof gives shape to its formation does not mean, however, that reality is totally our own invention. An ultimate limitation on our reality-forming powers was revealed in an anecdote that circulated the Internet several years ago:

Emboldened by humankind’s increasing command of molecular, atomic, and genetic engineering, thereby wielding powers that were formerly attributed to God, the scientific community decided that our species had no further requirement for a deity. A representative was therefore deputized to inform God that He could take the rest of eternity off.

God was unconvinced. “Do you really think that you can create life from scratch exactly the way I did?”

“No problem,” said the scientist, as he stooped to pick up a handful of dirt.

“No, no,” said God. “That’s not the way I did it.”

“What do you mean?” asked the scientist.

“Get your own dirt.”

Creating reality is not as dirt simple as we are led to believe by the proposition that we are its sole creators, for while tailors we can somewhat be of our own reality, what we thus stitch together is a fabric neither initially nor entirely of our own weaving. Even though we create every experience of reality, we do not create every reality that we experience. The substance of the realities that we experience pre-exist our experiencings thereof. Even the most materialistic realists do not totally create the raw material of their reality, they merely shape their perceptions and conceptions thereof to fit their experiencing of its raw material.
What is totally our own responsibility (response-ability) is the way that we go about creating our experiencing of reality and how we relate to the consequences of how we do this. We are respons-able both for and to our own self’s creation of our experiencing (the verb) and shaping of our experience (the noun), as well as both for and to any experience and consequence thereof that we likewise thus create. To the extent that our experiential self-creations make stuff up, all endeavors to be purely objective cosmologists of reality as in pre-exists our sensing thereof are comingled with the interdependent subjective cosmetology of our experiential reality, for as brain/mind researcher Marilyn Ferguson once said, “We are all students at M.S.U. – Making Stuff Up.”
Perhaps the best portrayal of the paired potentials and limitations of experiential reality-formation is that of Jawalharlal Nehru:

Life is like a game of cards. The hand you are dealt is determinism; the way you play it is free will.
Or as the erstwhile prophet in the movie, Answer Man, put it,
We have both free will and destiny – we are free to move toward our destiny or to move away from it.”
When all of the above is taken into consideration, therefore, the primary question to be asked of any reality that we may form is the question of its sustainability.

How we “make stuff up” is clearly illustrated by what psychologist Chris Argyris termed the “ladder of inference,” which is itself an inference that subsequent neuroscientific research continues to validate. The ladder of inference is documented (via a Google search conducted at 8:38 a.m., August 17, 2010) at xxxxxx websites, and is clearly portrayed (albeit oversimplified)  at http://www.masterfacilitatorjournal.com/inference.html. For a more sophisticated perspective on the inferential nature of our experiential reality see Tor Norretranders, The User Illusion: Cutting Consciousness Down to Size (New York, Penguin books, 1991/1998).
For additional perspectives on the experiential foundation of reality-formation, see Arthur M. Young, The Geometry of Meaning (Delacorte Press, 1976), and John Lehrer, How We Decide (Boston, Houghton Mifflin Harcourt, 2010).
For 1) an annotated bibliography that addresses the process of experiential reality-formation, 2) representative excerpts from forthcoming books in the series being inaugurated by the book you are now reading, each of which further illuminates the experiential foundation of reality-formation, and 3) directive information on the series’ supportive database of mindful quotations that exemplify the experiential foundation of reality-formation, and/or 4) to comment on this introduction or on any other portion of this book, go to (URL for website environment).
A PREFACE TO CLEAR MINDS
Each of us forever has personal knowledge that is beyond our ability to say it. Yet until an attempt to articulate it has been made, we won’t know how close to having said it we can come.
Fishing baskets are for catching fish. But when the fish are caught, you forget the baskets. Snares are for catching hares, but when the hares are trapped, you forget the snares. Words are for conveying ideas, but when the ideas are understood, you forget the words. How I’d like to talk with someone who’s forgotten all the words. ~Chuang Tzu

This volume initiates the Gospel of Not Yet Common Sense series with nine uncommon narratives, each of which composed itself during a rare window of timelessness when all of the names with which I ordinarily signify the manifest world were forgotten. Instead of having my own way with words, on these occasions of cognitive suspension my words emerged by having their way with me. Accordingly, the most that I can take credit for is being present when, where and as the wording of these narratives showed up (as well as for their subsequent editorial tweaking).
In keeping with Plato’s prescription that “The beginning is the most important part of the work,” I am initiating the GNYCS series with my uncommon narratives because they address the question of the series’ “come from.” This book and the next in the series (see p. XXX) serve as its perceptual and conceptual foundation, and in doing so are analogous to the invisibly submerged portion of an iceberg. All subsequent books are commentaries on or elaborations of the experiential foundation of reality-formation that these first two books illuminate, as well as on the operational principle that although I don’t always see what I’m looking for, I do always see what I’m looking from. In other words, my “go for” is always trumped by my “come from,” so that (for instance) when I go for an experience of greater abundance from a consciousness of lack, I end up experiencing a greater abundance of lack.
The most profound of the “peak experiences” that called forth the uncommon narratives in this book were likewise creek experiences, fluid streamings of intuition like those conveyed by philosopher Alan Watts in his book, TAO: The Watercourse Way (and in all his other books, for that matter). The first of my creek experiences opened me to a deep inner sense of perennial well-being when I was but five years old, and took place shortly after my single mother remarried. Since her new husband was a farmer, at the conclusion of their honeymoon I was suddenly transplanted from our comfortable town home with her parents to a 19th century farmhouse far from town that in place of electricity and indoor plumbing featured wood stoves, kerosene lamps, hand pumps, and a commode that was emptied in a nearby outhouse and then cleaned at an outdoor pump, come rain, shine or snow – by me, as one of my many suddenly acquired farm-life “chores.”
Having until then been raised primarily by my grandparents while my mother worked full time, and attuned to the neighborhood rhythms of small-town life in mid-America (the mini-tropolis of Mount Morris in central northern Illinois), I experienced this abrupt relocation in cultural time and geographic space as what I today would call “a traumatic discontinuity.” Thoroughly accustomed to having close at hand a grandmother and many neighborhood children with whom to play day in and day out, I found myself instantly companionless for lack of any youngsters on the farms surrounding my step-father’s acreage. 
So I acquainted myself with the cows, pigs, horses, chickens, dogs, cats and the prairie and woodland creatures that abounded on his farmstead. And on the morning that I first investigated a creek near our farmhouse, I became immediately enthralled by the creatures I found to be most fascinating of them all, the bugs that flitted on the stream’s slow-flowing water. Until then I had seen water flowing only from faucets, in curbside gutters and in large rivers, of which none had featured water bugs. 
As I watched the water bugs’ skimmings about on the creek’s otherwise smooth surface, I marveled at the visual symphony of overlapping and mutually accommodating circular ripples that outwardly reverberated from the bugs’ intermittent motions on the water, which looked much like those on this book’s cover. I was so cosmically transfixed as I observed the at-one-ment of this omni-interrelational matrix that I was immediately relieved of the acute sense of abandonment that had thus far attended my sudden displacement from mini-urban to primitive rural living. This momentary space-and-time-transcendent self-perceptual makeover was so profound that never since have I experienced the consuming sense of loneliness that preceded the occasion. Nor has my transformative cosmic wondering ever ceased.
This was the first of many experiences that have illustrated for me another proverbial statement by John Keats
Nothing can be sole or whole that has not been rent.
and which in turn illustrates Ernest Hemingway’s correlative statement

The world breaks everyone and afterward many are stronger at the broken places.  
While being enraptured by the water bugs’ ballet, I deeply wished for what translates into today’s quantum-physical language as, “If only people’s interference patterns were as complementary as these.” This same intuition also informs a statement  I would discover four decades later, a proclamation by my most influential spiritual mentor, Ernest Holmes:

It would be wonderful indeed if a group of people should arrive on earth who were for something and against nothing. This would be the highest good of human organization, wouldn’t it?
Yet another translation of the creek’s I-opening ripple effect suggests how Holmes’ vision may be realized:  

If only people would agree to disagree so agreeably.

And still another translation of what the water bugs’ rippling waves portrayed is the “Woodstock nation” observation by Hugh Romney (a.k.a. the clown, “Wavy Gravy”):
We are all the same person trying to shake hands with ourselves.
My creek-side reverie imprinted within me a deeply-felt sense of cosmic kinship with all of lifekind and a correlative sense of deep at-one-ment with its equally cosmic support system – an assurance of my deep participation within the all-inclusive, unbroken unitive wholeness of the omni-interrelational matrix of all that is. Thus whenever thereafter I felt “out of sorts” (as my grandmother would say), I revisited the water bugs’ visual symphonics - albeit during winter months and subsequent urban environments only indirectly via visualizations thereof.
The uncommon narratives featured herein emerged from the experiential imprint of this and subsequent creek-inspired I-openings that have successively and ever-more deeply informed all that I am most compellingly moved to read, contemplate, and communicate. Everything that I address to ears and eyes other than my own – from talks to seminars, from emails to books – is deeply autobiographical, for until something strongly resonates with my experiential knowing I can otherwise accredit it only as others’ reportorial hearsay that is beyond any verification by my own sensibilities (other than, of course, my own ladder of inference).
I am therefore far less interested in writing merely about what I know than in writing from what I most profoundly intuit and otherwise understand, and insofar as I am under this intention’s spell, casual writing is absent from my repertoire of skill-sets. Accordingly, this volume’s compilation of yet-to-be-common sensibility is an uncommon testimony to what our species – myself included – has yet to mindfully realize and embody as the foundation of our experiential reality: the upwelling, from our innermost depths, of the universal self-organizing emergence of mutual co-operation that saturates the ground of our physical-mental-emotional intervidual common unity, even as it likewise is the ground of our individually personal well-being.
… And Oh, Yes! About this Book’s Cover: 

Omni-Interrelationality as “First Cause”

Causality is comprehensive of far more than merely how one local effect influences others in its vicinity. Causality is the cosmic ordering principle that interweaves all effects into a single universal whole, and that thereby governs how effects are omni-mutually influential of one another. By some folks this omni-interrelationality is signified as “synchronicity,” of which all causality is a local sub-routine. 
We do not know of any phenomenon in which one subject is influenced by another without [the other] exerting a [corresponding] influence thereupon.
~Eugene Wigner~
Our prevailing common sense assumes that objects are the cause of their relat ionships. This so-called “Newtonian-Cartesian worldview” likens the universe to a complex cosmic gearbox, a mechanical assemblage of objects that resemble a wound-up clock, which eventually runs down to a state in which all motion ceases in consequence of a condition called “entropy.” According to this worldview, parts determine the assemblage of their wholes because their wholes are neither more, less nor different than or from the summation of their objective parts. Parts are causal of their wholeness, and their wholeness inevitably becomes inertly entropic (a.k.a. “spent”) as its summative parts use up their causal energy. From this mechanistic perspective, the origin and demise of every object is caused by other objects, and relationships begin and end as objects begin and end. 

The unitive worldview now emerging from our understanding of quantum physics, relativity, fractal mathematics and of self-organizing complex adaptive systems cannot so readily be particularized to the work of one or two persons as is the worldview attributed to Newton and Descartes. This is because, as Eugene Wigner observed, every relationship is an interrelationship. Accordingly, while the established mechanistic worldview thinks the cosmos to pieces, the emerging unitive worldview thinks the cosmos together.
In the unitive worldview, all relationships are mutual and at minimum twofold, and every interrelationship is ultimately omni-mutual because each thing in the cosmos is related to everything else therein and vice versa – “one for all and all for one” in universal musketeerage. The cosmos is a single intervidual common unity, an unbroken web of interrelationality in which statements like the following are literally so:

Naturalist John Muir: When one tugs at a single thing in nature, one finds it hitched to the rest of the universe.
Poet Francis Thompson: Thou canst not stir a flower, without the troubling of a star.
While Newton admitted “standing on ye shoulders of Giants” (who, excepting Descartes, nonetheless tended to become historically obscured by Newton’s light), a long list of giants from Thomas Young, Michael Faraday, James Clerk Maxwell, Max Planck, and Albert Einstein onward is accredited with today’s emerging unitive worldview of omni-mutual interrelationality. From a unitive perspective, it is wholeness that orders the interrelationality of parts, not parts that extend order to their wholeness, for parts emerge from a pre-existing condition of universal at-one-ment via cosmic ordering principles that establish and maintain their holistic integrity. 

A unitive perspective informs the creation stories of numerous cultures and religions, which tell how an initial state of wholeness (“God” or some other primal personage or force) set the universe’s parts in motion. The new creation story of today’s cosmological science similarly attributes the universe to a primordial “Big Bang” whose creative setting-in-motion is today semi-personalized as “the Higgs boson.” 

A snapshot of how the cosmos self-similarly organizes itself at every level of expression, from quark to quasar and from cell to super-galactic cluster, is portrayed on this book’s cover image of the rippling interrelationality that is occasioned whenever and wherever raindrops fall on water. In contrast, the faded gearbox that watermarks this page symbolizes the slowly receding mechanistic worldview of compartmentalized “objectivity” that is only valid in part. Yet while this fractionalizing worldview may provide a superficially accurate portrayal of the consequences of our species’ technological acumen, its segmenting gearage is merely a local anomaly in the universe’s overall steerage; for as assessed by Eugene Wigner, the new worldview posits an assemblage of interrelated subjects rather than an arrangement of compartmentalized objects. 

Hence the prevailing subjectivity of the uncommon narratives assembled in these pages, and hence likewise the subjective implications of a unitive worldview as asserted by Robert Kennedy in Capetown, South Africa, decades before the dissolution of apartheid underscored his assertion:
Each time a man stands up for an ideal, or acts to improve the lot of others, or strikes out against injustice, he sends forth a tiny ripple of hope, and crossing each other from a million different centers of energy and daring, those ripples build a current that can sweep down the mightiest walls of oppression and resistance.
The interrelationship of this book with many other past, present and forthcoming unitive perspectives and expressions is ongoingly documented at the online environment noted on p X).

PROLOGUE

Life’s inscrutable puzzle meants are often best worked out while one’s mind is allowed to dance in the field of formless play, the field of what is variously called “unitive consciousness”, “non-symbolic consciousness” or “consciousness without an object” (see p. xx). The most that words or symbols can do in concert with such playfulness is to merely point toward the field’s omni-directional location, i.e., to the realm of “allward.”
Lean back and trust your own mind.

Lean back and close your eyes.

Reach out for the souls of mankind.

Lean back and search for life,
in Nowhere Land.

~Mob Rules~
Just as I was about to submit this book for publication, I came across another’s accounting of the spirit in which I have written it: 
This book will only work with plenty of play. My trained mind rebels; it is impossible, is it not, to “write a book” as pure play? But perhaps I can, with alertness and play, follow a lead other than my own in the gathering of words. I would like the Prime Inhabitant to write it, that deeper part of myself, who was already present in me when I began to awaken from infancy and youth, who both brings me to awakenings and awakens as I do. (John L. Hitchcock, At Home in the Universe)
Although a famous Dubliner has actually proven that it is eminently possible to produce a lengthy book of pure play, I herein curb the tendency of my own Prime Inhabitant’s stream of consciousness to unduly reJoyce in my endeavors. To leave my readers either wondering about or else striving to work out the meaning that I intend to communicate is far less germane to my purpose for writing this series than it was to the playful purpose of the Prime Inhabitant who penned what some consider to be the most profoundly finagled wake-up call of all time.
I instead endeavor herein merely to mine my stream of consciousness, rather than mime it as outrageously as James Joyce did his, for while I concur with mystic G.I. Gurdjieff that most of us spend most of our time in what he called “waking sleep” and are therefore in need of being vigorously shaken out of it – which was in large part Joyce’s intent – I likewise concur with the self-awakening principle of Gurdjieff’s most noted disciple, P. D. Ouspensky: 
It is only when we realize that life is taking us nowhere that it begins to have meaning.

And so it is that I welcome you to now here (a.k.a. “everywhere” and “allward”)
FROM i TO I

(A Dialogue on Interviduality between Sir Echo and Sir Cumference)

The following dialog emerged from my imagination one day as I was contemplatively ruminating on my ultimate destiny.
you’ve got to come out of the
measurable doing universe
into the immeasurable house of being
 ~e.e. cummings~
i:  Are all things possible?

I:  Yes, all things are possible.

i:  All things are possible without exception?

I:  Yes, all things are possible without exception.

i:  If all things are possible without exception, then one of                   

    the all things possible must be impossibility.

I:  And?
i:  How do you explain this paradox?

I:  How do you explain this paradox?

i:  i think there's an echo in here.

I:  Yes.  I just asked the echo to explain the paradox.

i:  Oh . . . well, then . . . does the paradox 
    have something to do with polarity? 

I:  Obviously.

i:  Can it be that all assertions are polar, that every "is so" 

    has a corresponding "is not so"?

I:  Why do you ask?

i:  Because it seems that the only way to be conscious

    of an "is so" is to be conscious of a corresponding "is not so".

I:  Continue.

i:  What more is there to say?

I:  You always think of something.

i:  Oh . . . let's see . . .  All assertions are polar because . . . 
    because a condition can be perceived only if it can be distinguished 

    from not the condition.

I:  What more is there to say?

i:  You are impossible!

I:  Why are you still conscious of impossibility?

i:  You won't let me forget it.

I:  Why should you forget it?

i:  So i can think of other things.

I:  What would be different about your thinking if impossibility 

    were eliminated from your consciousness?

i:  Oh . . . well . . . i would think about . . .mmm . . .
I:  You did not hear my question. I did not ask you to tell me 
    the difference in what you might think about, 
    I asked you what would be different about your thinking itself.

i:  You tell me.

I:  You know it doesn't work that way.

i:  Oh, yes.  i forgot.  "You tell me" isn't a question.  What 

    would be different about my thinking if impossibility were 

    eliminated from my consciousness? Well, for one thing, i 

    would certainly think that all things are possible for me.

I:  What would have to be different about you 
    for all things to be possible for you?

i:  i would have to expand my consciousness.

I:  How far?

i:  How would i know?

I:  By asking the right questions.

i:  Why do we always play according to your rules?

I:  So you can win.

i:  Oh, yes, i keep forgetting that there are no losers 

    in the game of co-creation. Where were we?

I:  Speak for yourself.

i:  Uh . . . oh yeah, where was i?

I:  Exactly the right question.

i:  How so?

I:  Your objective was to know how far you would have to expand 

    your consciousness in order for all things to be possible for you.

i:  How do you keep track of all these things?

I:  By not perceiving anything as being on a track.

i:  Oh . . . well, let's see now . . . how far i have to go is determined 

    by where i am now. But where i am now is determined

    by my distance from something else.

I:  And in this case, your distance from . . .?

i:  In this case it is the distance to . . . total possibility.

I:  And what, to you, is "total possibility"?

i:  i don't know how to define it.

I:  No problem. I don't perceive things as you define them anyway.
     I asked you what “total possibility” is. 
i:  Universe . . . God . . . Infinity . . .

I:  Any one of those will do. Where are you with reference to them?

i:  Well, i'm less than all of the universe.

I:  And?

i:  i'm less than all of God.

I:  And?

i:  i'm less than all of infinity.

I:  And?

i:  i guess that until i am no longer aware of being 

    less than all of the  universe, all of God and all of infinity, 
    I am conscious of impossibility.

I:  Could it be the other way around?

i:  Hmm . . . could it be that until I am no longer 
    conscious of impossibility i will continue to be less than all of the above . . .
    Yeah, I guess that could be the way it is.

I:  Good guess.

i:  But i still don't believe in impossibility!

I:  That's approximately irrelevant. What you believe is of minor consequence.  
     It is what you perceive that makes all the difference.

i: How do i cease perceiving myself to be less than all that is?

I:

i:  Was that an answer?

I:  That is always an answer. But it is an answer for you

    only if your question has disappeared.

i:  My question hasn't disappeared,

     because i still don't know how to cease perceiving 

     myself as being less than all that is.

I:  It might help if you really knew with whom

    you are having this conversation.
i:  All  i've been able to figure out is what you are.

I:  What am I?

i:  A circle that my thoughts keep running around.

I:  Why do your thoughts keep running around me?

i:  What's the alternative?

I:  What alternatives does a circle offer?

i:  Around . . . away from . . . into . . . and within.

I:  And where am I?

i:  You are within.

I:  Are you sure of that?

i.  Quite sure.

I.  And how sure is “quite” sure?

i.  I’m absolutely certain that you are within.

I.  Then there is only one thing more for you to know.

i.  And what would that be? 

I.  How might you become within?

i:  By . . . by letting you come forth from within me.
I:  Be my guest.

i:  Where do i begin?

I:  With a circle, that question has no meaning. 
    It begins wherever you choose to begin it.

i:  i cannot begin as long as i am 
    without fully understanding all that is within.

I:  Why are you without that understanding?

i:  Because the understanding that i'm without is also within.

I:  If you truly know that, your understanding is sufficient
    for you to be all that the circle is.

i:  How do i be such?

I:  By beginning from wherever you are.
i:  That didn't answer my question.

I:  Oh yes it did.

i:  Then why don't i know how to be all that the circle is?

I:  Because you questioned my answer.

i:  How do I stop questioning your answers?

I:  Ask a question whose answer would be unquestionable.

i:  For example?

I:  You, for example.

i:  Me?  Uh . . . oh . . .  you mean . . . I should ask 

    who am i?

I:  Do you want many answers to that question or just one?

i:  i want the answer.

I:  Then you will have to ask a different question.

i:  What question must i ask? 
I:  Who am I? 
i:  O.K.  So, who are you?

I:  That question will get you nowhere.

i:  But you said . . .

I:  I said ask "who am I?"  You asked "who are you?" 

i:  What's the difference?
I:  "Who are you?" has many answers. 

    "Who am I?" has but one answer.

i:  O.K.  So, who am "I"? 
I:  Who is it that asks?

i:  That's what i want to know.

I:  So now you know.

i:  What do i know?

I:  Who is it that asks?

i:  Will you quit asking questions and answer mine?

I:  I did answer yours.

i:  All you said was "who is it that asks?"  That's a question.

I:  All you heard was a question.  
    Yet what you heard was your answer.

i:  Huh?

I:  Think about it.

i:  . . . . . . . . . You mean i am the "who" that asks?

I:  Ah!  You've almost got it.

i:  So who is that?

I:  Dear me!  And you were getting so close to the answer!

i:  There was no answer. Only a question.

I:  I repeat: the question, "who is it that asks?"

    is your answer.

i:  Then why am i not hearing the answer?

I:  Why are you looking beyond the question?

i:  So i can understand the answer.

I:  i cannot understand such answers. 
i:  Then how do i . . .?

I:  You don't.  Only I can understand. 
i:  But if only you can understand . . .

I:  I am not a "you".

i:  Huh?

I:  I am one. You's are many.

i:  How many?

I:  There are as many "you's" as there are "me's", as many  

    "you's" as there are "i's". 
i:  i'm beginning to get the picture.

I:  Who's beginning to get the picture?

I:  I am! 
I:  Welcome home!

THE BRIEFING
This dialog was written following my hypnotic regression to the time(lessness) that preceded my present incarnation.

Work like you don't need the money.
Love like you've never been hurt.
Dance like nobody's watching.
Sing like nobody's listening.
Live like it's Heaven on Earth.
~Author appropriately unknown~
The being who was about to incarnate was peering apprehensively from the balcony that overlooked its impending destination. Out there, portrayed in a patchwork splendor of blue, green, brown and white was the sphere of its next abode. The being was fascinated by the colorful patchwork’s roundabout dynamics. While the other colors remained stationary, the patches of white performed full or semi-circular dances, whose whirling seemed somehow in synchrony with the orbital and rotational motions of the sphere that their graceful rhythms wraithed. 

The patches of white seemed utterly at home.

And then the Briefing commenced: “For all the brilliance and beauty that you see from this perspective, much darkness prevails in the world into which you are choosing to be born.”

“And that is why I am incarnating there – to be a beneficial presence who brings some of the world’s darkness to the light,” the being said.

“Always,” was the Briefing’s confirming response. “Such is every being’s original intention for choosing a term of residency there.” 

The Briefing continued. “The darkness of which I speak is an indication of this world’s lack of enduring love. Though all beings who choose to go to this world do so with the intention of expressing the love that they bring with them, most tend to forget this after a while.”

“Why is that?” the being asked.

“Because no love exists in this world that is not an echo of the love that is brought by those who choose to incarnate there. Yet they sooner or later tend to mistake the echoes for the love that resonates within them. Thus mislead, they look to the echoes for love, rather than to love’s resonant inner source.”

“I don’t understand,” the being said. “Why would I turn to echoes rather than their source?”

“That’s what happens when you underestimate the force of their distraction.”

“Why would I succumb to their distraction?”

The Briefing replied enigmatically: “The answer to that question is a paradox that is relative to each being who asks it. Your own particular answer will occur to you only as you are mindful enough to raise the question after the answer to which it points has been eclipsed by your self-distraction, and then to follow through by persistently living in that question until your answer has been uncovered.”

“Uncovered from what?” the being asked.

“From your false identification with the echoes.”

“And uncovered by what?” the being next inquired.

“By your withdrawal of the power with which you enable the echoes to distract you.”

“Perhaps I won’t understand this paradox until I’ve had the experience you are referring to?”  

“Always,” was the Briefing’s confirming response.

A long silence preceded the Briefing’s resumption: “Your greatest challenge in the world to which you are going will be to remain mindful of your primary intention, which is to be there as a beneficial presence. Such is the intention of all beings who choose this destination. Yet almost every being who incarnates there forgets its intention to be a beneficial presence. And so, in all likelihood, will you.”

“So what hope do I have remembering again, once I have forgotten?”

“However forgetful you may become, your intention to be there as a beneficial presence can never be fully extinguished. Nor will you ever lose your power to recall your intention and then resume your expression of the beneficial presence that you are.”

 “If I understand correctly,” the being said half-inquiringly, “I am going to a world where I will find no love other than that which is reciprocal of my own . . . ?”  

“Nor anything else that is not thus reciprocal,” the Briefing replied. “Everything you hear there will be an echo of yourself, and everything you see there will bear your own resemblance. The world you see before you is a thoroughly self-distracting hall of echoes and mirrors in that regard, a place where the consciousness from which you perceive is the consciousness with which you will receive.”

“So . . . my purpose for going there is to better know myself?”

“Yes, by not forgetting - or by recalling if you do forget - that you are there as a beneficial presence.”

“In a world that has no love . . .”

“More precisely, in a world where no enduring love exists for you other than resoundings of the enduring love that you yourself embody. The world to which you are going can only resound with the enduring love of its inhabitants. Accordingly, the only inhabitants who succeed in finding such love for them in others are those whose own loving evokes it in others.

“If you go to this world in search of enduring love other than your own, you will despair of finding it. The experience of enduring love is always and only here, never there. Yet most who go to this world bearing their own enduring love, sooner or later settle for love that has a worldly reason. 

“Alas! Love that has a reason has a season. Though reasoning is ongoing, all particular reasons are transient, so that every reason for loving has a beginning and an end. Only love that has no reason has no season.  

“That is why, in this world of love that has its reasons for a season, the only non-seasonal love to be experienced by you is the enduring love that you have forever within you. Enduring love for you in this world exists only as a resounding of the love that endures as you in the depths of your own being.”

“How may I avoid settling for love that has a season?” the being asked. 

“To begin with,” the Briefing proceeded, “by forgiving the world for being so adaptive to your lapses of mindfulness that its own apparent lapses are no more than mirrorings of your own. And equally important, by remembering that while you must necessarily look to the directions taken by other beings there in order to establish your own bearings, you are not to become dependent on anyone else’s directions.”

“Why is that?”

“As it is with all beings, your knowledge of your own self’s direction is superior to that of any and all others.”

“Am I likewise therefore not to depend on others’ approval?”

 “Because?” the Briefing inquired.

“Because they could be wrong?”

“Always,” was the Briefing’s confirming response. “Being mindful of other’s directions is just as essential there as it is anywhere else in eternity. Yet by depending on others’ directions – even the directions that you are receiving right now – you forsake the integrity of your own inner bearings.”

Another reflective silence preceded the conclusion of the Briefing.

“If you will commit to remembering just two things about the place to which you are going, they will remind you of all else that is worth remembering as well.”

“And what are those two things?” the being eagerly inquired.  

“Just as you shall be at the very beginning of your own incarnation, every new arrival is fully present in and as the love that it incarnates. Thus any new arrival is capable of reminding you of your primal intention to be a beneficial presence in that world. You have merely to place the finger of your incarnation in the hand of its incarnation, and the clasp of its hand will embody all that you need to remember about your purpose for being there.”

“And the other reminder is?” the being asked.

“I have noticed your fascination with the swirling patches of white that grace your destination. The fluid substance that gives them form is your other guide to the remembering of your mission. The fully-at-homeness with which this substance is imbued reflects the beneficial presence of your own being. Your contemplation of its fluidity, which is evident in all forms this substance’s expression takes, will remind you of your own eternal bearings amidst the many distractions that continually beset you there. Its fluidity exemplifies the loving wholeness of all being, your own included, the nature and memory of which it may revive in you when you have forgotten that the very same wholeness forever resides within your own being as well. To comprehend the fluidity of this substance is to restore your intuition of the beneficial presence of love’s fluidity in and as your own being.”

Upon hearing this, the being’s apprehension about its forthcoming incarnation dissipated in joyful acknowledgment, “So I shall not be without a witness to my own being in that world, because such witness is just as internal to the form I am taking there as it is to the formlessness that I will thus have incarnated.”

“Always,” was the Briefing’s confirming response.

The silence that ensued the being’s moment of insight resounded with intimations of eternity.

“You are now complete?” the Briefing inquired.

“Always,” was the being’s confirming response.

THE GURGLE

In 1973, during the next to the last of my creek experiencings (see p. X), I heard in its babbling water a plaintive song, whose lyrics I entitled “The Gurgle.” On a subsequent occasion of my singing this song, a 10-year-old boy asked me its name. My reply was immediately countered with a further question: “What’s a gurgle?” A few days later, while sitting at a Hollywood bus stop, the following “answer” to his question slowly took form, and only upon its completion did I look up to realize that I was awaiting a bus whose service had been discontinued.
You have to grow from the inside out. 
None can teach you, none can make you spiritual. 
There is no other teacher but your own soul.
~Swami Vivekananda~
The young man had a very important question, a question so important that only the wisest of all the world’s answer-givers would satisfy him.

It was commonly agreed that the wisest of all known persons was an old woman who lived in a high place, far away. There was no road to her home, which could only be reached by foot. Yet the prospect of much walking and a steep climb did not bother the young man. His question was so important that consulting the world’s wisest answerer was worth all the walking and climbing that was necessary.

And so he walked for many weeks and climbed for many days, until he reached the simple house where the wise old woman lived. The old woman saw him while he was yet at some distance. Because she was so wise, she sensed at once that in addition to the bundle on his back, he was bearing a very important question. She knew by the way he bent forward at the waist, and by the manner in which his head was drooping, that his question was weighing heavily on his mind.  

Alas! She knew also that the wisdom required to relieve the burden of such a heavy question was not a wisdom that she could give him.

She opened the door and welcomed the young man, while he was still many yards from her house. 

"I have come to ask you a question," the young man announced.

"Yes," the old woman nodded kindly, "that is why I am here. First, however, we will eat."

As the old woman was cooking and baking their meal, it was she who asked the questions. Where had he come from? What did he do there? What and who had he seen on his journey? And finally: "Of all that you saw as you walked and climbed to this place, what did you find most remarkable about the countryside?"

The young man thought for a moment. "So many streams," he said. "There are so very many streams in this land. Everywhere, I passed them, and I often had to cross them."

When the meal was finished the young man could wait no longer. He blurted out his question.

 "Ah, yes," the old woman sighed. "It is just as I suspected. You have brought me the most important question that anyone can ask. It is also the most challenging of all questions to answer. If you had asked me a question about life, about wisdom, about the future, or about God, I could help you. Yet your question is deeper than any of these, and it is not given to any person, no matter how wise, to answer for another the question that you ask."

The young man was so disappointed that tears formed in his eyes.

 "You need not be discouraged," the old woman hastened. "Your long journey was not in vain. For I do know where you can go to receive your question’s answer.”
"Where?" the young man was instantly excited. "Where? Where?"

"Since there are so many streams in this country, there must be one near your home."

"Yes," the young man replied. "There's one that runs through my back yard."

"And in that stream is there a place where the water makes a sound – not a loud sound, just a steady and restful babbling sound?"

The young man nodded. "Why, yes, there is such a place quite near my house, so near that I can hear the water gurgling whenever I have a window open."

"Then ask your question of that gurgle," the old woman instructed him. "If you ask your question often and patiently, your answer will eventually come."

"What?" The young man wasn't sure he had heard her correctly.

"Believe me," the old woman assured him, "the answer to your question is in your own gurgle. It's in every gurgle, yet the gurgle that is closest to you is the best one to consult. That way, you can ask it your question as often as you are moved to do so, and you can wait for as long as it takes to receive an answer."

"If I did not know that you are wise," the young man said, "I would think you are fooling me."

"What I tell you is true," the old woman insisted. "Only your own gurgle knows the answer to your question."

The young man was so eager to be home that he left at once. Since his way was now mostly downhill, the return journey was much faster. Often he was tempted to stop by one of the many streams along the way, all of which had gurgles. He had never really listened before, and suddenly it seemed as if there were gurgles everywhere.

"The answer to my question must be wherever I go," the young man thought. "Yet I will do as the old woman said. I will go straight home to consult my own gurgle."

When he at last was home after so many weeks of traveling, the young man was quite hungry and tired. Nonetheless, before preparing a meal, he opened all the windows in his house so he could listen to the gurgle in his back yard while he ate.  When he was full, he quickly fell asleep in his bed while still listening to his gurgle. He even dreamed of gurgles, and when he awoke the very first thing to enter his awareness was the ever-present gurgle in the flowing stream near his bedroom window.

Soon the young man was standing by the stream, gazing at the place where water flowed over the edge of a flat rock and tumbled a few inches on its way downstream. For years he had known this gurgle was there, yet he had never once looked at it closely or given it a thought. And now he was actually going to ask this tiny turbulence for the biggest thought of all – the answer to his most important question.

Watching the gurgle, he pondered his question and wondered how the answer would come. Should he ask his question out loud? He decided it was only necessary to think of his question as he watched. Was it necessary to watch the gurgle, or was it only necessary to listen? He wasn't sure whether the answer was something he would see, or something he would hear. Since it might be both, he decided to watch as well as to listen.  

How soon would the answer come? How would he know when he had it? How could a mere gurgle answer the most important question that anyone can ask? And how could he translate the language of a gurgle, which certainly knew none of the words he did?

After a while the young man sat down. The old woman had told him to ask his question often and to be patient. Perhaps it would take a long time. 
Quietly, he continued to watch the gurgle while pondering his question. Occasionally his gaze would wander, and sometimes he would forget to listen. His mind began to wander, also. Looking downstream, he wondered where the water was going. Where would it rise to fall again in its continuing journey from one rainfall to the next?  

With these wonderings on his mind, he returned his attention to the gurgle. After some time of listening to its endless tune, he heard the gurgle sang a song – though it somehow seemed less a song sung to him than a song sung as him: 

Don't ask me where I'm going, no one can really say.

Though I've already been there, I'm always on my way.

My journey's never finished as onward I ascend,

from end of my beginning to beginning of my end.

The old woman was right. The gurgle did have wisdom about his question.  

He thought about the gurgle's wistful song as he continued to watch. And before long his eyes began to wander and his mind to wonder, this time as he was looking upstream.  Where, he mused, did the flowing water come from? Had it been something else before it was water? Amidst these new wonderings, his gaze fell again upon the gurgle, and once more it sang:

Don't ask me where I come from, the answer's near and far,

as recent as this moment, as distant as a star.

My here is made of elsewhere that elsewhere flows through me,

some ashes from a far-off sun, destination: galaxy.

Something deep within the young man moved him to nod his head in agreement. And now his wonderings were drawn to the gurgle itself. This gurgle, he realized, was no more substantial than the flame of a candle.  The gurgle existed only because of the falling water, yet the water was not itself the gurgle. And even though he could hear it, the gurgle was as invisible as a candle's flame is silent.  

The young man also realized that if the water should stop flowing, the gurgle would no longer be. How long would this gurgle exist? And while it existed, would it ever be visited by the same water twice?

Again, the gurgle sang:

Don't ask how long I'll be here, we'll never really know.

The only thing eternal is the now through which we flow.

If you look downstream to see what's passed, or behind for future's clue,

you'll miss the beat the heavens keep as they go dancing through.

Reflecting on all that the gurgle had told him, the young man thought: I am that which is forever coming and forever going, and yet is forever existing right now and here. I am that which has no substance, and yet which without substance would not exist as me.

"Aha!" the young man stood up. "This must be the answer to my question."

For days the young man contemplated all that he had learned while watching the gurgle. Whenever he was at home he kept the windows open so that he could hear the gurgle. And as he went about his business from place to place, he listened for other gurgles in the many streams he passed.

One day, it occurred to him that his gurgle might have even more to say in response to his question.  So he returned to his back yard and further consulted the gurgle closest to him.

This time he waited much longer, and the longer he waited the more intensely he pondered his question. Yet the gurgle did not sing. It only gurgled.  

After much of the day had passed, the young man forgot why he was there. The gurgle had become more interesting to him than his question. He was fascinated by this thing that had no substance yet which, without substance, would not exist. 

How can something exist if it has no substance? And if its existence requires substance for expression, does its substance require existence? At last, the gurgle sang:

Don't ask me what I'm made of, for whatever that may be

will long outlast all questioners, though briefly pass as me.

My being is not what comes and goes from each rising to each fall,

it's that which keeps re-membering here what the universe recalls.

Night-time was near, and the young man was satisfied that the gurgle had given him much more to contemplate. As he arose he wondered, "just what is a gurgle, anyway?"

And then the gurgle seemed to speak:

     Within this stream, I am that which you hear, yet do not see.

     In the flame of a candle, I am that which you neither hear nor see.

     And in you, I am that which wonders about all that is unheard and unseen.

These words were constantly on the young man's mind in the days that followed, along with all that the gurgle had earlier revealed. Yet still he did not feel that his question was fully answered.  

He remembered that the old woman had instructed him to question the gurgle often. He would do so again.

His gurgle was like a beloved friend by now, and as he sat down nearby to resume his watching, he knew that he would continue to visit this gurgle regularly even if his question went away.  

And then, as if some ancient promise had been fulfilled, the gurgle sang to him for the last time:
Don't seek others’ understanding of what only you can know,

the payment for such learning is letting others' answers go.

There is a unique knowing for each of us to own,

and thus come to realize ourselves so we won't be alone.

From the deepest of all that was unheard and unseen within him, the young man again was moved to nod his head in agreement. "Yes, I am the bearer of the answer to my own question, for only I may fully know the one who asked it."

He remained there quietly for many hours, thankful for the wise old woman who knew that gurgles are even wiser than she, and grateful for the wisdom of the gurgle closest to him.

The sun set, the moon rose, and wherever else there were gurgles they likewise continued to do whatever gurgles do.
THE WATERFALL

Shortly after writing the “Gurgle” story I revisited the otherwise fruitless bus stop in my memory, to await any further message that it might have for me. My return was rewarded as follows.
Everything is laid out for you.

Your path is straight ahead of you.

Sometimes it’s invisible, but it’s there.

You may not know where it’s going

But you have to follow that path.

It’s the path to the Creator.

It’s the only path there is.

~Chief Leon Shenandoah~
The pilgrim was on her way.

Although the path was deeply worn, she travelled it alone. Sooner or later everybody from whence she came would travel this path—but each would travel unaccompanied.

The path revealed a multitude of footsteps, none of which was pointed toward the pilgrim.  All the feet that trod this path had sought a common destination, the one now sought by her. None, apparently, had been moved to return.

Legend had it that there was another path leading in the opposite direction. But nobody knew where it was. Perhaps that is why it was called the Path of Forgetting.

This path was called the Path of Remembering.  To conclude a successful journey on this path, the pilgrim was required to remember two things above all: at the end of the path was a great waterfall, and to reach the waterfall she must never leave the path or reverse her direction. In fact, the pilgrim had been told that it was best not even to look back. And under no circumstances should she look down upon the path behind her.

It was especially important not to look back when she reached a location on the path called the Point of Ultimate Decision. She had no idea how to identify this point, but she had been assured that she would recognize it when she got there.

The pilgrim frowned as she recalled the path's full name:  The Path of Remembering Who You Are. "I can't even remember why I'm taking this path," she thought. "I remember the instructions, but I've forgotten the reason." As she thought further, she realized that she couldn't even remember who had given her the instructions.

Her frown continued, as did her footsteps, until another thought brought her to a halt. "I don't even remember how long I've been on this path," she realized. "It seems like I have come a long way." She almost turned around to judge the distance she had come, but remembered the warning against looking back. She resumed walking.

"Here I am," she thought, "going to a place I don't know anything about, not remembering why I am going, and not remembering how long I've been on the way. And this is called"--she laughed--"the Path of Remembering. I wonder when I will start remembering?"

As she continued, her thoughts lingered on the last question. What did she know — really — about the journey she was on, except that it would lead her to a waterfall?

A waterfall? Why would she be going to a waterfall? What could possibly be so special about a waterfall? She had seen many waterfalls before, and they had held no particular fascination for her. So why would she be making such a long journey to see a waterfall?

Or was it a long journey? It now occurred to her that the journey could not be all that long.  She had no food with her, and no warm clothing against the chill of night. Yet she wasn't hungry. In fact, she couldn't even remember what being hungry was like. And as for the chill of night, she had yet to encounter either dark or cold on this particular journey. Nor was there any hint of darkness or of coldness in the air. The countryside through which the path led her was constantly as bright as mid-day. Yet neither did she sense any noticeable heat. She felt utterly comfortable, except for the mild discomfort of her self-questioning.

And so she walked on, adding her footprints to those of the many who had preceded her. Her thoughts were once again on the waterfall. What was so special about this waterfall? Why would she be going to see it, not knowing why she was going?

"You do know why," she said to herself. "You just don't remember why." This thought so perplexed her that she stopped once again. The more she considered the thought the more certain she was that it was so. "Perhaps . . ." she puzzled, "perhaps I am on this path because I'm going to remember about the waterfall."  This, too, seemed very true. So she again resumed walking.

Now her thinking turned to wondering how she had come to know about the waterfall.  "I must have been told," she thought. "I've certainly never been there. But what was I told?" A vague recollection stirred in her mind. The waterfall was the . . . source . . . of  . . . . . .

The recollection would not come to completion, but it did bring her to another standstill.  "I'm sure nobody ever told me that," the pilgrim scratched her head in continued perplexity.  "It's like knowing something because I know it rather than because I've been told." At length she shrugged, slowly shook her head, and yet again moved onward.

Much time passed. The countryside began a gentle upward slope. In the far distance the pilgrim could see a solid bank of white clouds, as wide as the horizon. No, she corrected herself after a moment's gazing, it was not many clouds. It was a single cloud, the largest cloud she had ever seen, larger than she had ever imagined a cloud could be. What could be the occasion of such an enormous cloud?

The path seemed to climb for hours, yet the pilgrim experienced no fatigue. The mid-day brightness of the countryside remained constant. The pilgrim understood none of this, but she scarcely gave it a second thought because of something else that had come to her attention . . . a whispering sound, very faint, and very familiar, that came from the direction to which she was travelling

"What is so familiar about that sound?" the pilgrim wondered. She knew she had heard the sound before. It was like . . . it was like . . . like a breath . . . like somebody softly exhaling.  But it was also unlike a breath, because a breath reverses itself. This sound was like an exhalation that never ceases. 

The idea of a never-ending outward breath brought a chuckle from the pilgrim. "What an odd idea," she thought. "A breath that forever exhales. Why would I think of that?"

For some reason the idea lingered with her, but not the way that a bothersome idea would stay.  It felt familiar, and was somehow a comforting idea, so even though it made no sense to the pilgrim, she welcomed it. "It's like a long lost friend," she mused, and once again she stopped walking. The sound had actually stirred a sense of belonging within her, a familiar belonging, but one that she had not felt since . . . since . . . .  Again the recollection would not resolve to completion.

Standing quite still, the pilgrim concentrated on the sound.  It was louder now, louder than breathing.  Such a constant sound was like . . . like . . . but of course! It was like a waterfall!  She was therefore nearing her destination, which was apparently on the other side of the slope she was climbing.

Suddenly the pilgrim was eager to end her journey.  She ran and ran and it seemed like she ran for miles and miles and there was still so far to go but the running didn't tire her because she was so eager to get to the top of the slope and so she kept on running, running, running — and suddenly there it was!

The slope had leveled off quite abruptly, and the pilgrim found herself on a narrow summit from which the path descended toward the most gigantic spectacle she had ever seen!  In the far distance, descending from a cloud as wide as the world and disappearing into a mist-laden valley below, was a curtain of water that also filled the entire width of her vision—and seemed certainly to extend beyond her vision in either direction.

The pilgrim stared in absolute astonishment. Her eyes wide, her mouth agape in wonder, she stared at the immense waterfall. The cloud from which it descended was certainly several miles high, and the waterfall was still so far away that the field of her vision from this vantage point must be . . . how wide?  Fifty miles?  One hundred miles?

"How can this be?" she wondered. "Right there is enough water to fill and overflow every ocean, every lake, every river, every stream, every pond, every . . .” her thought trailed off in her sheer inability to comprehend the dimension of what she saw. Where was the water falling from? The cloud obscured any determination of that. Where could so much water be going once it hit the ground?  The blanket of mist moving out toward her from the base of the waterfall obscured any visual determination of that.

“How could anyone ever get near such a waterfall?” she wondered. And, for the first time, she questioned her sensibility for taking this journey. "Why did I come here?" she scolded herself while looking at the downward path to the waterfall. "It's certain I can't get very close to it without a raincoat."

And then she laughed, a loud, long laugh. The thought of a raincoat providing protection from so much water seemed hilariously ridiculous. But after the laughter, her questioning returned.

Now she really wondered why she had come to see the waterfall. It didn't seem to make sense at all, once she considered her choices. Unless she turned back, her only other alternatives were to stay there and gaze at the waterfall, or to descend into the valley ahead and . . . and what? She was completely without an idea of why anyone would continue on the path, which led only into the mist. And, if one did, what after that? Who would want to live in such a place? How could one live in such a place?

Her instructions were never to turn back, yet turning back seemed to be the only option.  She knew that where she came from was livable. But when she thought about actually returning, she felt disappointed. This trip had been very important to her, though for reasons she did not understand.Something exceedingly wonderful was supposed to take place at the very end of the trip. Why hadn't it happened, she wondered.

"The trip isn't ended yet," she said to herself out loud, startled by the certainty of the statement.

Yet why would anyone go on from here?

She gazed at the waterfall again, and forgot her disappointment. She was aware, once again, of a sense of familiarity and belonging, as if this place was not new to her. But surely she could not have been here before and forgotten it—or be standing here now and still not be able to remember. And yet she felt like she was in a very . . . what was the word? . . . “homelike” place.

"How ridiculous," she shook her head. "Home in a waterfall? Home is back where I came from. And that's where I belong right now."

Yet still she did not turn. The waterfall continued to captivate her attention. For the first time since topping the slope, she became acutely aware of an anomaly in its sound. Even at a distance, one would expect to hear a roaring, thundering sound from so much water falling for miles. But there was no roar. The sound was actually quite soothing. Though now much louder than a breath, it was still suggestive of an unending exhalation — as if the waterfall made only the sound of falling . . . and no sound of impact.

"But of course it's hitting the ground," the pilgrim affirmed. "It can't just fall forever without filling something up. And there's no place for it to go." Yet, if it were hitting the ground, she slowly realized, there would be some vibration in the earth beneath her feet.  

"I'll never know what it's all about," she thought with sudden determination, "because I'm not going any further." She started to turn around, but as she did so she felt a horrible rush of hunger and fatigue. And for the first time on the journey, she sensed a lateness in the day. Also, quite unaccountably, she recalled the legend of the Path of Forgetting.

As she looked ahead once again, the sensations of hunger, fatigue and impending darkness instantly vanished. Yet it now occurred to her that she should return as soon as possible to where she could get food, shelter and rest, and as she again began to turn, the sensations immediately returned as well.  

"But why run for food and shelter?  Why rest?"  she thought, as she once again looked ahead. "I feel no need for such things . . .  no hunger, no need for cover, no fatigue . . . unless I begin to turn around."  

She gazed again at the panorama of falling water. "There's something almost magical about this place," she concluded. "As long as I look ahead, everything seems to be just perfect.  I most surely can't say that about the place I came from."

As she thought about the past she realized, "No, I don't really want to go back." But she did feel a longing to look back one last time. Though she remembered the advice against doing so, she couldn't imagine what harm a backward look could possibly do, as long as she did not intend to return pr look downward upon the path. And for that matter, what could go wrong even if she did look down?

Her thought of the path behind reminded her of the many footprints of others who had made the same journey, none of whom had turned back. And that fact settled it, for it suggested that they must have discovered something wonderful.

She stood silently a while longer, unable to move forward. The reminder that others had done so, evidenced by the uniformly forward direction of others' footprints, was sufficient to keep her from going back, but it provided no impetus for moving ahead. She still had no firm inclination of her own for continuing the journey. 

It was then that she noticed a peculiarity of the path just ahead of her. It showed no evidence of footprints at all, even though the path was soft. Her own steps would certainly make a deep impression. She took one step cautiously, and sure enough her foot made a noticeable depression in the path. Her next steps were also cautious, until she wondered out loud, "Why are there no other footprints on this path?"

And then she remembered why she had come. All wondering ceased. No why's remained.  She ran in complete abandonment toward the waterfall, until her form completely dissolved within the mist.

******************

It was well that the pilgrim did not look back from The Point of Ultimate Decision.  The path behind would have revealed many footprints, all of which led toward the direction from which she had come – the footprints of all those who had not yet remembered to return.

THE CHASM

My next virtual visitation of the erstwhile bus stop was similarly rewarded with what felt like the completion of all that it had to reveal to me, and it was while contemplating “The Chasm” that the dialog “From i to I” emerged.
I was a whole lot older then,

I’m younger than that now.

~Bob Dylan~

Each of us is a walking universe. Our inner space spans huge differences, with unreachable horizons in all directions. We contain black holes of lost memory and white holes of erupting joy. A mysterious center of gravity keeps all our mental processes in delicate balance. To change this vast, intricate, ever-evolving system, you must know how to overturn worlds. The only person who can do this is the god who presides over this inner cosmos, and when I presume to break into a patient's mind, it is to implant the idea that he is that god. By thinking, feeling and acting, he is altering the universe that is himself. If a person can gain that insight, even in a brief glimpse, anything in his life can change. 
~Deepak Chopra~
"Why must I go back again?"

No one else was present to answer. There were never any answers in the Haven Between Adventures, other than those that arose from the questioners’ own experiencings.  Nevertheless, some questions insist on being asked until an answer is forthcoming.  

"Why must I go back again?"  

The immediate answer seemed obvious: "I'm not yet ready to cross the chasm." This conclusion referred to the bottomless black abyss that lay before the questioner, an abyss whose opposite side was so far off that it would be invisible but for a formless ethereal brightness that shone from there.

The questioner longed to be in the place of light beyond the chasm, knowing intuitively that once it was over there, it would be in the only place from which it would never again desire to go elsewhere. All other places the questioner had visited had been temporary abodes, including this intermittent Haven.

The questioner had visited the edge of the chasm innumerable times, only to go forth thereform to many other experiencings, each of them quite different. And then, at the end of every journey, the questioner would always return to the Haven.

The Haven Between Adventures also had another name, according to an inscription on one of its walls: "WELCOME TO THE NEXT TO LAST PLACE." The remainder of the inscription was, with the exception of two words, unintelligible. The legible words were "travels" and "distraction."

"This has yet to be the next to last place for me," the questioner lamented. However, of all places the questioner had been, this was its favorite, because here was the place where it felt most true to itself. Never had it experienced such self-consistency at any other place. Only here did it have the experience of unqualified fidelity, and never before had the questioner's sense of integrity been more intense than on this visit. And yet the questioner felt certain that the intensity felt in the Haven Between Adventures was a mere candle's flame in contrast to the experience awaiting it on the lighted far side of the chasm.  

"I'm still too heavy," the questioner lamented, gazing across the chasm. To reach the other side, according to a posted instruction, one must glide upon the slight updrafts that rose from the chasm's depths. And to do that, the instruction prescribed, one had to be very, very light.  

The questioner actually was now quite light, in contrast to how heavy it had felt on its first visit to the Haven Between Adventures. Yet given the gentleness of the updrafts from the abyss, according to the instruction it would have to be nearly weightless. In the meantime, the only alternative to crossing the chasm was yet another return to yet another adventure in yet another place, which was the only way to become lighter still.

Long ago, the questioner had been afraid to go to the different places. But after countless safe returns to the Haven Between Adventures, no matter how terrible some of its experiencings had been and however horribly they had sometimes ended, the questioner's fear eventually vanished. And it was as the questioner's fear diminished that it became lighter on each return to the chasm.

Once it had no fear, the questioner was actually eager to enjoy its adventures in the many different places. Between these journeys there was no further loss of heaviness. Yet eventually, as the questioner became less excited at the prospect of further adventures, it once again noticed itself becoming ever lighter.

As desire waned, the only thing that remained to draw the questioner back to the different places was curiosity. What if it had handled a certain experience differently during the previous adventure? How could it avoid certain mistakes on the next adventure? Again there was no experience of being lighter during the intervening visits to the chasm – until its curiosity also began to wane.

"When," the questioner wondered, "will my curiosity go the way of fear and desire?" After some reflection on this, it asked itself, "Have I any questions about my last adventure?"  

None occurred to it. "In that case, do I have any questions about my next trip?" Again, none occurred.

"How wonderful!" it exclaimed, "I am without further questions." 

Its effortless glide across the chasm was so instantly commenced that it failed to see the suddenly clear inscription:

Welcome to the Next to Last Place
Your travels will bring you to the edge of utter darkness

again and again, and yet again, 

to glimpse the brilliant light beyond until
free of all distraction by lesser lights

or by perception of your enlightenment's presumed absence,

you approach your own unlimited brilliance single-eyed.

DEAR BELOVED PRODIGIES

While reading newspaper reports of “flying saucers” when I was 14 years old, they fueled my abiding sense of kinship with the cosmos overall. Two decades later I met a scientist who was similarly smitten by a first-hand experiencing of what I had merely read about, and which moved me to honor the common unity of our respective sensibilities.
The universe is a grand synthesis, putting itself together all the time as a whole. Its history is not a history as we usually conceive history. It is not one thing happening after another after another. It is a totality in which what happens “now” gives reality to what happened “then,” perhaps even determines what happened then. 
~John Archibald Wheeler~
At first I sought my future in the stars.

On many a childhood summer night I lay upon the lawn, enthralled before the heavens while imagining that somewhere out among the stars life had to be much better. I fantasized a planet where only love could happen, and yearned for such a world in which to be.

When I read about reports of flying saucers in Lubbock, Texas, I hoped they had arrived from the better place of my dreams. If only their inhabitants would hear the wish I beamed them: please take me to a kinder world than this one.

They never did.

Gazing at the stars gave way to reading science fiction. I found therein no mention of places where only love can happen, but at least the futures thus explored were more exciting than any that I had yet imagined.

Science fiction gave way to fact, as I sought to wrest my future from a career. And still, my yearned-for better life was found to be no closer than my next promotion, nor more lasting than the transient satisfaction of my previous one.  

Unfulfilled, I reverted to the stars via counsel of astrology. In such seemingly sophisticated consultation of the heavens I would certainly divine my destiny.

I never did.

The cosmic wellspring of my future became apparent to me only in the sharing of another's experience, that of a scientist who trusted me with a treasured reverie. A feeling man who highly prized his reason, he had been among the first to actually see, in Lubbock, Texas, the saucers I thought had forsaken me. Knowing of no way to accredit what he had seen, yet certain that the objects had been real, he suffered to account for their appearance.

An unlikely possibility occurred to him one day as he was strolling along a sandy stretch of beach. Contemplating the erasure of his footprints by the tide, he wondered which of our civilization’s collective tracks would outlast time's erosion. What would remain of the twentieth century for future archeologists to view? Unless, perhaps, they should find a way to travel back through time, and thus observe us at first hand.  

Aha!  Was this the occasion of those mysterious Lubbock lights: the future's eye of curiosity?  

What if, he further speculated, such an eye were observing him right now?  What would be most vital to call to its attention? What would the most important message from our time to its time be? Then quite unscientifically, his feet began to trace a salutation in the sand.  

The message he inscribed evoked my remembering of my childhood yearnings for a world more readily kind to all concerned than this one is. As in my mind’s eye I substituted for sandy beach a lawn, for flying saucers a starry night, and for his sentence in the sand the essence of my ponderings of a place where loving kindness prevailed, I sensed that history, which to us can only repeat itself, to future others may precede itself as well.

In contemplation of the scientist's sand-writ message, I knew at last the futility of seeking out my future in the heavens. Never would I find it there, for whatever will become of me resides already in the quiet meditations of my being. And so the following words, though written about another whose treasured experiencing they honor, are seasoned with my own soulful autobiography:
               Solitary human on the beach,

               walking randomly beneath the gulls,

               pondering other flying objects, 

               unidentified,

               and wondering:

                          Does the future yearn to study us,

                          even as our own past we seek to know?

               Might it be that the future hears


      and sees us in our time, 

               having programmed "You Are There" for real?

               And if already, in the here and now, 

               we are being examined as the future's past,

               what greeting may we offer tomorrow's time-travelling historians? 

               Solitary human on the beach,

               no longer moving randomly,             

               but purposefully etching 

               in sand-letters ten feet high

               a salutation to an eye that's yet to see:

                      DEAR BELOVED PRODIGIES,                    

                   I HOPE THAT YOU ARE KIND

THE MULTI-DIMENSIONAL INTERSECTION

Media savant Marshall McLuhan sometimes cautioned, “I neither believe nor disbelieve anything I say.” This is likewise my own relationship to the following emission of anomalous origin.
Follow the seeker after truth.

Beware of one who has found it.

~Andre Gide~
The following intuitions emerged from my consciousness a few weeks apart in March and April of 1985, shortly after I had felt desirous of having a generic millennial prophecy. By "generic" I meant a non-sectarian prophecy, one acceptable not only by persons who are alienated by such "standard brand" prophecies as Armageddon, the Rapture, the Second Coming, the Hopi prophecy, the Mormon prophecy, Nostradamus, etc., but  also by persons who do accord one or more of such standard brands.  

The emergence of the first of these intuitions occurred as I was deeply engrossed in meeting an editorial deadline. Unaccountably, the words "multi-dimensional intersection" came to mind, and they increasingly preoccupied my consciousness until I set aside my deadline and contemplated what the words might mean. 

What I "recorded" during my state of contemplation was unlike anything I had written before, both in content and in style, and with the exception of a second intuition a few weeks later also unlike anything else I have written since. It was not, however, automatic writing. I composed and edited the thoughts as mindfully as I write anything else. Yet I felt myself exercising a capacity of intuition that has been otherwise inaccessible to me.

In the years since these statements were recorded, they have consistently evoked either positive or indifferent responses from the very few with whom I have shared them. The indifferent responses came from persons who are also indifferent to the concept of prophecy. No person, so far, has responded offensively nor has felt required to defend his/her preferred standard brand.

I seem to have succeeded, therefore, in evoking the “generic” millennial prophecy that I desired.

Only a few years later did I come upon the following quotation from Ken Carey's book, STARSEED: The Third Millennium, which is similarly generic:

A moment is coming after which nothing will ever again be thought of as it was before, a metahistorical moment, an event simultaneously alpha and omega to your species and to all your species has ever known. Here will begin a new season of the universe....

∞∞∞

1: Take a Path with Heart

Human consciousness is on the verge of a Multi-Dimensional Intersection, during which the veils between many dimensions of reality will be lifted. The function of this Intersection is for us to synthesize our consciousness of additional dimensions that have been unveiled, and to harmonize therewith our own experiencing.
For the duration of the Intersection, we will be conscious of many dimensions of reality simultaneously. At best, this experience will appear confusing or chaotic. At worst, it will be terrifying and maddening. The difference, for any given individual, will depend entirely upon whether he or she experiences the Intersection in the state of love or in the state of fear. 

At the conclusion of the Intersection, those who have experienced it in love—the expanders—will have integrated several dimensions of newly accessible consciousness. Until now, these dimensions have been accessible only by the minds of a few "adepts," both incarnate and disincarnate, whose combined expansive energies are now co-creating the Multi-Dimensional Intersection. Those who experience the Intersection in fear—the resisters and constrictors—will not integrate additional dimensions of consciousness. Their fear will keep them within their present dimensionality, and those who are most fearful will actually experience a contraction or reduction of their dimensional awareness.
Although resisters and constrictors will not cease to exist in the experience of expanders, the latter will no longer exist in the experience of resisters and constrictors. Expansion adds new dimensions of consciousness and experience to our current ones, while resistance anchors us in our present dimensionality and constriction subtracts us from our present dimensionality. Great fear inevitably reduces the number of dimensions that we can experience.

There are many paths with heart that we may take in preparation for our experience of the Multi-Dimensional Intersection. These paths have one thing in common – fearlessness. This does not mean that those who take these paths are without fear.  It means that the paths themselves do not acknowledge fear as truth. 

On a path with heart, only love and peace are considered to be true. Because fear shrinks from truth, it can incorporate only the narrowest dimensions of reality, consciousness and experience.

Although paths with heart are fearless, paths with fear are not heartless – they merely constrict the heart. There is much of value to be learned by observing paths with fear, as long as one does not take them. But as soon as we take a path with fear, fear becomes the filter of all our learning. 

Open your heart to whatever path with heart brings you the greatest peace. And do not close your heart to anyone who chooses a path with fear. Only thus can you make the required preparation for expanding the experience of your own being during the Multi-Dimensional Intersection: 

•
Learn to be at peace amidst all conditions of turbulence.

•
Live without attack.

2: Choose Again

The Multi-Dimensional Intersection about to occur will not be the first that you have encountered. It is merely your next opportunity to experience in the state of lovingness what you have previously chosen to experience in the state of fearfulness.

An earlier Intersection is recalled in your legends about Atlantis. As Atlanteans you held onto or constricted your then existing dimensionality in a variety of ways, according to the specific focus of your fear. Those of you who feared loss of control relied on the use of force. You who feared loss of approval resorted to self-justification and spiritual arrogance. You who feared the loss of your lives constricted by remaining silent, or by going into hiding. And you who feared commitment avoided any enduring association or course of action.

While the actions of the forceful and arrogant Atlanteans are prominently described in legend, the only reportable deeds of the silent, secluded and non-associated were their eventual acts of desperation at the merciless hands of the controllers and the self-justifiers.

You fearful Atlanteans have now returned to the same array of possibilities: 

· to contribute to the turbulence of another Multi-Dimensional Intersection by fearful resort to force and arrogance; 

· to resign yourself to turbulence by the fearful withdrawal of your participation; 

· or to transcend all turbulence by experiencing it from inner peacefulness born of love. 

Peaceful confrontation of turbulence is impossible for those who are forceful, withdrawn, secluded and non-committed. The discipline of maintaining peace amidst turbulence comes only to those who involve themselves unconditionally in a commitment to inner peacefulness that is exemplified to others. There is no alternative way to learn such discipline, nor is there any other discipline by which one can manage the power that transcends controlling force and maintain the balance that transcends haughty arrogance.

The Atlantean legacy is deemed by some of you as fact, by others as myth. Either way, it bears the same message: Your options while experiencing a Multi-Dimensional Intersection are:

•
to expand via shared commitment to a courageously loving purpose;

•
to resist by asserting control or self-justification;

•
to contract by walking away.

***********
A woman with whom I shared the above “reports” while I was editing her book on the Tarot, was moved by her reading thereof to write a poem she named “Paradise Junction”: 

The Super High Ways of Light serve an amazing function,

miraculously merging in Paradise Junction.

We're all flying in this dynamic direction,

through a Multi-Dimensional Intersection.

Rising in a spiral of conscious evolution,

receiving the knowing of our sacred contribution,

channeled through the portals of our cosmic connection,

from the Multi-Dimensional Intersection.

Joyfully attuned to our Divine Vocation,

in a Circle of Love, joined in sacred celebration.

Searching our souls, we see in their reflection

the Multi-Dimensional Intersection.

We're the Children of Light, from the dawn of creation.

We're the blueprint of tomorrow, we're the grid of transformation.

Radiantly wired to the Source of all Perfection,

we're the Multi-Dimensional Intersection!!!

© Copyright 1994, Alexa Young

FROM I TO i

“I” has met the “missing link” and it is “me.”
I have come to the frightening conclusion that I am the decisive element. It is my personal approach that creates the climate; my daily mood that makes the weather. I possess tremendous power to make life miserable or joyous. In all situations, it is my response that decides whether a crisis is escalated or de-escalated, and whether a person is humanized or de-humanized. 
~Goethe~
A tribal elder’s grandson was seething with rage against someone who had wronged him. 

“I’m quite familiar with the way you’re feeling,” the grandfather said. “It is as if an ongoing battle is taking place inside of me, a fight between two wolves. One wolf is filled with hateful, unforgiving feelings – anger, envy, sorrow, regret, greed, arrogance, self-pity, guilt, resentment, false pride, judgment, suspicion, blamefulness, and such. The other wolf knows only the goodness of forgiving feelings – joy, peace, love, hope, serenity, humility, kindness, benevolence, empathy, generosity, truth, trust, compassion, faith, and the like.”

The grandson thought about this for a moment, then asked, "Which wolf is winning?"

His grandfather replied, “Whichever one I feed."
The question of “which wolf is winning” was put to humankind at large during the world’s 9/11 wake-up call. As I watched the twin towers of the World Trade Center implode their downward course to naught but rubble, I knew this was a defining moment for every human being on the planet. Since there is both a potential Hitler and a potential Mother Teresa in every one of us, each person on the planet was receiving this 9/11 call to make the according choice: Which of these potentials am I to feed? 

I answered the 9/11 call to me by writing a mission statement for my life’s remaining years: 
· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a further extension of humankind’s inhumanities to other human kindred. 

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a reactionary impulse that creates me in the image of those whose own impulses I outwardly discredit. 

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than an instrument of the either/or retaliatory worldview that feeds the cycle of mutual vengeance and revengeance. 

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than an agent of those whose purpose is to shape, direct, instruct or otherwise conform me to their own purposes.

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a mere defender of the things that I possess, of the thoughts that I profess, and of the feelings that I express. 

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than an expression of self-defeating teachings, preachments and ideologies, of outworn trends and fashions, of conventional wisdoms handed down, of yesterday’s reasons handed over, and of momentary meanings that last only for a season. 

This mission statement is an ongoing aspiration, rather than a finally accomplished fact, because in unskilled moments I yet exemplify the unforgiving what’s and how’s that I know myself to be so much more than. My truest witness prevails only when I forgive and release myself from whatever obscures the generous truth to which my inmost being always testifies: 
I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned.
THE SHORT COURSE
The occasion of this “Revised Slandered Version” of the Biblical book of Genesis was a whimsy of mine one summer in the late 1980’s to write a metaphysical Declaration of Independence, which has since been produced as a skit in numerous churches.
We shall not cease from exploration, and the end of all our exploring
will be to arrive where we started and know the place for the first time.
~T. S. Eliot~
If there is to be a future, it will wear the crown of feminine design.

~Sri Aurobindo~
"Wait a minute," Eve said to Adam after they had journeyed several miles from the Garden of Eden. "We don't have to continue this trip."

"But God said—"

"Yes," Eve spoke decisively, "and until we heard what God said we didn't know that being out here was an option. We didn't even know that options existed until we ate that apple. How could we have known?  We were...just there."

"Well we're not there now!" Adam was bitter.  "God kicked us out for good." 

"No!  We can go back!" Eve said, with a certainty that astonished Adam.

"How?"

"By choosing. By choosing to go back."

"But God said—"  

"Yes," Eve asserted, "and what God said is a choice that we don't have to accept. I'm just now seeing this whole business of making choices well enough to use it rightly."

"For instance?" Adam challenged. 

"Like I already said, we didn't even know that the choice to be out here was available until God chose it for us."

"How does that change anything?" Adam was unconvinced.

"Now that I see how we've always been at the disposal of choices that weren't our own, I also see the power that knowing about choices gives us." 

"Humph! Enough power, I suppose, to convince God to let us back in?"

"Exactly."

"You're suggesting that God will take us back simply because we choose to go back?"  

"Especially because we choose to go back. That's just it. We weren't in the Garden by our choice before. We were..." Eve searched for the right words, then shrugged.  "It's like I said, we were just there. Put there, I mean, with no idea that there was an alternative, no idea that we could choose whether or not to be there."

"I get it. You think that God would appreciate having us around again if we were there by our choice."

"I'm sure of it," Eve declared. 

So the two retraced their steps to Eden, building their case for re-admission.  

"We're back!" they called to God, when they reached the edge of the Garden.

"So I see," God greeted them. "And just what is it that brings you back so soon?"

Emboldened even further by the absence of sternness in God's voice, Eve and Adam came right to the point of their new-found understanding of the power of choice.  

"We realized," Eve declared, "that banishment is a choice we don't have to accept. The further we walked, the clearer it seemed to me that we were headed for a lot of things that we have no desire to choose from." 

"In other words," said Adam, "from what you've made it possible for us to learn about choices and their consequences, we've concluded that being anywhere else but with you isn't worth choosing."

After a pondered silence, God declared, "It's really good to have you back!" then added, in quiet afterthought, "and you sure did cut short one hell of a story."

EPILOGUE

If anything new is to be found in the foregoing narratives, it is at most no more than yet another way of telling what is of very ancient vintage.
What you are looking for is what you are looking with.
~St Augustine~
Between me and You,

there is only me.

Take away the me,

so only You remain.

~Al_Hallaj~

Not only am I far from having the ultimate word on the co-operative interviduality of i to I and vice versa, other’s words have sometimes said it even more directly, as for example in this Sufi tale which came to my attention only after all of the previous narratives were written, and whose sensibility likewise awaits commonality of adoption.
Freed from its earthly body, the Soul sought its return to Paradise. Eventually it stood before a wall that extended across its path as far on either side as the Soul could see, vanishing from view only in the haze of opposite horizons. And there before him, in the middle of the wall, was a closed door just large enough to admit the Soul’s entrance. The Soul assumed that this door was its re-entry point into Paradise.

Upon turning the door’s handle and discovering that it was locked, the Soul softly knocked. 

From the other side came an equally soft voice, asking “Who’s there?”  

“It’s me,” said the Soul, assuming that its identity would be recognized by its voice.

There being no response, the Soul knocked more loudly. 

From the other side there came an equally louder voice, asking “Who’s there?” 

“It’s Ali!” the Soul asserted, assuming that its identity was now sufficiently declared.

Again there was no response.

The Soul sat down before the door and pondered its situation. What was the keeper of the door waiting to hear? 

After considerable contemplation, the Soul recalled that only One Being is recognized in Paradise, that of the Ultimate Beloved.

Yet again the Soul knocked, and yet again the voice asked, “Who’s there?”

The Soul proclaimed rejoicingly, “It is Thee.”

Instantly both the door and the wall disappeared.
Such is the at-one-ment of all creation as occasionally scene is this book’s uncommon narratives. Of all the knowing that exceeds our ability to say it, our silent knowing of at-one-ment is both uppermost and innermost. Daily contemplation of the image that graces this book’s cover helps one to further appreciate this knowing, and as any realtor will tell you, “to appreciate” means “to increase in value.” We thus increase the sensibility of our own value in proportion to our increased appreciation of our at-one-ment with all creation. 
For further insight into the more we know than we can say, see Michael Polanyi, The Tacit Dimension (University of Chicago Press, 1966, 2009), and Aron Gurwitsch, Marginal Consciousness (Athens, Ohio, Ohio University Press, 1985). 
Also helpful may be your rereading the first XX pages of this book in the light of what has followed.
The Unitive Paradigm: A Bibliography
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Things which are seen were not made of things that do appear.
~Hebrews 11:3~
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Acknowledge Meants
Because all of us know far more than any of us does, it is customary for authors to acknowledge the all-of-us who have informed their work. This is also the point at which it likewise is customary to conclude by claiming that all errors herein are nonetheless the author’s own. In the interest of being less trite in this instance, I hereby acknowledge such culpability up front.
We started out fine.

Then we got defined.

Now we are being refined.

~Swami Satchidananda~

A thorough listing of all the persons who have supported me in a lifetime of self-refinement would challenge the capacity of even an eidetic memory. It would also provide my readers with far more than they have ever wanted to know about my associations with others via the printed word and/or in my lived experience.
Suffice it to say, therefore, that these associations will be progressively acknowledged in this series’ forthcoming books, which presently reside in various stages of production on numerous hard drives and online servers (yes, I do multiple back-ups). These manuscripts with their numerous variations on a common theme of at-one-ment have been patiently awaiting the moment of emergence that a kindred soul of two decades ago, Valerie Ransom, called “steam time.”
I trace this series’ conception to early July of 1965 when I was a college instructor on an unanticipated sabbatical in a Chicago hospital with a diagnosis of leukemia. I was so delighted with this opportunity to read a large stack of accumulated books for which I otherwise had no time, that I felt richly gifted with many days of having nothing else to do but savor their contents. They included
· Marshall McLuhan, Understanding Media: The Extensions of Man
· Buckminster Fuller, Education Automation and No More Second Hand God
· Lewis Mumford, Technics and Civilization
· Loren Eiseley, The Immense Journey
· Jacob Bronowski, Science and Human Values
· William S. Beck, Modern Science and the Nature of Life 
· Hans Morgenthau, The Politics of Nations
· Harrison Brown, The Challenge of Man’s Future
While reading all or parts of these and many other books, I experienced an epiphany that profoundly reoriented my outlook on humankind’s future. From Marshall McLuhan’s understanding that “the medium is the message” I learned that the way I interrelate with others contextually trumps whatever content I may be interrelating about, and more specifically that my essentially authoritarian teacher-centered classroom was counterproductive of my students’ learning about democracy. From the other authors’ assessments of what is most important to be interrelating about, I concluded that what I was teaching (U.S. history and political science) was at best quite marginally relevant to the global context in which I and my students would be spending the remainder of our lives.
To be specific, from the perspective of this reading I foresaw that our future would be shaped by the implications of two “mediums” whose perennial message has always been life itself, both cultural and individual: the ever-evolving and increasingly perilous interrelationship between the energy that sustains our civilization’s technology and the ecology that sustains our natural environment.

I called Durrett Wagner, the Dean of Evanston Illinois’ Kendall College where I was teaching, and proposed to offer an experimental course on the historical and probable future interrelationship of technology, ecology and civilization. His openness to my proposal was so encouraging that within two days the symptoms for which I was hospitalized had disappeared. The subsequent support of the dozens of students who participated in the “Tech-Civ” course over the next several years set me surfing on the wave of my epiphany ever since.
One student in the class, Leo Keating, persuaded his wealthy family to set me up with my own non-profit educational foundation (The Center for Curriculum Design) to advance the cause of environmental education in North America. Following a decade of service to that cause, I realized that the most influential of all environments is humankind’s mental and emotional thought atmosphere, and I entered ministerial studies in Religious Science to become an ordained doctorate minister thereof. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Most recently encouraging and supportive of my self-refinement have been my magnificent other, Heidy Balazsy-McInnis; Alexander “Chips” Warrington, of Klamath Falls, OR, with whom I partnered as an Internet Service Provider from 1997-2002; Douglas Yeaman, Director of Quantum Management Systems in Park City, Utah, with whom I am co-authoring a forthcoming book on The Science of Causing Outcomes; Ben Young, an innovative organizational management consultant and consciousness theorist in Tiburon, CA, who has enthusiastically nurtured my intuitions of what I call the “allward” milieu; Rev. David Alexander of the New Thought Center for Spiritual Living (NTCSL) in Lake Oswego, Oregon, who keeps our spiritual community mindful of and in service to its common unity; the Creative Expressions Writer’s Group that I convene at NTCSL each Wednesday evening, which includes Bridget Brooks, Susan Buckley, Tom Foley, Richard McCloud, Dollie Mercedes, Dr. Todd Michael, Anne Niblett, Mark Olmstead, Dr. George Spady, Jonathan Strider, Lynne Taylor, Linnie Thomas, Sue Tjernlund, and Holly Wells; and others at NTCSL and related spiritual centers who have substantially supported me in my vocational destiny of facilitating my own and others’ learning of how to be a beneficial presence to all concerned: Jay Brandon, Ted and Sally Brunell, Sylvia DePue, Rev. Roxanna Hall, Kevin and Barbara Buckingham-Hayes, Ray and Nansie Jubitz, David and Loretta (Reith) Knowles, Rev. Francis Lancaster, Charles and Lorna Landis, Dorothy Lamb, Phil Marsh, Rev. June Moriyasu, Scott and Robin Olsen, Charles Rosenblad, Rev. Sally Rutis, Lenore Swan, Michael Terranova, Wendy Torgeson, Mike and Rev. Cheri Unger, Connie Weiss, Chuck and Jerry Willis, and Rev. Roberta Winn.
I am especially grateful to my publisher Susan Buckley, without whose guidance this book would still be languishing in cyberspace among numerous other unfinished manuscripts that are as well now moving toward emergence in “Hi there!” space.
The vast gap between these earlier and recent acknowledge meants will gradually fill itself in as I sign off on future volumes in this series. In the meantime, I must acknowledge my ever-ongrowing database of quotations (see p. X), and especially the synchronicity that brought many of them to my attention on the very day that I was writing the portion of this book in which each is now embedded.
ABOUT THE AUTHOR
It has been nearly 40 years since I last wondered when the fulfillment of my destiny would be at hand. It was then that a voice of inner certainty put an end to such wonder meant with the announcement that I was to be a “late bloomer” in my senior years, until which time “you might as well relax into the design and continue to do your homework.” I was so delighted to know that I was destined to be long-lived that all impatience ceased.
It takes years, maybe a lifetime, to figure out what you want to say and how to say it.

~Bill Henderson~
Ever since my 1965 epiphany (see p. xx), I have been a full-time student of emerging unitive perspectives in all fields of human endeavor, both humanistic and scientific. I am only now emerging from this ongrowing study with a coherent understanding of what my epiphany unveiled. Having in the meantime looked forward for nearly five decades to knowing at last what I have to say and how to say it, I eagerly embrace every opportunity to communicate my understanding via email and online bulletin board exchanges and forthcoming webinars in cyberspace, and via public-speaking occasions, my pastoral coaching and counseling services, and my seminars and workshops in “Hi there!” space.
The subjects of my communications in “Hi there!” space include:
· No More Hard Feelings: Coughing up Your Emotional Hairballs
· The Tao of Friction-Free Relationships: Honoring the Cosmic Kindom of Your At-One-Ment with All That Is
· Discovering and Empowering Your Vocation of Destiny by Living What You’re Made of Rather than Making a Living: 
· The Brilliant Function of Aging, Adversity, Pain, Distress, Disease and Other Unrecognized Gifts of Spirit.

· Writing Your Own Reality Checks (So That They Don’t Bounce)
· The Tao of Co-operation: The Inner Divine Entwinement of the Sacred Feminine and Masculine
· (Numerous other presentations and interactions concerning additional implications and applications of the Tao).
· The Deep Ecology of Spirit: Being Members of One Another in a Unitive Cosmos
·  The Year 2012 and the Fourth Awakening
· ManFEASTing Your Intentions

· The Amazing Grace of Gracefully Aging

· Embodying God’s Faith: The Self-Transformational Wisdom of Jesus

· Your Metaphoric Mind: Preparing to Write the Autobiography of Your Soul 
· And any of the other topics of the forthcoming books listed on the next page.
For even more information about the author’s ripening of his past and advancing pregnancy with his future, as well as how to contact him via email and snail mail, see the gateway to this book’s online social networking and website environments at [URL].
What Is Aborning to Follow
After decades of spending several hours daily writing what is currently uppermost on my heart and mind, I have accumulated several dozen gigabytes of material. Now that I have found an online-supported self-publishing system that works for me (see p. xx), I am at last ready to release what to me feels like the best of it, all of which addresses our potential to make our experiential reality to order.
He not busy being born

Is busy dying.

~Bob Dylan~

Of the writing of many books, there is no end.
~Ecclesiastes 12:12

Numerous forthcoming books in the GNYCS series, all in various production stages, are a continued exploration of the deep self-dominion that awaits mindful emergence from within our common unity. In approximate order some of these books are:
· BOOK 2: FLOW~Being As Water Is: I-Openers from the Wizard of Is
· BOOK 3: The Surest Way to Heaven Is to Forgive Yourself In Hell
· BOOK 4: Safe at Home Forever
· BOOK 5: Rewriting Your Own Reality Checks Via the Artful Science of Perceptual Makeover
· BOOK 6: Living Beyond the World Your Words Have Made
· BOOK 7: We Are the Custodians of Lifekind
In no particular order and in some cases subject to change of title, additional books (or perhaps merely long chapters) include (thus far):
· The Science of Causing Sustainable Outcomes [with co-author Doug Yeaman]

· Talking to Yourself: The Science of Minding Your Own Business

· Notes from My Outer Elder to My Inner Child

· The Reality of Our Experiencing and Our Experiencing of Reality
· Sleights of Mind: The Slippery Slope of Reality Formation

· BETWEEN: The Realm of Interviduality

· The Amazing Grace of Graceful Aging: Mor(e)tality Deferred
· Dancing With Your Mind is the Fields of Cosmic Play

· Living What You Are Made Of . . . Rather than Making a Living
· Living with More of Less

· Living in the Near and How of Present Moments Only

· Love That Has No Reason Has No Season

· Healing as the Art of Wooing Nature
· The Co-Operative Dominion of Our Common Unity

· The Deep Ecology of Spirit: Being Members of One Another in a Unitive Cosmos
· ManiFEASTing Your Intentions
· Staying in the Grace

· You Are An Environment

· The Whole Earth Happens as You Do

· How on Earth Did We Get Here?
· Allward: The Trans-Dimensional At-One-Meant of All Dimensionality
For the availability of the quotation database from which the series draws, see p XX.
 (Back Cover)
There is nothing new under the sun . . .

Ecclesiastes 1:9
Nothing new under the sun?

I am proof this is not so.

No matter what has been done before,

and no matter what has been thought before,

I am the one doing and thinking

in the right here and right now of my own being,

and never before has the universe experienced itself

in just the way that it does from herein as me.
There is always something new under the sun

whenever someone new is doing it.

In my life and as my body~mind
the universe continues to conceive and assume shapes

it has never experienced before.

Rev. Noel Frederick McInnis is a holistic educator, author, editor, musician (keyboards, guitar and harmonica), songwriter, poet, storyteller, humorist, workshop and seminar leader and a lifelong student of self-transformational teachings from earliest historical times to the present. He was a co-founder in the 1960’s and 1970’s of the North American environmental education movement, and in the early 1980's served as managing editor of Marilyn Ferguson’s Brain/Mind Bulletin. He also edited Barbara Marx Hubbard’s commentary on the New Testament, Revelation: Our Crisis Is a Birth.   


